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You Wreck Me 


by phantomsunsets 


"Well, Techno? What's your next move?" Tommy questions. 


Techno stares down at his little brother, eyes simmering and heart pounding as his fingers 
clench next to his sides. He pictures Dream's emerald eyes and plethora of freckles pressed 
above an awkward smile on the pinkest of lips. Techno can almost see the messy locks of 
sand sweeping across his forehead and narrowly touching his shoulders. The image of the 
young runner flickers perfectly in his mind now, unable to see anything but Dream and the 


color red. 


"I'm going to ruin his life." 


Notes 


(AUGUST EDIT: 24 of these chapters were written and uploaded before Techno's cancer 
announcement. Please refrain from sending hate because of the nature of this fic. Just like 
everyone else, I had no idea what was going on with him. Please be respectful towards me 
and the readers. Thank you.) 


Here we go, a TechnoDream / Dreamnoblade fic! I'm so excited to work on this piece. The 
Dream SMP fascinates me greatly, and rather than writing a DreamNotFound fic, I've 
decided on my not-as-common favorite pairing, solely because there are already TONS of 
great DNF ones. As per usual, my story is ~rock music~ themed. I've done Queen and The 
Police, so now, I've decided to make a work Tom Petty (& the Heartbreakers) centered. The 
title, You Wreck Me, is a great song by Tom Petty, so please listen to it before you read! 
Each chapter will be titled with a different Petty song. Listen to them all to get in the mood! 
;) Tags, warnings, characters, ratings, and notes will be updated as I go along! 


(DISCLAIMER: This fanfiction is in no way meant to be a 100% accurate portrayal of any 
of the REAL people featured. Of course, I did my best to incorporate their personalities, but 
it's impossible to get them perfectly since all twenty+ characters exist in real life. Also, 
since TechnoDream is a ship involving actual people, please remember to be respectful to 
them and their friendship!) 


It's Good To Be King 


Chapter Summary 


"It's good to be king, if just for a while; 

To be there in velvet, yeah, to give 'em a smile. 
It's good to get high and never come down; 

It's good to be king of your own little town. 


Yeah, the world would swing if I were king; 
Can I help it if I still dream time to time?" 


Chapter Notes 


MARCH EDIT: New chapter (almost) every Sunday. <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


His stance is immaculate. He stands there, completely covered by the white suit that conforms to 
the dip in his waist and the bones poking out from his sturdy hips. Though nobody else can see the 
smirk on his red, sweaty lips from behind his fencer's mask, he's proudly barring his teeth while 
gliding forward. Left foot. Right foot. Firm grip on the weapon in his right hand. He licks a bead of 
sweat as it drips down his right cheek, flustered with a pulse of its own. His dark eyes narrow in on 
the target as it wearily approaches him. 


How blatantly stupid. 


He laughs to himself, blocking the oncoming blow with the blade of his own trusty sabre. It's no 
use for his prey to lash back, to try and desperately take control of his game to win. He doesn't 
lose. He will never lose. The kids around them watch intently as he momentarily takes his 
bloodthirsty gaze from the struggling mouse just meters from his paw. With one swift motion, he 
tosses the sword up into the air so that every pair of eyes, including his opponent's, focuses on his 
airborne weapon. He doesn't hesitate as he strikes, briskly kicking the other in his upper thigh as he 
watches the sabre soar. He catches the weapon from the air, foot firmly pressed against the other's 
chest, and stabs him right in the neck. 


"Gotcha," he hisses, winking behind the sanctity of his helmet. 


The crowd around them erupts in a fit of roaring and cheering as Techno finally rips off his mask to 
reveal his long, luscious, baby pink hair that trails down to his hips. He leans back to shake it all 
out, relishing in the way his peers scream even louder upon seeing that hair. They just eat him up. 


The director sounds his whistle. "Blade wins again! Calling it for today." 


"Techno!" shouts a familiar voice, causing him to turn back toward the crowd. "Good run, huh? I 
think you made that other kid cry." 


Techno lifts an eyebrow at his twin brother. "Well deserved. He was trying way too hard to get a 
hit on me. Couldn't let that happen." 


"Did you hear about Dream?" 
The pinkette rolls his eyes in disgust. "What about 'it'?" 
"He's practicing for nationals right now. Think he'll make the team?" 


"Against Kye Illumina? Fat chance. I'm still in disbelief that the goblin made it to state, let alone is 
eligible for nationals! Seriously, he's not even that good of a runner. Still, there's no way in hell he 
can outrun Lumi. In fact, I'm willing to bet on it. Care to pay him a visit with me?" 


Wilbur side eyes him. "You really are the evil twin. Sure, let's stop by the track. Promise not to get 
physical?" 


"Absolutely not! You know I can't stand him," Techno seethes, gathering his waves up in one hand 
and loosely tying them into a high ponytail. "If he calls me 'Piggy' one more time, I'm going to snap 
his spine in two with my bare hands." 


Both brothers look down to Techno's large hands, knuckles red from gripping his precious sabre 
rather tightly during battle. His fingers are long and thin, ending with perfectly painted nails in the 
same shade of baby pink as his gorgeous hair. They're sharp and unforgiving, and Techno rarely 
hesitates to use them in his own favor. He's not one to be messed with, though, there is one person 
at their high school that is bold enough to take him on. Techno hates him for it. 


Techno looks over to Wilbur as they bask in the evening sun together, strolling off deeper through 
campus and away from the social environment. Neither of them are as out spoken as their younger 
brother, but they are both adored by many. Wilbur seems unabashedly oblivious to his fame, but 
Techno bathes in it like the sweet nectar of all of his victims' blood. He loves when his nickname is 
passed around through thin-lipped whispers, rolling off of heated tongues like the naughtiest word 
another human could mutter. Techno is always the center of attention in his own mind, so the 
world should follow in suit. He's not king for nothing. 


"To be fair," Wilbur finally says, peering at him through the rounded frames of his glasses. "You 
chose to get your septum pierced. Blame Dad for giving you piggy nose genes. Blame yourself for 


the piggy ring!" 


Techno bats his long eyelashes. "You're just as piggy-nosed as me, Will. My septum ring 
complements me to no end." 


"Yes, lavish king. Are you not going to change before we shake down Dream?" 


"No, that's fine. I'll shower when we get back to the boarding house because I'm rather moist right 


now. 
Wilbur places an awkward hand over his smiling mouth. "TMI!" 


The brothers laugh together as Wilbur lightly pushes Techno. They share a knowing look that 
they've been able to pull ever since they could form their own thoughts. The best part of growing 
up as a twin is most certainly the element of telepathy that comes along with living in the same 
womb together. It makes their father laugh, but their brother couldn't find it more terribly 
annoying. 


"Look, Will. There he is." Techno points at the green form across the way, running alongside the 


setting sun. "How pathetic. I might puke." 

Wilbur squints. "He's so fast, Techno. There's no way he doesn't make nationals." 
"Bite your tongue, ugly! He's not as perfect as everyone thinks, Will." 

"Ugly? We're twins, Techno. You just called yourself ugly." 

Techno sticks his tongue out. "I would never. Maybe if you had hair like mine..." 


"Seriously? As if. You've been growing your mane out since we were in diapers. If you had short 
hair, we'd both be curly-headed and cute as buttons. Maybe you should cut it!" 


The older, by two minutes, twin gasps. "How dare you?" 
"Oh, hush. What's your plan with green boy?" Wilbur asks, nudging Techno. 
"Follow my lead, brother." 


Techno sucks in his cheek while smirking to himself. Still clad in his white suit, helmet tucked 
under one arm and carrying the sabre with his opposite hand, he begins speed walking closer to the 
fence outlining the football field. Techno tosses his equipment over the fence and eyes his slightly 
taller twin for a boost. Wilbur gently winks as he kneels to let Techno step into his hands. Once on 
the other side, Wilbur throws his schoolbag across and begins pulling himself over. Techno grabs 
his hands and aids him in the climb before they both look directly at him, still running along the 
outside of the track. 


"Furry, eight 'o'clock," alerts Wilbur. 


Techno nods as he spots one of their housemates, Floris, beginning to circle closer to them as he 
steadily runs as well. His grey hoodie is sleeveless, exposing skinny, pale arms that rapidly pump 
with each step he takes. The twins gather their things up and close in on him, flagging him down 
with their hands in the air. Techno's eyes twitch once he notices the white tipped tail of fiery orange 
flowing behind him. 


"Hey, Floris," Techno softly speaks, unable to rip his eyes away from the set of matching fox ears 
on top of the Dutch boy's sweaty, shaggy hair. "Whatcha doin'?" 


"Techno.. it's.. Fundy.. now.." he huffs, trying to catch his breath. "Anybody.. got.. a.. drink?" 


Wilbur nods, reaching into his crossbody bag full of textbooks and pulling out his trusty yellow 
water bottle. "Why 'Fundy'? That's an odd nickname. Sounds nothing like Floris at all." 


"I see you're the sharp Blade brother.. It's my fursona, silly! I'm Fundy the fox. If you must know, 
I'm practicing for tomorrow's track meet. Scouters will be there to pick out the fastest runners and 
talk to them about university opportunities." 


"Fursona? What's that? Never mind, actually. I don't particularly want to know. Scouters, you 
say?" asks Techno, tapping a painted nail against his chin. 


Fundy smiles. "Yeah! It's also one of the determining matches to see if either Dream or Illumina 
will be fit for nationals. They're both extremely nervous." 


"I can imagine so!" Wilbur exclaims, side-eyeing his brother. 


Techno lets his eyelids lower, cunning orbs glistening with mischief. "Well, I'll certainly tuck this 


information away for later use. Fundy, can you do me a favor?" 

"Sure, Techno. What is it?" 

"When Dream comes around this way, give him a hard kick right in the shin." 
Fundy gasps and shakes his head. "No way! Why would I do such a thing?" 
"Oh, you didn't know? He stole your tail! We watched him do it, right Will?" 


Wilbur looks down at Fundy's backside and widens his eyes at the sudden disappearance of the fox 
tail that was clearly there just moments prior. "Oh, yes! That's why we came over. Rude of him, it 
was. You should kick him. Hard." 


The tall blonde in his lime green hoodie and shorts that barely cover half of his thigh comes 
speeding toward the group gathered alongside the track, sandy shags waving with each bounce. 
Fundy lets out a low snarl as he bunches his fists up and trots into the lane Dream is running in. 
Techno covers his mouth lightly to snicker as Dream slows down in front of him. 


"Hi, Fundy. What's up?" questions Dream, barely a hitch to his breathy voice. 
"Where's the tail?" Wilbur whispers. 


Techno holds it up in the air, winks, and then stashes it back inside his fencing mask. Wilbur tries 
not to smile as he swats Techno's arm. The older can't stop himself from giggling now as the angry 
furry glares at Dream. 


"You're a bastard!" Fundy shouts, swinging his foot back and giving Dream's shin a hellish kick. 
Dream painfully hollers as he brings his knee up to his chest. "What the fuck was that for?" 
"Techno, we need to go.." 


Wilbur grabs Techno's hand and begins dragging him away, but not before the more sinister of the 
twins can shout, "See you at dinner, Fundy! Hope you find your tail!" 


They take off running as they laugh so hard they nearly stumble over each other. Once over the 
fence, Techno tosses Fundy's tail into the grass and lets the wind tumble it well out of their sights. 
Wilbur playfully rolls his eyes as they peacefully set foot for the place they call home for their 
junior year of high school: Boarding House 7. 


The piping hot water runs down Techno's pastel waves of never-ending hair and hazily sun-kissed 
skin. His arms have been bulking up as of late and actually taking on a shape, rather than the thin 
sticks he sported in early teenhood. He's lanky and built now. Techno trails a wet finger down his 
sprouting abs that are well on their way to covering his prominent ribcage. Techno finds himself 
attractive, for how could he not? 


A sudden rush of bangs on the bathroom door knocks him out of his self-indulged trance before he 
sighs and yells, "What do you want?!" 


"Techno, dinner's almost ready! You've been in there for ages!" 


"Bug off, Tommy! I'll be downstairs in a minute!" 


Tommy huffs rather loudly, ramming his fist into the door once again. "But, I can't hold my 
bladder any longer! Hurry up, or I'll pee in your bed!" 


"There are three other bathrooms in this place, use another one!" 


"No!" he shrieks, yanking on the handle. "Tubbo's having a bath in one, Bad's showering in 
another, and Ranboo's crying in the last one!" 


Techno raises an eyebrow. "Why's Ranboo crying?" 
"Uh, I dunno. He cries a lot. It's kind of his thing.. Are you done yet?" 


Techno reluctantly turns off the water and wraps a towel around his waist. Without wringing out 
his hair or drying himself off, Techno opens the door to give his little brother the death stare. The 
young blonde with curls in his messy hair practically barrels past him while screeching. 


"You're a such a pest!" Techno seethes, stomping down the wood-paneled hallway and soaking the 
floor. 


Without a second thought, Techno unhappily flees into the sanctity of his and Wilbur's shared 
room. Luckily, Wilbur isn't around to see him angrily dress. Techno quickly begins wiping off his 
limbs before turning his attention to his now cold hair that is uncomfortably sticking to his back 
and bare bottom. He leans over their banana leaf plant growing in the sunshine that leaks in 
through their window during most of the day to wring the water from his hair into. Now, though, 
the moon is out, and if anyone happens to be strolling through the courtyard right now, they're 
surely seeing Techno's moon as well. 


Techno perches naked in front of the window to view the stars as he begins to brush out his 
beautiful mane. The waves of hair that fall against his shoulders, even when wet, bring about his 
ethereal glow. It's such a clear night, and if there weren't curfew rules here in Boarding House 7, he 
would most certainly be out enjoying the night life. If anyone's caught outside past dinner, it means 
big trouble. Frankly, Techno doesn't want to be the subject of another unhappy phone call to his 
father, Phil, especially since he teaches on campus and lives quite close. 


A soft knock at the door grasps Techno's attention away from the stars. 


Techno stands from his sacred space and ambles across the room. He touches his ear against the 
doorway to listen for any other knocks just to make sure Tommy hasn't come back to annoy him. 
When no other sounds follow, Techno slightly cracks open the door. 


"I'm naked. What do you want?" 

Someone softly giggles. "It's Karl. You're going to be late for dinner." 
"Oh, Karl. Give me a second, okay?" 

"Okay, I'll wait here." 


Techno adjusts the bangs hanging above his eyes after pulling on a thin long-sleeved shirt and short 
shorts. He tucks his blouse into the bottoms, really accentuating his waist and hips. Techno ties his 
long locks into a messy bun so that it doesn't leak water all over the back of his shirt during dinner. 
Before joining Karl in the hallway, Techno picks up his trusty silver septum ring and untwists one 
of the balls to thread it into place. It's always the cherry on top of his Techno-cake. 


"What are you doing?" asks Techno, as he steps into the hall. 


Karl looks up from his place lying on the hard ground. "Waiting for you." 
"On the floor?" 
"On the floor." 


Techno bites on his lip in slight confusion, but he chooses not to question what goes through Karl's 
mind. With a smile on his face, Karl dusts off his oversized, purple hoodie and shrugs. Side by 
side, the two friends descend the staircase to the main level of the boarding house. All together, 
there are eighth bedrooms in their quaint home. Twelve of them sleep in the six bedrooms upstairs 
in pairs of two, while the caretaker and resident cook, a lovely couple in their forties, sleep in a 
room on the main floor. For some unknown reason that makes Techno quake, Dream, the newest 
edition to the house, has his own room down there as well. 


Besides the bedrooms, there are also two bathrooms upstairs. On the main floor is where the boys 
spend most of their time when not at school or asleep, for the common room is a wonderful 
hangout that can comfortably fit them all. The dining room and kitchen also border the common 
room where the caretaker's wife cooks the kids breakfast and dinner, as well as two more 
bathrooms. Techno rather enjoys this setup, though it often feels overcrowded by just one person.. 


"There you are! I thought you drowned," banters Wilbur, patting the seat next to him. 
Techno snorts. "I don't spend that much time in the shower.." 


"Oh, really?" asks Alex, adjusting the blue beanie shrouding his black hair. "I literally live next to 
the wall on the opposite side of that damn shower. You were in there for like two hours!" 


"Woah, are you boys arguing already?" asks their housemother, entering the dining room with a 
large, glass bowl of salad. "You haven't even started eating yet!" 


Bad slinks into the seat across from Techno, stretching his arms above his Beatles haircut as he 
yawns and adjusts his glasses. "Sorry, Housemother. I promise we'll be good." 


"Well, Darryl, I know you will. Everyone sit now while I grab the entrée." 


Tommy and Tubbo giggle their way in to their seats, the youngest of the students in the boarding 
house. In fact, they're the only freshmen that live here. Techno doesn't mind them terribly much, 
even if they are childish, just because Tommy is his younger brother, and Tubbo is a sweet kid. In 
fact, Tubbo manages to keep his rambunctious brother in check. 


"Yeah, Bad," says Skeppy, sitting next to him. "You're such a good influence on us." 


"Vomit! Keep your romance in check during dinner," begs George, pretending to puke into 
Sapnap's lap. 


Sapnap laughs and joins him. "The puppy love! It burns!" 


"I'm back!" announces Housemother, setting a piece of grilled chicken on everyone's plate. 
"Who're we missing? Has anyone seen Mark?" 


Tommy nods. "Ranboo was crying in the bathroom last I saw him." 
"TIl go check on him!" shouts Fundy, speeding from the table to fetch their oddest housemate. 


Wilbur turns to whisper to his twin. "Looks like the furry found his tail." 


Techno pretends to zip his lips as Fundy bounds back from the bathroom, pulling Ranboo along by 
the sleeve of his mock suit. Ranboo, a sophomore, is freakishly tall and awkward, but Fundy 
always tries to include him in their activities. Ranboo's hair is a split dye directly down the middle, 
half white and half black, but that's only one thing of the many that makes him the biggest weirdo 
at their school. Techno is almost convinced that boy has never made eye contact with him or 
anyone else. 


"Let's eat! Let's eat!" shouts Fundy, audibly sniffing the food on his plate. 


"Last delivery! Piping hot baked potatoes! Hmm, it looks like somebody is late to dinner," 
Housemother comments, looking at the misplaced chair at the lonesome end of the table, far from 
the other chairs. "Can Clay show up for one meal on time?" 


Techno smirks, devilishly relishing in the absence of Dream. After Techno's stunt earlier, he's not 
surprised Dream is hiding, even though he knows it upsets Housemother when the kids are late for 
dinner. He feels a bit of warmth in his heart knowing that he could get under Dream's skin today. 
Techno would do anything to make that boy squirm. 


"Screw it; I can't wait to eat! Who cares if Dream's late? He probably won't even come," says Alex, 
scooping a hefty amount of salad onto his plate and digging in. 


The sound of footsteps alerts the boys and Housemother to the entrance of the dining room where 
Dream stands, glaring at the floor with furrowed eyebrows and pursed lips. Techno snorts at the 
angry, defeated look on Dream's face. His green eyes are on fire, only enhancing just how 
prominent those freckles on the apples of his cheeks and the bridge of his nose are. His sandy 
shags are clean and puffy from a recent shower, but that doesn't stop him from coming off pitiful 
and disgusting. It's easy for most to find Dream pretty with that upturned nose and those sharp, 
pink lips, but Techno has never found somebody so visually insufferable. 


"Well, glad you could make it. Please, Clay, sit down," Housemother instructs. 


Dream doesn't peel his eyes from the floor as he slinks further into the kitchen. The sleeves of his 
pink tee trail past his fingers and down his thighs, adding to his deer in headlights demeanor. His 
knees are bright red, and Techno has to physically hold in his laughter with a hand upon seeing the 
purple bump sprouting from his left shin. Fundy really got him good earlier. 


"Sorry, Housemother," he mumbles. 

"It's fine, Clay. Be on time for breakfast, all right? Now, what happened to your leg?" 
Dream finally looks up from the floor, eyeing Fundy sorrowfully. "Fundy kicked me." 
"Floris?! Why would you do that?" 

Fundy whimpers. "Dream stole my tail!" 

"What? Fundy, I didn't steal your tail.. Where did you get such an idea?" 


Almost as if on cue, both Fundy and Dream look at smirking Techno at the same time. Techno 
leans forward and lowers his eyelids while gently waving his fingers at Dream. Dream indignantly 
rolls his eyes and slams both fists on the table, causing his neat plate of food directly to spill onto 
the table. 


"Well, Techno told me he saw you do it, and I believe Techno," Fundy elaborates. 


"Of course, it was you. You're always trying to fuck with me!" Dream shouts. 
Housemother gasps. "Clay! Watch your language." 
"Sorry, Housemother. I'm just so tired of him always tampering with my life on purpose." 


"You've got some nerve talking, Dreamy," pipes Techno, sharpening his gaze. "You're so 
unlikeable that it makes me physically ill. Good luck in your track meet tomorrow with a busted 
shin." 


Dream growls as he digs his fingers into the baked potato Housemother just set in front of him and 
throws it directly at Techno. Techno has little time to react as the soaring potato hits him directly in 
the face. A shrill scream escapes from his lungs as the burning starch ripples across fresh skin, 
causing bubbles of red to form along the outside of his mouth and all the way up his right cheek, 
spanning to barely a millimeter below his tear line. 


"Dude, what the honk is your problem?" Karl shouts, rushing over to aid a distressed Techno. "Let 
me see, Techno. Move your hand. Oh.. That's bad.. Housemother, Techno's flesh is burnt." 


Housemother grabs Dream by his ear and yanks him from his seat. "Why would you do that?! Go 
to your room, immediately! You're not doing favors for yourself, Clay. Your foster parents will be 
hearing about this one, young man." 


"L. I didn't mean.. I.. uh.. I'm.. Whatever.." Dream mumbles, angrily stomping away from the 
dining hall. 


Techno watches him as he goes, fuming while Karl and Wilbur try to get a good look at his fresh 
wound. His cheek is sizzling with hurt, but the fact that Dream got one up on him is even more 
painful. Finally, Karl manages to rip Techno's hand away from his face and slap a cold slice of 
tomato from the salad against his smoldering skin. 


"A tomato? Really, Karl?" asks Wilbur, trying to examine his brother's face. 
"What else was I supposed to use? He's hurt, Will!" 


Wilbur rolls his eyes and grabs onto Techno's hand. "Come on. Let's go upstairs and find 
something to put on that. I don't have much of an appetite anymore." 


"Neither do I.." grumbles Techno, still watching where Dream exited. 


The twins head back on upstairs as Techno silently seethes, unable to form a coherent sentence that 
doesn't involve multiple curse words. Techno's dilated pupils refuse to focus on anything as Wilbur 
sits him on his bed and rushes back out of their room. Without a thought, Techno gently runs a 
singular fingertip over his cheek, sucking in a sharp breath of pain. 


"Techno? Don't touch that!" Wilbur scolds, leaning down to examine his burn. "I found some 
cream in the medicine cabinet." 


A slight knock comes from their door. "Techno? Wilbur? Let me in! It's Bad." 
"It's open,” says Wilbur. 


Bad, followed by Skeppy, comes bounding into the room. "Oh my muffins! Are you okay? You 
poor thing!" 


"I'm okay," Techno softly answers, though he's holding back so much fury. "How's it look?" 
"Gross. Here, I'll make it better." 


Bad carefully moves Techno's hand away from his face, eyes examining flustered and blistering 
skin. He scoots very close to Techno as Skeppy plants himself on the floor next to Techno. Brown 
eyes caress brown eyes before Bad delicately leans in and places a small kiss against Techno's 
tender cheek. 


"Thank you, Bad." 


Two more figures come gliding through the door, as pressed together as ever. Wilbur squirts a bit 
of cream onto his finger and begins treating his twin's wound as the youngest brother and his best 
friend squish themselves together on the opposite side of Techno. Tommy leans his blonde head 
against Techno's shoulder, looking up at his brother with a playful smile. Techno returns the gaze 
with a little more snarkiness. 


"He gotcha good, didn't he, bruv?" asks Tommy. 
"Tommy!" Bad shouts, a disappointing look apparent on his sweet features. 


He shrugs, letting his head fall into Techno's lap. "Housemother is calling his foster parents as we 
speak. How pathetic is that?" 


"Extremely," answers Alex, prancing through the room with an angry expression. "I couldn't even 
eat my damn dinner! I'm a growing boy, and I need my nutrients!" 


"You're never going to get taller. Just give up on that aspiration," grumbles George, smacking the 
door as he walks past it. 


Karl laughs, entering next. "True. How's the face, Techno? Did my tomato help?" 
Techno sticks his pierced tongue out. "The orphan has tried to ruin my perfect face." 


"Come on, Ranboo! You're so slow." Fundy enters next, tugging along the tall freak that is 
Ranboo, ears perked up and tail swaying with each motion. "We made it! How's Techno?" 


Techno sneers. "I've been better. Glad you could make it to the party." 
"We wouldn't miss it! Right, Ranboo?" asks Fundy, nuzzling him as they sit on the floor. 
Ranboo stares at the floor. "Yes.." 


At last, Sapnap comes idling into Techno and Wilbur's room, scooping food from his plate directly 
into his mouth. All of the boys give him a confused and slightly dismayed look. He just shrugs, 
slowly making his way over to Wilbur's bed. Sapnap spreads out and sets his plate on top of his 
chest as he keeps eating the dinner that the rest of them gave up in order to comfort Techno. 


"What? Am I not allowed to talk shit about Dream and shovel some food into my mouth at the 
same time?" Sapnap questions. 


"You're sharing that with me!" shouts Tubbo, racing across the room to steal some dinner. 


As soon as Wilbur finishes expertly applying a large bandage, he turns to their crowded bedroom 
and announces, "You animals have no shame! Are we going to let Dream get away with assaulting 
Techno?" 


"To be fair, I did assault Dream earlier today.." pipes Fundy. 


"That was deserved," Techno says. He rises from his bed and makes eye contact with each friend, 
excluding Ranboo, who's still looking directly at the floor. "Listen to me, scoundrels. I'm burnt. He 
tried to embarrass me in front of all of you! Up until today, sure, my feud with Clay Dream was 
petty, but now.. now it's fucking personal." 


George eyes him. "What are you going to do? Yeah, what he did was shitty, but.. he's kinda cute." 


Almost all of the boys make gagging sounds and boo George as they pelt him with anything their 
teenage hands can grasp: pillows, books, a stray pair of glasses, and even some food from Sapnap's 
plate. Techno relishes in the war that unfolds around him. Screaming ensues as the boys begin to 
wrestle and taunt each other. Still, in the wake of such destruction, he stands tall, the commander of 
his teenage army. In this moment, amongst the rage within his small bedroom, Techno feels more 
hate than he ever has before. 


"Well, Techno?" Tommy questions, in the midst of trying to strangle the furry. "What's your next 
move?" 


Techno stares down at his little brother, eyes simmering and heart pounding as his fingers clench 
next to his sides. He pictures Dream's emerald eyes and plethora of freckles pressed above an 
awkward smile on the pinkest of lips. Techno can almost see the messy locks of sand sweeping 
across his forehead and narrowly touching his shoulders. The image of the young runner flickers 
perfectly in his mind now, unable to see anything but Dream and the color red. 


"I'm going to ruin his life." 


Chapter End Notes 


Hope you enjoyed Chapter 1! I'm in my last semester of high school right now, so I'm 
unsure how long this fic will take me to write, but I'll do my best to keep you guys fed! 
Feel free to leave me a comment!! They make me so happy. (^-^V/ 


Also, check out my CorpseKkuno fic from last November/December, 'Every Breath 
You Take', while you wait for me to update. You won't be disappointed. :] 


You're Gonna Get It 


Chapter Summary 


"I don't want you no more; 

Ain't gonna give any more than you give to me. 
I don't want you, it's too hard; 

Can't try any harder than you tried for me. 


You're gonna get it, babe." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 2! In this installment, Techno and Dream clash more than ever. I really hope 
you all enjoy. :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Techno exchanges quick glances with each of the boys rapidly cleaning their breakfast plates 
around the dining table. His eleven friends stuff their faces, Dream's untouched eggs and toast 
getting cold at the lonesome seat far from all the others. Wilbur winks at Techno, alerting the older 
twin that their plan is a go. Techno feels slightly worried upon noticing that Bad and Skeppy aren't 
eating as quickly as everyone else, for they are lost in each other's eyes. Luckily, Alex elbows Bad 
in his side to avert their attention back to the task at hand. 


Housemother, seemingly content with the boys enjoying their morning meal, steps out of the dining 
room to let them eat. Techno nods to Tommy when she's far out of sight. He immediately rushes 
over to Dream's spot and grabs the plate of food that the boy desperately needs. Since he didn't eat 
dinner last night, breakfast will be crucial in giving him enough energy for his vital track meet later 
on. If Techno has things his way, though, nothing will go right. 


"All right, boys.. Who wants the toast?" Tommy asks, sinisterly laughing. 

Sapnap shoots a hand up. "Me!" 

"I want the other half!" begs George. 

"Divvy the eggs up between me and Techno," Wilbur demands, their plates already empty. 


As soon as they hear the floorboards creaking, Tommy races over to his brothers to dish out 
Dream's eggs. He returns Dream's empty plate to his spot and stumbles to his seat, nearly falling 
over his own clunky feet. Tubbo manages to steady him as they smile at each other with 
mischievous eyes. When Dream walks in, the boys begin eating the last little bits of their food at a 
normal pace. They do not talk to each other or pay him any attention as he leans over his spot to 
grab his plate. 


"Nice," he mumbles, letting the ceramic loudly fall back to the wooden table. "Hey, Techno. Can 


we talk? Alone? In the hallway?" 


Techno acts as if he's not heard a thing, as do the other boys. Sighing, he steps over to where the 
pinkette is sitting, hair done in French braids today and cast over each of his shoulders so elegantly. 
Techno spent a decent amount of time expertly crafting his mane into a gorgeous symphony of 
beauty and bold grace this morning 


"Techno? I'm not playing games. Just talk to me for one fucking second!" 


Still, Techno stays there, perfectly unbothered as he finishes the last bites of his breakfast. Almost 
simultaneously, each plate on the table is scraped clean. The boys look at each other rather briefly 
before arising at once and carrying their plates into the kitchen. Dream stays close to Techno, 
clearly becoming more agitated as he's treated just as invisibly as Techno wishes he were. 


"This isn't funny, Techno. Why are you ignoring me? Come on, you always have something smart 
to say. At least insult me," Dream demands. 


All twelve housemates put their dishes in the sink and begin to disperse around the kitchen, some 
filling up their empty glasses with more juice or milk, others washing their hands, and some 
looking for a snack to toss in their bags for the school day. Techno finally turns around to face 
Dream, arms crossed against his chest and a displeased expression on his intimidating face. 
Dream's freckles sparkle in the lights from the overhead chandelier. 


"Thanks for eating my breakfast, by the way. Totally not like I wanted any. How's your cheek? I.. I 
didn't mean for that to happen.. even if you did deserve it." 


Dream grabs a ruby-colored apple from the basket sitting on the counter and tosses it up in the air 
before catching it in one hand and taking a hefty bite with his sharp teeth. Techno's eyelids lower as 
he scoffs, leaning against the counter to cross his ankles. His red and black plaid jeans end in cuffs 
right before his heeled Doc Martens begin. Techno is known for his style, while Dream here is in 
that damn green hoodie once again. Critiquing Dream in Techno's mind is one thing, but he'd sure 
love to say a few things aloud for his friends to hear. 


"Can I see what's behind that bandage? My foster mother is a nurse. I might know how to treat it 
better than Will. Unless, it's all for attention. Is that it? Is that why you won't talk to me?" 


The boys standing around the kitchen finally break their silence to ooh and ahh at Dream's snide 
remark. Techno, unable to keep his lips pressed together for any longer, stands upright from his 
comfortable lean and walks right up to Dream. Dream squares up to him, not allowing himself to 
cower in Techno's shadow for any longer. Green eyes and brown eyes search one another for a hint 
of humanity, but Techno sees nothing worth trying for. In fact, he sees everything he wants to 
destroy. 


As Dream goes in for bite of his apple, Techno grabs it from his hand and stretches his mouth right 
over the mark Dream had just made. He fills his mouth with as much apple as his chipmunk cheeks 
can hold before biting with all of the strength in his jaw. Techno looks back at Dream, just a few 
inches from his face, and spits the contents of his mouth directly at his smirk. Every boy in the 
kitchen begins belly laughing and falling over onto each other. 


"My burn isn't for attention, Dream," begins Techno, aiming at the nearest trashcan and shooting 
Dream's apple into it. "But that sure as hell was." 


"Techno! You're an insane motherfucker!" Alex laughs, barely able to stand upright. 


Dream wipes the apple and spit off of his face and directly onto the floor, cheeks aflame with 
embarrassment. Bad tries desperately hard to hold in his giggles, but even he isn't immune to 
Techno's charm. Before the boys ditch Dream in the kitchen, Techno blows him a kiss with a not- 
so-subtle middle finger. The boys laugh their way out of the kitchen, schoolbags in tow, with 
Techno following behind as he mentally praises himself on an early victory. 


Today is going to be a good day. 


Wilbur smiles at his brother from across the classroom, and Techno can't help but wink back. The 
younger beckons him to the back corner where his desk sits next to the tall window. The bell is just 
seconds away from ringing as Techno arises from his seat and struts over to his twin. 


"What's the story?" asks Techno, planting himself on top of Wilbur's desk. 


"I know where a certain con artist is gonna be after class. This is your chance to get some info on 
orphan boy." 


Techno leans down to eyelevel. "Do tell.." 


Wilbur fishes a card out of the pocket of his jeans and tucks it into Techno's hand. "Johnathan 
Schlatt. New Yorker, only here to get out of expulsion from his school in the city. He can get any 
dirt on any kid in school. Rumor has it that he has a gun. He'll be in the teacher's lounge for an hour 
after school for the next two weeks, making copies and grading tests for various teachers as an 
alternative to suspension." 


"Woah, Will. How'd you find this kid, exactly?" Techno asks, narrowing his eyes at the fine print. 


The brunette grins and answers, "I have my ways. Also known as Alex. He's kinda serving time as 
well.." 


"Not surprised there. Hasn't he been kicked out of English like six times in the past month? I feel 
bad for whoever's partnering with him on the midterm!" 


"Maybe if he stopped showing up to first period high off his ass.. Never mind that, yes! If you're 
serious about ruining his life and all, start with Schlatt. He'll nail any task you've got," says Wilbur. 


Techno nods. "For sure. If one more person asks me what's under this eyesore of a bandage, I'm 
going to flip my shit. Think I should change it yet?" 


"Let it breathe, brother. You're still pretty, okay? I'm sure it can't be that bad.." 


The bell rings, signaling the end of class for the day. Techno purses his lips at a smiling Wilbur, 
scrunching his nose when Will finally stands up and puts his backpack on. He gives a slight wave 
before stepping out of the room and leaving Techno all alone with a thousand thoughts caught in 
his pink head. This Schlatt kid seems to have quite the reputation, and if Techno really wants to 
ensure that Dream makes it nowhere near nationals, he has to take his chances. 


Before hitting the teacher's lounge, Techno makes a pitstop in the bathroom. He stands in front of 
the one porcelain sink that's not full of used paper towels or condoms and looks at his pristine face 
in the scuffed mirror. His sharp eyebrows and high cheekbones add to his menacing handsomeness. 
Before last night, everything about his face was perfect. Now, patchy redness seeps up onto his eye 
socket, nearly swelling it shut, on half of his nose, and spreading to his lips. 


"Oh, fuck it.." he mutters, grabbing the end of the white bandage and ripping it off. 


Techno winces at the pain and then full on gasps upon seeing what's under the bandage. His skin is 
incredibly puffy, blood-colored, and full of yellow blisters. Techno has never seen himself look so 
gross before, and it's all fucking Dream's fault. He delicately presses a fingertip to one of the 
obscene blisters, gagging immediately at the squishy texture. How could he let this happen? 
Spitting apple in his face isn't nearly enough payback. No, this is only the beginning. 


He steps out of the bathroom and into the empty hallway, relieved there is nobody around to see 
him with such a disgusting wound. Techno speeds off in search of Johnathan Schlatt, completely 
unsure of what to expect. This delinquent could be a number of things, but is it really such a good 
idea to enlist his help? Well, if it's to hurt Clay Dream, anything is worth a try. That is the only 
thing in Techno's life that he is completely sure of. 


"Hello?" announces Techno, quietly stepping into the teacher's lounge. "Anybody here?" 
"Oh! You scared the shit out of me.. What do you want?" 


Techno visually studies the one they call Schlatt, looking him up and down and taking in the sight 
of such a New Yorker, accent just as thick as he imagined it to be. The kid in a Yankees hat is 
standing over the copier, stapling together each set of papers that comes shooting out. One of his 
eyebrows is curiously raised at the pinkette, only intriguing Techno even more. 


"Schlatt, I presume?" 
The kid nods. "So, you've heard of me. Lucky you. And, you are?" 
"Techno Blade. I fence. You may have heard of me.." 


Schlatt grins widely. "Of course! Wilbur and Alex's boy, right? How could I not have heard of such 
a legend? What does a guy like you need from a guy like me, my friend?" 


"The one and only. I was hoping you could help me get a couple of details about a certain up and 
comer at our boarding school.. I should mention, you have a very limited window of time. I'll the 
need the information before today's track meet. Can you manage?" asks Techno, leaning against 
the copier. 


"No doubt about it. I've never failed a customer." Schlatt mimics Techno's pose. "So, what's in it 
for me?" 


Techno lowers his eyelids. "What do you want?" 
"Two things. I want.. fencing lessons.. and.. and a kiss!" 
The pinkette lets out a deep laugh. "Even with my horrific burn? You don't find me grotty?" 


"Are you joking? Even with that gnarly pus fest, you're still the prettiest guy in school. I take it you 
need dirt on whoever did that to you?" asks Schlatt, studying the burn. 


Techno nods. "Yes. Clay Dream. You know him?" 
"Kye Illumina's biggest challenge yet? 'Course I do! What do you want to know?" 


"Two things," Techno reiterates, smirking. "I need to know which locker he uses to keep his track 
items in.. and the combination. I know it's the locker room out by the football field, but that's it. 


Can you help me, Schlatt?" 


Schlatt finishes stapling his last set of papers. "Easy peasy. I request my first bit of payment now, 
though." 


Techno playfully rolls his eyes and bunches up Schlatt's sweatshirt in both fists, quickly pulling 
him forward. Schlatt's wide eyes glisten with lust as Techno winks and goes in for a simple kiss. 
Schlatt quickly reciprocates, placing his hands on Techno's thin waist to fully get a grip on the 
pretty pinkette. Not too many people have the luxury of saying that Techno Blade has kissed them. 
Schlatt is a very lucky man. 


"There we go. I suppose I should give you my number now?" questions Techno, pulling away. 
He nods. "Yeah, we really should continue this in my room later.." 


"Not that! I mean so that you can send me the information I just paid for with my lips! What do 
you take me for?" 


"Uh.. Hot?" 


Techno rolls his eyes for real this time while grabbing a pen from the copier. "Give me your arm. 
You've killed this moment, Schlatt." 


"ĮI usually do." Schlatt outstretches his arm. "But, you'll still get your information on Clay Dream. 
Expect to hear from me soon after my detention is over, 'kay?" 


Techno flashes a thumbs up. "Talk later, Schlatt.." 


"Yes, we will." 


The boarding house is painfully quiet today. Honestly, Techno doesn't mind the lack of noise. 
Without Sapnap and George arguing, Bad and Skeppy flirting, or Karl and Alex screaming like 
wild animals, Techno can peacefully rest without having to rip his hair out because of his boys. He 
takes in a deep breath, eyelids heavy, and begins trekking up to his and Will's bedroom. Upon 
realizing that their door is slightly cracked open, Techno's pesky senses heighten. 


"Wilbur? Are you home?" Techno asks, pressing his way into the room. 


But, when Techno looks around, his brother is nowhere in sight. Instead, his fencing suit is strewn 
about the floor, and Techno's precious sabre is nowhere in sight. He exasperatedly rolls his eyes 
and stomps into the hall, immediately racing toward Tommy and Tubbo's room. Techno begins to 
relentlessly bang his fist on the door. 


"Tommy! What the hell did I tell you about touching Delilah? Leave my fucking sabre alone!" 


"Dave? What's going on? Why are you shouting?" asks Housefather, poking his head up from the 
staircase. 


Techno sighs and explains, "Tommy must've taken my sabre when he got home from school. Have 
you seen him around here?" 


"Oh, well, the only kids that have come home so far are you and Clay. Try asking him." 


The pinkette's brown eyes widen as a sudden rush of horror breathes down his neck. "Thanks, 


Housefather. I will." 


Techno tries to keep his cool as he passes Housefather on the stairs to get to Dream's room. He can 
feel his soul start to evaporate as a glint of silver catches his eyes, sitting right outside of Dream's 
bedroom door. Delilah, Techno's trusty fencing sabre that has won him countless matches and 
tournaments over the course of his lifetime is snapped into two pieces and bent in several different 
directions. The whites of his eyes turn blood red as Techno kneels over her corpse, heart shattering 
in his ironclad chest. 


"DREAM! OPEN YOUR GODDAMN DOOR!" Techno shouts, kicking his door as hard as he 
can. 


"Dave!" exclaims Housemother, running in from the kitchen. "What's going on? Clay just left; is 
everything okay? Please, tell me you two aren't still fighting.." 


Techno clenches his teeth, a lump forming in his throat. "Uh, no, everything's fine. Happen to 
know where he's run off to?" 


"He mentioned something about warming up before his track meet. That's all I know. Let me know 
if you need anything, Dave." 


Housemother steps away from the murder scene, leaving Techno heartbroken with Delilah in his 
shaky hands, silently mourning her untimely death. This act of treason is far too personal for 
Techno to let Dream get away with. Sure, he originally knew that he was intent on sabotaging the 
track meet for Dream, but now, Techno is more sure than ever that Dream will not even have the 
chance to compete. 


That's when Techno's phone beeps. 


UNKNOWN NUMBER: hey pretty pink. it's schlatt. got ur info on the orphan boy. locker 12, 
combo 34-16-05. can't wait to spend time w u later when we "fence". good luck out there. ;) 


"Where are we going?" Ranboo weakly asks, as Techno pulls him along by the sleeve of his suit. 
"Stop asking questions, Boo. Keep up with me!" 
Ranboo picks up his speed. "Is this a kidnapping?" 


"It will be if you don't cooperate. Listen, you have to be cool about this. Do you know what that 
means?" 


The taller shakes his head and mumbles, "I wanna go back to Fundy.." 
"Fundy's busy practicing!" 


Ranboo sighs and lets himself be dragged away by Techno. The bumbling pinkette checks to make 
sure the coast is clear before tugging Ranboo into the football field's locker room. Techno has to 
refrain from gagging at the overwhelming scent of sweaty, teenage boy as it attacks him right in 
the eyes and nose. Ranboo looks at him confusedly, but he averts eye contact when Techno returns 
such an expression. Is this going too far? Maybe. Does he care? Not a bit. 


"What are we doing here, Techno? Shouldn't we go sit with the boys? The meet's about to start.." 


"Okay, listen up, you freakishly tall weirdo. I need your help, all right? Dream broke my fencing 
sabre. Plus, he burnt my face last night. You don't need to know what I have planned. Your job is 
to stand at the door and make sure nobody comes in. If you see Dream, get my attention. Can you 
do this for me, Ranboo?" Techno asks, articulating each word. 


Ranboo skittishly nods. "Yes, Techno. I'll watch out for Dream." 


Techno slyly smirks and winks, shoving Ranboo back out of the door. Thanks to Tommy and 
Tubbo, Dream is fashionably late. Techno may or may not have recruited his baby brother and said 
brother's best friend to make sure Dream didn't make it to the locker room with the rest of the 
runners competing today.. It sure as hell pays to have allies in this school. 


As soon as Techno finds the twelfth locker, he quickly dials in the combination that Schlatt texted 
to him and unearths what Dream is keeping in his cubby. His lime green hoodie that he never goes 
anywhere without is hiding his other belongings. Techno rips it out, deciding that he can use it after 
a good wash. Surely, the orphan won't miss his precious hoodie, right? Perhaps he'll just take it 
back home, shred it with some kitchen shears, and leave it in the same place that Dream carelessly 
left his innocent sabre.. 


"What else have you got in here, Dreamy?" Techno whispers, sifting through his junk and pulling 
out a red inhaler. "Huh, you don't need this." 


Techno tosses the inhaler into the nearest garbage can before returning his attention back to 
Dream's items. A pair of running shoes join the inhaler next, but what's left behind the shoes isn't a 
uniform or bottle of pain medication like Techno imagined. No, it's much more concerning. 
Techno glances around the empty locker room once more before grabbing two syringes that are 
packaged in protective plastic. 


"Sodium chloride? Heparin? What the hell do you have these solutions in your locker for, 
Dreamy?" 


Each syringe is fully filled with the respective fluid, completely capped and just dying to be 
cracked into. Techno is almost tempted to break them open and squirt them into the sink next to 
Dream's locker, but he's almost nervous to. There is a stack of alcohol wipes and sterile gauze in 
paper packs behind the syringes, those of which Techno doesn't mind scattering across the floor. 
Before he can dig deeper into the medical supplies, he picks up on a ruckus coming from where he 
left Ranboo to guard the entrance. 


"Wait! Dream! Before you go in there.. I.. uh.. um.. I need your h-help with.. s-something.." 
Ranboo stutters. 


"Can't it wait, Ranboo? I really need to get my shoes changed. My meet is in five minutes." 
Ranboo squeals as Dream steps past him. "Techno, I'm sorry!" 


Techno's face goes pale as Dream steps into his view, totally caught going through his things. 
Ranboo looks incredibly nervous and sickened as he stares at the ground and rubs the back of his 
neck. The kid is no doubt seconds away from passing out or vomiting.. probably both. 


"What are you doing in my locker, Techno?!" 


The pinkette lets the syringes in his hands fall to the floor. "Wondering why the hell you keep so 
much suspicious shit in here. If you want your inhaler back, I threw it in the janitor's closet." 


"You've got some fucking nerve! What gives you the right to do this to me? This is such an 


invasion of privacy, not to mention gross as hell," Dream spits, clomping his way into the janitor's 
closet. "I can't believe you're so jealous of me that you'd go out of your way to find my locker and 
fuck with my stuff.." 


Techno quickly shuts the door behind Dream, locking it immediately. "I lied, by the way. Your 
inhaler is in the trash. This is what you fucking get for breaking Delilah.." 


"Hey! Let me out! This match is-" 


"Important to you?" Techno interrupts, pressing his ear against the door. "So was my sabre. You 
know, everything was perfectly fine until you slithered into our house. Nobody likes you, Dream! 
And, thanks to me, Kye Illumina will get what he's always wanted: a spot in nationals. You aren't 
gonna make it to today's hyped meet, unfortunately.." 


Dream bangs on the door rapidly. "No! Let me out! This is so fucked up, even for you, Techno. 
Open the door, please! Why are you doing this to me? It's just one damn sword.." 


Techno looks to Ranboo, standing awkwardly in the wake of such drama. "You, scram! As 

for you, Dream, please know that I hate you. You're a disgustingly depraved orphan with a dream 
that will never come true. Do yourself a favor and crawl back to sewer you came from, for as long 
as I rule this school, you will stay friendless! Nobody cares that you can run fast! Nobody cares 
that your parents are dead! Nobody cares about you, 'mkay?" 


"You're gonna pay for this! Don't you dare leave me in here! Techno! Techno, let me out!" Dream 
tries yanking the handle and pounding on the door again, but Techno's hate remains firm as he 
traces his fingertips across his ugly cheek and pictures Delilah in two pieces. "I'm gonna get you 
for this! If you take nationals away from me, you will pay! You hear me? You're gonna pay! YOU 
WILL PAY, TECHNO BLADE!" 


But, Techno is already running back outside, his heart racing a mile a minute. He tries to catch his 
breath and calm his nerves before slinking up the metal bleachers and spotting his housemates at 
the very top. He calmly smiles upon noticing that Wilbur and Karl are waving at him like the dorks 
they are. Everything is fine, and everyone is calm. Nobody has a slight clue that Dream is trapped 
in a closet, except for Ranboo, and Techno plans on keeping it this way until the meet is over and 
done with. 


"There you are, brother. We thought you got caught up with Dream," Wilbur comments, as Techno 
sits next to him. 


"Not a chance," lies Techno, stealing a peek at Ranboo to make sure he hasn't spilled anything 
about their endeavor. "Did I miss anything?" 


Karl shakes his head. "Illumina and Fundy are taking their places now, but none of us have seen 
Dream. Looks like he's gonna be late." 


"No way in hell they'll let him compete if he's late. Lumi definitely has the one up here," interjects 
Sapnap, between bites of popcorn. 


Ranboo moves down next to Techno, his legs bouncing and hands shaking as he leans into 
Techno's ear to ask, "Did we do a bad thing?" 


"Yes. Keep it to yourself, or I'll put you in the closet next." 


The loudspeaker above them crackles to life. "Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen of 
Snowchester High. Please take your seats as we prepare for today's meet. As most of you know, 


one of the main events of today includes Kye Illumina and Clay Dream attempting to show off 
their skills in order to secure a spot in the United States track and field nationals. The race will 
begin in three minutes." 


"Psst," Karl whispers, tapping on Techno's shoulder. "Lean back so I can play with your hair." 


Techno complies and lets himself lie between Karl's legs so that the older can undo his French 
braids and begin combing his fingers through the never-ending silk of cotton candy pink. Beside 
him, Ranboo seems to be having an existential crisis, almost as if trapped Dream is screaming 
inside of his tortured mind right about now. Down at the track, Fundy is running in place and 
periodically jumping into the air. The rest of the boys sit around Techno, eating and chattering 
away, having no idea of what Techno just did to Dream. 


"Well," the speaker hums, grasping Techno's attention. "It seems as though Clay Dream is either 
late or not coming to the match. He'll be disqualified for today, and this mix-up surely won't help 
his chances. It's Kye Illumina's time to shine!" 


The boys look at each other in confusion, but when Wilbur's eyes lock onto his with a naughty 
glint, Techno knows his secret won't be contained for long. He winks at his twin brother, relishing 
in the way Karl twists his long locks around his dainty hands, unknowing and as happy as ever. 
Now more than ever, Techno is completely sure that he's the second worst thing that has ever 
happened to that damn orphan, Clay Dream. 


He simply has nothing to worry about. 


Well, except for the lime green hoodie Techno has tucked under his thighs. 


Chapter End Notes 


Techno, how could you? Things are about to heat up.. Leave a comment if your heart 
desires! They make me very happy!! <3 


Ways To Be Wicked 


Chapter Summary 


"I can take a little pain; 

I can hold it pretty well. 

I can watch your little eyes light up; 
When you're walkin’ me through hell. 
Yeah, I've been your fool before, babe; 
And I probably will again. 

No, you ain't afraid to let me have it; 
Honey, you ain't afraid to stick it in. 


You know so many ways to be wicked; 
But you don't know one little thing about love." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 3! A bit longer than the first two, so I really hope it's just as captivating of a 
read. Enjoy it! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The sky cries down onto Mother Earth, feeding her soil with delicious rainwater that all of the 
plants' roots can soak up and all of the roaming critters can drink out of the untouched cracks of her 
body. Thunder rattles the planet as bursts of cyan and lavender crackle amongst the cotton clouds, 
producing the most brilliantly colored canopy. Techno's boots splash through each puddle filling 
the emerald grass as he runs, weaving through the courtyard with his housemates in tow. The 
screeches and laughter of teenage boys fill the rain, welcoming a new day. 


"Faster!" Techno shouts, picking up his speed and not minding that his umbrella is doing little to 
protect him from the showers. 


"My legs are short!" squeals Tubbo. 


Wilbur stops dead in his tracks, completely soaked without an umbrella to cover him. "Fuck it! No 
man left behind!" 


He hoists Tubbo over one shoulder and takes off again as the younger boy screams. Fundy giggles 
while climbing onto Ranboo's back, solely to shield the tallest boy's head from the rain. Ranboo 
hates the rain with all of his heart, but luckily, furry little Fundy makes a nice raincoat. Techno's 
hair flows behind him as he begins to run again, not minding the mud that splashes up onto his own 
boots and coat. 


"Wait for us!" Bad begs, gripping Skeppy's hand as they race for the other boys. "My hat flew off! 
Hold up!" 


They pause once more, congealing into a big pile of wet teenagers, all grasping at each for shelter, 
yet none of them being spared from the unrelenting thunderstorm. Sapnap and George 
continuously push each over into the mud as the group races to the English department. It takes 
them much longer to get to first period than usual, but Techno doesn't particularly mind. He's 
feeling rather good today, and the rain only adds to his positive mood. 


Once inside the English building, the boys part ways to head to their respective classes. The nice 
thing about having all four grades in one house is that there's always something new going on. The 
brotherly love allows the older kids to help the younger kids with assignments, and the younger 
kids just adore being the ones that get to sit all cute-like while the older kids run their presentations 
and projects by for a quick review. Techno and Wilbur share their first period, so they don't have to 
leave each other's sides when walking into class. 


"God, that was brutal," Wilbur sighs, tearing off his wet sweater. "You look like you just swam 
across the Pacific." 


"I think I did. The good news is, with the weather being so honked, as Karl would say, Miss Evers 
is going to be even later than usual. You're gonna partner with me on the midterm, right?" 


Wilbur rolls his eyes. "Of course, I am! You're the only kid I'd share my vast knowledge of the 
English language with. Plus, this project is thirty fucking percent of our final grade, and I'm 
working with a low B right about now. I need to ace this." 


Techno nods, hanging his raincoat up on the coatrack before grabbing his hairbrush from his bag 
and beginning to comb the water from his hair. The darkened sky outside momentarily lights up as 
the booming sound of thunder shakes the brick walls. Techno's eyelids lower upon noticing 
Dream's empty seat. The coward didn't show up for dinner last night or breakfast this morning after 
being disqualified from yesterday's match. Techno couldn't be happier with himself. 


"Well, someone got cold feet. Think he'll ever show his face in this school again?" Techno humors, 
eyeing Dream's forlorn desk. 


The brunette smirks. "I wouldn't. Wonder who ended up letting him out of that closet, you damn 
devil." 


"Hopefully, he's still there!" 


They both begin to laugh like hyenas at the possibility that no one on the track team would end up 
finding him or releasing him from his janitorial prison. Perhaps Dream has dropped out, run back to 
his meaningless home of other parentless kids. He's quite pitiful, honestly, and Techno mentally 
wonders to himself why he decided to infiltrate their safe haven to begin with. This school will 
never feel like home as long as Dream roams these halls. 


"I'm not," states a cold voice. 


As if on cue, both Wilbur and Techno turn to the doorway to see Dream, soaking wet from the rain 
and lime green hoodie no longer shielding his pasty arms. "Good to see your face, Clay. Have you 
seen mine lately? I can barely open my fucking left eye." 


"Listen, you arrogant, ugly, psychotic, brainless bitch! You've fucked with my life for the very last 
time, 'mkay? Ever since I was forcibly enrolled at this place, just to fucking run and do well with 
my studies, you've gone out of your way to exclude and banish me from ever gaining an ounce of 
true friendship. What in God's name is wrong with you? I envy every goddamn person that has 
never had to hear your atrocious voice. You're done walking all over me. You're done!" 


The entire class gasps in sudden terror as top dog, the Techno Blade, is talked down to by the 
mysterious runner that no one has dared to get close to, for fear of wronging the only kid in school 
that has a say in how much one's life matters around these parts. Techno walks right up to the fiery 
blonde and shoves him as hard as he can into the hallway. Dream stumbles backwards as Techno 
presses him up against the lockers on the opposite side of the wall as kids run out of their classes to 
see what the commotion is all about. 


"You really think you're man enough to take me, Clay Dream? I own you. You don't have friends 
because of me. Gogy, the only boy in our house that can tolerate you, won't even look at you half 
the time because he loves me so much. You aren't getting to nationals because of me. And, Dream, 
I can assure you that you're gonna be the most hated kid in Oregon because of me," Techno softly 
declares. 


"You really believe that?" 
Techno nods, his face a full smirk. "With all of my black heart." 


Dream grabs onto the shiny septum ring glistening against Techno's button nose. "Then show all of 
your disciples what you are made of." 


"Get him, Techno!" Wilbur cheers, egging the crowd on. "Kick his fucking ass!" 


The eyes of the orphan boy sparkle in the fluorescents of the hallway lights as he tugs Techno 
closer to him by his tender piercing. He swings his head back before banging his skull into 
Techno's. The kids watching them all echo grunts of pain as the pinkette loses his edge, the world 
suddenly much more staticky than it should be. He balances himself just in time to dodge an 
oncoming punch from Dream's strong fist. 


"Is that all you've got, Dream? Are you forgetting that I'm the best PVPer for miles and miles?" 
"Oh, yeah? Where's your sabre now, Piggy?" taunts Dream. 


Techno's posture seems to fix itself at the adrenaline spike Dream's fighting words drill into his 
bones. He aims the toe of his right boot directly at the painful bump that Fundy inflicted onto him 
just a couple days prior. Dream crumples at the influx of pure agony, giving Techno the temporary 
upper hand. When Techno attempts to go in for another kick, Dream grabs his leg and yanks him 
onto the tile. Techno takes a loud fall as Dream climbs over him. 


"What're you gonna do now?" Techno asks, nearly pressing his nose against Dream's. 


Dream smiles, threading his fingers into Techno's long hair and squeezing tightly. "Ruin the other 
half of that pretty face of yours." 


The world begins to spin as bells and sirens attack Techno's eardrums. He can feel his mouth fill 
with metallic blood as it seeps past his tender lips. Techno's blurry vision goes in and out as he 
attempts to push Dream off of him. Two more blows to his jaw nearly shove him well beyond his 
breaking point, but he can't let Dream win in front of everyone he knows. In order to get Dream to 
stop clocking him, Techno has to violently dig his elbow into Dream's mouth. Dream retaliates by 
pulling Techno's hair as hard as he can, making the pinkette howl. 


"Stop! Let it go!" Techno shrieks, as Dream begins to rip out handfuls of pink locks. 


Techno spits a mouthful of blood directly into Dream's eyes, causing him to cry out as he tries 
desperately to make the stinging stop. Techno mounts himself on Dream's hips while his guard is 
down, scalp pulsating as he decks Dream right in his cheekbone. His face begins to bleed and swell 


just the way Techno's has. Dream digs his nails into Techno's neck, slicing his flesh open as 
Techno beats the shit out of his face. 


When Techno can no longer take the pain of having his neck ripped into, Dream grabs his arms 
and begins twisting his wrists to get the pinkette off of him. Blood and hair litter their battle 
ground as kids around them chant and beg for more unnecessary violence. Both Techno and Dream 
are weak and in pain, neither of them having high ground as they hit, punch, kick, scratch, knee, 
and even bite each other. The ringing in Techno's ears heightens as blood spills from his nose to his 
mouth and from his mouth onto both of their pairs of clothing and the tainted tile around them. 


"Boys, boys, boys, boys!" shouts Miss Evers, breaking through the crowd and into the pain fest 
happening between Techno and Dream. "What the hell is happening? Get off!" 


Miss Evers grabs both of them by the backs of their necks and pulls them apart. She's a petite 
woman, yes, and Techno and Dream are over six feet, yes, but her willpower destroys their dying 
fight. Techno's losing consciousness as she rips him and Dream away from each other. He feels 
pain in every atom of his being, no longer able to throw a single punch. 


"Oh no.." mumbles Techno, his eyes halfway closing as he falls to his knees and heaves his guts 
out onto the floor that his blood and hair is covering. 


"Oh fuck.." Dream says next, tumbling over his own feet and landing right next to Techno to puke 
just as hard. 


With both boys defeated and on the brink of fainting, Miss Evers ushers every stray kid back to 
class while Techno and Dream writhe on the floor, glaring at each other with immense hatred. 
Bruised, bloody expressions scream a million more words than either of their mouths could ever 
say as they slip away from this reality and into one where their physical torment cannot follow. 


Everything is warm and beautiful once again. 


The soft pitter-patter of rain against glass lulls Techno into half-consciousness, long eyelashes 
fluttering to moisten his swollen orbs. He tries to part his lips, in dire need of some water to 
rehydrate his tongue, but they're stuck together with dried, metallic blood. Techno's fuzzy mind 
does not want to rip away from the foggy window, even though he needs to grasp his bearings. His 
temples pulsate rather violently above his ears. Why is he in so much agony? 


Unable to stare at the window for a second longer without dozing back to sleep, Techno makes the 
rash decision to turn his neck to the other side. What he does expect is to see the school infirmary, 
maybe the nurse, possibly his dad or brothers.. but what Techno doesn't expect to see is a pair of 
the angriest green eyes he's ever seen, lying in the bed right next to him. 


"Wow.. you're ugly," Techno mumbles, smiling through the pain at Dream's battered face. 


"Says you.." Dream narrows his bruised eyes, bloody nose and lips crinkling as well. "You look 
like you just got hit by a fucking truck." 


Techno clenches his teeth. "Do not. You hit like a girl." 
"Tell that to the half gallon of blood on your face." 


The pinkette attempts to sit upright, but everything hurts so much. He audibly whimpers, head 
sticking to the pillow like a magnet. Every muscle, joint, and bone in his body feels as though its 


been tenderized repeatedly. Dream scoffs at him, looking up at the ceiling and showing off the half 
of his face that was previously buried in the pillow. The other cheek is just as purple and red with 
dried blood and ample claw marks, breaking into precious skin and tweenhood acne scars. 


"I can't look worse than you. Would have won if Miss Evers hadn't stepped in," Techno grumbles, 
feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. "This is all your fault. All your fucking fault, Clay Dream." 


"Mine?! My fucking fault?! You locked me in a closet. I didn't get to race yesterday because of 
your jealousy and hatred. God, you're so blind to your own actions. You really think what you are 
is 'good', right? Disgusting.. You disgust me.." 


Techno draws his eyebrows together and violently pushes Dream off the small bed they're 
crammed onto in the infirmary. He curses under his breath at the pain that shoots through his 
nervous system at such an abrasive move, Dream moaning as soon as he hits the floor. Techno 
reaches a limp hand up to cup his swollen jaw, instinctive tears of pain welling up on his 
waterlines. 


"Take that, motherfucker.." 


Dream grips the sheet of the bed, still wallowing on the floor, and tugs with all of his might. 
Techno lets out a yelp as he lands onto Dream. They both wail and slowly attempt to grab at each 
other's limbs and start up another round of ass kicking. It's pretty useless, though, for neither of 
them have enough stamina to soak up the pain again. Still, the hotheads try.. 


"Hey, hey, hey!" shouts Miss Evers, running into the infirmary. "What? Really? You two beat each 
other so senseless that you vomited and passed out, yet you want to go again? I'm appalled!" 


Techno rolls off of Dream, landing next to him on the floor. "Sorry, Miss Evers.." 


She leans over him. "Really, Blade? Don't tell it to me. Tell it to your frantic father who's on the 
phone." 


"Fuck.." Techno slaps a hand over his mouth. "I mean, oh yes! My father. Good ‘ole Phil. Tell him 
I'm in the shower, please and thank you." 


"Ten seconds, Blade, or I'm sending an expulsion request to the schoolboard." 


The pinkette grabs ahold of the cot he fell from and shakily rises to his feet, putting a fake smile on 
his mangled face while demanding, "Take me to him!" 


"Gladly. Dream, get back on that bed, or so help me God.." 


Dream stumbles over his own feet while pulling himself back to the cot, holding in groans as Miss 
Evers glares at him. Techno flips him the middle finger while walking into the connecting nurse's 
office, mentally dreading the chat ahead. His pink hand with black and blue knuckles hovers over 
the plastic phone as if to prolong the moment for the maximum amount of time. 


"Hey, Dadza.. How's it going?" Techno softly asks., upon answering. 


"Dave Blade, what the hell have you gotten yourself into?" Phil questions, a harsh tone forcing 
spikes into Techno's body. 


Techno's stomach nearly implodes. "Can you be a bit more specific?" 


"Son.." 


Phil's eldest child sighs as he admits, "Okay, yes, I got into a fight. What do I do?" 


"This one's for you to figure out, Techno. You're almost an adult, and you cannot depend on me to 
get you out of every sticky situation. You know I'm teaching a class right now across the campus, 
so figure it out yourself." 


"Okay, Dad.. Are you mad at me?" 


Phil groans. "I'm not pleased! We'll talk about this tonight. I'll call your housemother and tell her 
you and your brothers are coming to mine for dinner. Goodbye, Techno." 


The line hums dead as Techno bites his lip with imminent terror. None of this would have 
happened if Dream hadn't thrown a punch. None of this would have happened if Dream hadn't 
broken his sabre. None of this would have happened if Dream hadn't hit him with a potato. None of 
this would have happened if Dream had never moved come to Oregon and into his boarding house. 


Everything that's been going wrong in Techno's life as of late leads directly back to Clay Dream. 
"I'm gonna kill him!" Techno shouts, dashing back into the infirmary. 


Techno catches Dream off guard, slapping him directly across the face before pushing him down 
onto the cot. Techno climbs on top of him once again, clawing his face as Dream screams and tries 
to push him off. This last burst of adrenaline fuels him just enough to hit him right in the broken 
blood vessels and red coated features. Miss Evers shouts behind him, trying so desperately to pull 
Techno from Dream. 


"Blade! Blade, you've proven your point!" 


Finally, she successfully tugs him off and back onto the floor where he lands with hair in his eyes 
and mouth and hate in his heart. "Miss Evers, this is all because of him! He threw the first punch! 
He's ruined everything for me! Expel him! Expel him!" 


"SHUT YOUR MOUTH," she demands, silencing the pinkette. "God, you two are insane! 
Shouldn't you be friends? The best runner, the best fencer.. These are things in common! What's 
with all of this bloodshed?" 


"Sorry, Miss Evers. I just really hate narcissistic assholes that think they own everybody in the 
whole world while also looking like piggy bitches! Oink oink, ugly." 


Techno flashes him the crazy eyes while attempting to attack him from the floor. Miss Evers steps 
between them, looking just as disappointed and angry as ever. Dream rolls his eyes while slinking 
back down on the cot, breaking out in a sweat as his pasty skin loses even more color. 


"You don't look so good, Dream. Do you need me to call your doc-" 


"No!" Dream exclaims, cutting her off. "I'm fine. Can you just tell us how long we are suspended 
for?" 


She sighs, sitting down at the end of the cot. "How's it gonna look to all of those universities 
barking up your alleys when they find out you both got months out of school for trying to kill each 
other?" 


"Months?!" Techno screeches. 


Dream quickly sits up again. "No fucking way!" 


"Hey, hey, hey.. SHH! Listen, I'm not going to ruin your futures just because of a petty rivalry. Just 
suspension wouldn't teach you a thing, in all actuality. I have a better idea in mind that the principal 
and I talked about while you two slept. Care to hear?" 


Techno fakes a gag. "Not really." 


"TIl call your dad back!" Techno's eyes widen as he zips his lips. "One week suspension.. and.. you 
two are partnering on the midterm. For the next month, you two will be connected at the hip, or 
you can fail my class and work as grocery baggers for the rest of your lives.." 


"What the fuck?" Dream shouts, standing up now. "That's so unfair!" 
Techno crosses his arms. "No way in hell I'm working with that!" 

Miss Evers smiles, mimicking his pose. "Fine by me. Paper or plastic?" 
"Miss Evers!" he protests. 


She shakes her head. "Don't even try. If you kids intend to pass, better start talking about the thirty 
slide presentation, five page essay, and ten minute oral speech you're set to give in exactly five 
weeks. Better get home, boys! You're suspended." 


Dream and Techno look at each other with hate and fury as Miss Evers grins widely, proudly 
displaying that she knows exactly how much she'll be torturing them. Deep within Techno's cloudy 
soul, he is well aware that this is the worst outcome of any scenario unfolding between the two in 
the history of ever. And, the hell is only beginning.. 


"Dad, you can't be serious! Please, tell me you're not going to let this ignorant punishment stand," 
begs Techno, nearly dropping the ice pack he's had pressed against his face for the past ten 
minutes. 


Phil sighs while removing his ovens mitts. "Son, Miss Evers is completely justified in her decision. 
If anything, she's been mighty lenient on the two of you." 


As Tommy finishes setting the table, he interjects, "You should have seen it, Dadza! It was the 
most epic display of blood and guts I've ever seen. Tubbo started crying!" 


"Thomas!" Phil scolds. 


Tommy's blue eyes widen as he abruptly sits and quiets his mouth. Wilbur enters the room with a 
smile on his face, but it soon disappears as he takes in the sight of his brothers and father staring at 
him with annoyance. The tension is palpable as Techno props himself up onto the counter and 
presses the ice pack back to his puffy jaw. His pain is so much deeper now that night has fallen and 
his wounds have had a chance to fester. 


"What did I walk into?" asks Wilbur, idling near Techno. 
"Dad's not getting my punishment lifted. Can you believe this?" 


Wilbur gasps. "What?! Dadza, why? This Dream kid is bad news. You're not going to do anything 
at all? Not even try?" 


"Boys, you have to understand that sometimes, you have to face the music. This is your orchestra, 


Techno. Either play in it or.. or maybe I should just send you back to California to live with your 
mother.. go back to regular school instead of a prestigious boarding school." 


Techno nearly chokes on his own lungs. "How could you?!" 
"Don't be like this, Tech-" 


"Stop," Techno demands, stepping back onto the kitchen floor. "I don't need this from you of all 
people right now, Dad. I thought you'd have my back, but you're just like everyone else.." 


The pinkette stomps his way out of the kitchen and heads straight for the door, even though his 
brothers and father are hot on his trail. Techno wastes no time in dashing outside, letting Phil's ice 
pack slip from his hands as he steps into the grass, still mushy from the storm. 


"Techno, get back in the house. Come on, dinner's ready! You don't need to be running off in the 
shape you're in. For once in your life, stop coasting on your pride," Phil begs, standing on the stoop 
with his arms crossed. 


But, Techno doesn't stop. He's got a long walk to get back home, but it won't stop Techno from 
taking off, just as angry as he was earlier. It's not like he particularly wanted to spend the night in a 
small apartment, barely large enough to house one person, let alone three growing boys. He'll be 
able to pout much more effectively in his empty bedroom than he ever could sleeping on the pull- 
out couch with his brothers. 


Techno crosses the darkened campus, only the sound of his wet footsteps and the singing crickets 
to guide his way. Today has left him feeling wildly unfulfilled, in pain, and.. hungry as all hell. He 
doesn't have a warm meal to come back home to considering Housemother isn't expecting him until 
the morning. Can anything in Techno's life go right today? 


"What the fuck..?" Techno mutters to himself, as he passes the fenced in football field. "Is that..? 
No, it can't be.. Huh?" 


He carefully steps up to the fence, squinting at the blur whizzing into his vision. A familiar figure 
kicks up clouds of gravel dust as he rounds the outside of the track, running at full speed. The 
bright lights surrounding the stadium light him up, reflecting off of a pale, bare chest. Without his 
hoodie, it seems as though he's resorted to the next best thing.. nothing. 


"Well, if it isn't the orphan. Running after getting your ass beat? Figures.." 


Techno crouches down to the ground, peering through the wire to keep his eyes steady while 
Dream runs right for him. He's never seen Dream in such a raw state. Unsurprisingly, the boy is 
ripped in his natural form. Techno rolls his eyes and sticks his pierced tongue out in disgust. As 
much as he should be thankful that his piercings survived through the fight, Techno wants to rip 
them out right now just to take away his attention from Dream's abs. 


"Now, what have you got there?” he whispers, as Dream slows down. 


On the right side of Dream's pasty chest is.. something. Techno can make out a tinge of red and 
blue on the ends of what seems to be plastic tubing protruding from his skin. He can't get any 
closer to inspect, though, for Dream is just ten feet in front of him now as he stops, digging a hand 
into the pocket of his shorts to answer his ringing phone. Techno connivingly taps a painted nail to 
his lip as he prepares himself to eavesdrop on the one he hates most. 


"Hey, what's up?" he asks, sliding a hand through his sweaty hair as he attempts to catch his breath. 
"Oh, I'm out on a run. Needed to detox." ... "I know I shouldn't, but I couldn't handle staying at 


home. What do you need, exactly?" ... "What? Please, no. I thought I had way more time than that! 
Can't you tell Dr. Astor I need a couple more months?" ... "Why did you wait to tell me until now? 
Today's been such shit.. Such shit! I'll go and talk to him myself during my appointment 
tomorrow." ... "I'm sorry for raising my voice. This is just so fucked up.. I need time to process 
this." ... "Yeah, talk soon. Bye." 


Techno raises an eyebrow, desperately attempting to piece together the missing parts of the 
conversation. The device hanging out of Dream's chest doesn't make a lick of sense to Techno's 
uneducated mind, no matter how hard he tries to fit it into Dream's story. Still, Techno can't draw a 
single conclusion. 


"Fuck!" Dream exclaims, throwing his phone down on the track with unbelievable force. "Fuck 
this, fuck that, fuck me, fuck everything!" 


Dream collapses onto the ground, pulling his legs up to his chest and burying his face in his knees. 
For the first time since Techno has had the displeasure of meeting Dream, Dream is no longer 
enforcing a strong and confident facade. It all drains out of him as his body quakes, apparent sobs 
rocking him to the very core. Techno knows he's invading such a private moment, but he can't look 
away now. Dream's phone lies next to him, shattered beyond recognition. He looks completely 
broken. 


Unable to stomach another minute of Dream's breakdown, Techno takes off running as quickly as 
he can, not minding that he's kicking up mud and working his pained body well past his limit. In 
fact, Techno doesn't stop until he's diving straight into the parlor of Boarding House 7, 
hyperventilating as he falls over his shaky legs. 


"Dave? I wasn't expecting you tonight. Are your brothers with you?" asks Housemother. Techno 
shakes his head, unable to speak yet. "Oh, kid, you look terrible. You two really had quite the 
scrap, huh? God, I feel like I've failed you both as a housemother. Housefather feels the same." 


"It's.. not.. your.. fault," Techno breathes, holding an arm around his stomach. 


She gives him a pitiful look, placing one hand under his chin. "You two have so much in common. 
It's a true shame neither of you can see that." 


"We're.. nothing.. of the.. same." Techno sits down on the couch to finish catching his breath. "I 
don't think we'll ever be on good terms. He's such a pain in my side, Housemother. I just wish he'd 
disappear." 


Housemother frowns. "Dave, you don't mean that. You never know what others are going 
through." 


"What do you mean? Does it have something to do with those tubes in his chest?" 
The color drains from her soft cheeks. "He showed you?" 
"Well.. no.. I saw them, though. What are they?" 


"Oh, Dave. I've no right in doing this, but follow me," she instructs, leading him over to Dream's 
door. 


Housemother motions for Techno to open said door, but he's rather hesitant. He's never seen the 
inside of Dream's room, and Techno doesn't particularly want to. Still, she insists, guiding his hand 
to the knob. Techno slowly twists it open, wincing at the sound of the door unlatching. The vintage 
wood squeaks as Dream's living quarters is revealed to Techno's undeserving eyes. 


"What the hell?" mumbles Techno, gazing around the inside. 


None of the boys have ever had a clue why Dream was given his own room on the main floor, but 
Techno finally understands. This place is not one that he would want to live in, for Dream's room 
looks like a replica of a hospital room. He's got a cardiac monitor, IV stand, medical cooler, his 
own sink, multiple med kits hanging from the wall, and various other gadgets and gizmos Techno 
cannot name just from a terrified sweep of the room. Still, they all beep and blink menacingly at 
him. 


"I'm saying nothing more, Dave. I think it's best if you take it from here," Housemother simply 
states. 


The door eerily closes just as quickly as it opened, leaving Techno feeling more rattled than he ever 
has before. He tries to stay calm and composed, but he's completely perplexed and incapable of 
channeling his feelings into words. 


"Housemother?" Techno asks, his brown eyes wide with curiosity. "Am I a bad person?" 


"Dave, honey. Good people make the wrong choices sometimes. It's just human nature. What 
makes someone ‘bad’, per se, is if they choose not to learn from their mistakes. Will you learn from 
yours?" 


Techno shrugs, wrapping his hair around his fingers out of anxiety. "I don't know.. I really don't 
know." 


"And, that's fine for now. Go on upstairs and try to sleep. Your body needs to heal." 


He nods, allowing Housemother to gently peck his cheek before he slinks up the steps and into his 
bedroom. Techno, for once in his arrogant existence, is not just thinking about his own wants or 
needs. No, something much more concerning and hellishly more selfish is swimming through his 
thoughts as he strips out of his clothes and crawls into bed. 


Techno is thinking about Dream. 


Chapter End Notes 


Woah, this chapter was so much fun to write! So many of you have attempted to guess 
Dream's illness, but I have yet to see the right answer. If anyone has any others, feel 
free to give it a go down below! I've been doing SO MUCH research, watching 
countless YouTube videos, handwriting pages of notes, and memorizing things I never 
thought I would before. I'm unbelievably excited for what's to come. Leave me a 
comment if you want to! I read each and every one, for they make me smile so much! 
:D <3 


The Damage You've Done 


Chapter Summary 


"Well, I wish I was a bluebird; 
Honey, I'd just fly away. 

And look down over my shoulder; 
At the country down below. 
Baby, you could make a king; 

It wouldn't mean a thing. 
Compare the damage. 


The damage you've done." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 4! Could things become even more tumultuous for our rival boys? Read to 
find out, and enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The soft crackle of radio static crawls across bare skin, kissing unreachable areas with euphoric 
tenderness. Satin sheets welcome the waves and adhere them to split ends that should have been 
trimmed weeks ago. Shimmering slants of amber light up caramel eyes, pupils quivering in the 
sun's illumination. Chipped polish painted on bruised fingertips shines with saliva to smooth out 
recently plucked eyebrows, arching above the pools of river water. Cracked lips part to take in 
shallow breathes of the radio waves that untangle distant dreams of melatonin-induced sleep. 


How everything does feel so candied today.. until Techno tries to move. 
"Oh, holy shit, fuck, god!" his scratchy voices belts. 


Techno's pulsating wounds cry at every notion of movement. His scalp aches with clumps of lost 
hair as his neck begs for relief from nail-shaped marks lining his trachea.. and not the good kind. 
The all too familiar taste of metallic milk spills from his left nostril, rapidly retreating down the 
side of his cheek before soaking into the sheets. Techno tries to wipe it away, but the ruby red just 
keeps on pouring. 


"Well, that surely can't be normal.." 


The twenty minute process of carefully pivoting each joint just to make the climb from the bed to 
the floor is entirely too painful for the aged overnight pinkette. Techno's feeling quite reminiscent 
of his eighties, though he's rather far from those days of retirement. Honestly, he doesn't imagine 
he'll even make it that far, for there are way too many people Techno pisses off on the daily to live 
past an assassination in his mid-thirties. He's fine with it, as long as people remember his name. 


Once the mirror above Wilbur's dresser finally can reflect the image of Techno, he nearly gasps at 


how much worse he looks today. Every area of his face is discolored and swollen to varying 
degrees. Of course, he still sees himself as the beautiful motherfucker he has been all of his life, but 
the abrasions don't do him many favors. One burnt cheek has turned into a boxer's mug with 
feminine charm and masculine cut. 


"Hey, you're finally awake," Karl announces, glancing up from Wilbur's bed. 


"Karl?!" exclaims Techno, nearly jumping out of his skin. "What are you doing in here? Shouldn't 
you be at school?" 


Karl sits up, yawning while stretching his arms above his head. "I didn't wanna leave you alone 
today. Housemother mentioned you came back last night. Are you mad?" 


"No, no, of course not. I just wish you didn't have to see me like this.." 


The brunette crosses the room to stand right in front of Techno, hair messy from slumber and eyes 
just as beautifully down set as normal. He smiles, reaching a hand up to cup Techno's cheek and 
wipe away the pooling blood with his thumb. Techno instinctively leans into the touch, though 
Karl is shorter than him by a decent amount. 


"You don't have to feel nervous around me. You're like my best friend, Techno. You get what I'm 
saying?" 


"I think so." Techno slowly guides himself to his closet to pull a tee over his bare chest. "Who do 
you think Dream goes to in situations like these?" 


Karl raises an eyebrow. "No one, probably. He doesn't exactly have friends." 
"True. I shouldn't feel bad about his lack of friends, should I?" 


The older opens the door for Techno, ambling alongside him as he begins to regain feeling in his 
tortured limbs. "Why are you so concerned about Clay Dream?" 


"I'm not!" Techno defensively exclaims, glaring at Karl. "He's a nothing nobody, and I'm a 
something somebody." 


"Don't let him make you tick. After what he did yesterday, I can only imagine what you're planning 
to do to him next. Break his leg? Hire a hitman? Sell his vital organs on eBay? There are so many 
options!" Karl muses. 


Techno coldly nods. "So many. Mind if I catch up with you in a moment? I need to call my dad." 
"Take your time! I'll be in Alex and I's room." 


As Karl scampers off, Techno begins the journey down the staircase. The house is eerily quiet 
without the sounds of a dozen teenage boys echoing off its walls. The groans and creaks of the old 
structure follow Techno's footsteps as he scouts out the common room and then the kitchen, not 
looking for a phone, no, but rather looking for his equally as suspended counterpart in yesterday's 
painful brawl. Dream seems to be nowhere in sight, though. 


"Dave! Good morning, sunshine. I need a favor from you," Housemother greets, as Techno rounds 
the foyer again. "Since you're suspended, I'm giving you a task." 


Techno hesitantly closes in on her. "What kind of task?" 


"A good-natured one. In about an hour, I'm going to need you to drive into the city and pick up 
Clay. I'll even let you take my car." 


"What?! No way! Why would I do that?" 


She folds her arms across her chest and answers, "Because you're in trouble, and I have other things 
to do." 


Techno sighs. "Why can't he drive himself?" 


"Oh, kid. There is a reason for everything, you know. All I ask is that you obey me so I don't have 
to call Phil and let him know about your lack of cooperation.." 


"Fine, fine! Whatever.." Techno feels the heat pound within his cheeks as he asks, "Where am I 
picking the delinquent up from, exactly?" 


Housemother's expression falters ever-so-slightly before she forces it back up. "The hospital." 


And, Techno knows he's in for quite the experience today. 


The city bustles with vibrant life, something Techno doesn't necessarily appreciate this early in the 
morning. He hasn't been off campus in a hot minute, but driving Housemother's car to pick up his 
sworn enemy from the hospital isn't how Techno imagined his first visit back would go. He sighs 
while veering into the parking garage underneath the towering building, his internal disdain 
becoming rather palpable. 


"He's gonna have a fucking cow when he sees me," Techno mutters, slamming the car door as he 
begins the stroll inside. "I'd have a cow if I saw me.. I'm beautiful! Usually.." 


Techno rubs his aching jaw while positioning his gumdrop pink hair over each shoulder. His scalp 
was far too tender to do his hair this morning, so after a quick detangle with his bamboo hairbrush, 
he threw on his purple trench coat, a pair of silver boots with a three inch heel, and a smaller 
septum ring to take some of his pain away. If it weren't for his agony and general disliking of 
humankind, Techno would almost be feeling himself today. 


The pinkette hides his bruised face behind strands of hair as he wanders his way through the first 
floor and to where Housemother told Techno that Dream would be waiting. Sitting at the very back 
of the crowded cafeteria is little Dream, sipping a juice box and half-leaning against the concrete 
wall next to him. His sandy hair is messy, and his face is just as purple and red as Techno's. The 
older breathes in and out heavily before striding over to Dream's bench. 


"We don't have all day. Let's hit the road," demands Techno, snapping in Dream's face. 
Dream's green orbs double in size. "What the fuck are you doing here?" 
"Housemother wanted me to pick you up. Are you coming, or what?" 


The blonde has to hold his stomach as he shakily stands, trying to seem as composed as possible. 
Still, the unkemptness of his hair and deep bags under his eyes give it all away that he's not doing 
so hot. Techno begins pacing for the door at which he came, Dream following closely behind. 


"What did she tell you? What do you know?" he asks, frantically. 


"I know nothing, and frankly, I don't really care either. I'm just mad that I'm not the one that put 
you here. Hurry up, now!" 


Dream chases after him. "Why you, of all creatures?" 
"Part of my punishment. Trust me, I didn't want this. I can barely stand to be this close to you.." 


"There's nothing wrong with me, by the way. I'm not sick or anything. I don't want you getting 
some sick and twisted fantasy about who I am. I'm strong, Techno. Stronger than you by a 
longshot." 


Techno stops in his tracks and snaps around. "Are you deaf? I don't care. The only thing I care 
about is getting our English midterm completed. Then, we don't have to pretend to cooperate." 


The younger purses his lips. "Fine. Can we get something to eat before heading home? I haven't 
eaten in days." 


"Sounds like a you problem," Techno groans, fishing Housemother's keys from his pocket. "But, 
I'm hungry too, so whatever. We need to pick what piece of literature we'll be researching and 
presenting to the damned class." 


The two boys, at least eight feet apart at all times, begin heading toward the parking garage, the 
rest of the amble taken in completely silence. Techno knows exactly where they'll go to have 
breakfast, merely a few miles from the hospital. The radio blares to life as soon as Techno starts 
the car, but Dream's expression turns sour rather quickly. 


"Last dance with Mary Jane; one more time to kill the pain. I feel summer creepin' in, and I'm tired 
of this town again..." 


Dream quickly changes the station and recoils in his seat, much to the delight of Techno. "What, 
don't like Tom Petty?" 


"No. Too washed up." 


Techno smirks to himself, merging onto the highway with the grace of a young fencer. "Agreed." 


Techno watches in mild disgust and unrelenting curiosity as Dream scarfs down a stack of 
chocolate chip waffles, smothered in maple syrup and butter, and chased down with hefty gulps of 
strawberry milk. The syrup glistens against his lips, trailing a line from his drinking glass to his 
mouth. Techno hasn't even begun to touch his over easy eggs and toast in front of him, for he's too 
caught up in the train wreck that's unfolding in front of him. 


"Are you going to eat your bacon?" Dream asks, his most recent bite of waffle tucked into one 
cheek in order to talk. 


"Have at it. I don't believe in eating pigs." 
Dream sneers. "Not into cannibalism, huh?" 
"Funny," hisses Techno. 


The younger sticks his syrupy fork into Techno's thin strips of bacon and immediately begins 
tearing into the protein. Sure, he's a runner than needs to constantly dine in all of the food groups to 


keep up his energy and toned physique, but even this is slightly too pitiful for comfort. Techno 
almost regrets stealing his breakfast earlier in the week, for if he hadn't, there is a strong chance he 
wouldn't be forced to watch this queasy mess.. 


"So, what book should we do our project on?" 
Techno has to ponder this one. "I dunno, honestly. You're a nerd; what's your favorite book?" 


"I don't read as often as I used to.." Dream sets down his utensils and narrows his gaze at Techno. 
"My mother used to read to me a lot." 


"Before or after she died?" Techno questions. 


Dream rolls his eyes. "Not cool. What's the story of your mommy, huh? I don't ever hear anything 
about Mrs. Blade." 


"If you must know, she walked out on us to go live a lush life with her new beau." 


"Now, that's hilarious." Dream leans forward, his plethora of freckles becoming more enticing to 
Techno's sick eyes. "I guess that starts to explain why you're a major fuckwad." 


The pinkette balances his chin on his dainty, yet strong, fist and sticks out his pierced tongue. 
Dream's eyes immediately glue to the ring he hadn't managed to mess with yesterday. He looks as 
though he might reach out and touch it, so Techno reels his tongue back in and crinkles his nose at 
Dream. Techno hates how pretty he is, even behind bruises and blemishes. 


"You should feel flattered. You're the only kid in school I actively despise." 


Dream shrugs. "You don't even have a decent reason to hate me. Meanwhile, I have a thousand and 
one to hate you." 


"Get over yourself. No one in the house even likes you.." 


"I didn't ask to come to this shithole! You think I'd want that? No. No way in hell. My foster 
parents just wanted to get rid of me, a burden off their hands so they can soak up income from the 
government while I fend for myself in a place full of the most plastic people I've ever met. You're 
not special, Techno Blade. You never will be." 


They both exchange looks of passionate disdain, and if it weren't for what Techno had seen last 
night, he would reach across the table and begin choking Dream. The younger's eyes soften as he 
realizes Techno isn't going to retaliate. Instead, he looks down at his perfect eggs, yolks 
glimmering in the happiest shade of yellow to ever grace this earth, and pokes into a fat one to 
drain its life away. Dream, too, continues eating, almost as if their haughty exchange was all a 
nightmare. 


"So, why were you at the hospital today?" Techno finally asks, unable to mask his curiosity. "I feel 
as though I have a right to know since I had to waste me precious time in retrieving you." 


Dream doesn't look up as he stirs the syrup around on his plate. "Uh, I have a blood transfusion 
every three weeks. No biggie." 


"No biggie? That sounds like a biggie. Why is that?" 


The brunette slams his fork to the porcelain plate and demands, "Drop it! You're the last person I'd 
give private details of my life to, 'kay? Now, what are we doing our project on?" 


Techno's monotone expression remains as he says, "I don't know if you've noticed, but I'm all 
you've got right now. Might as well get used to it." 


"Even then, I still would much rather have nobody at all." Dream purses his lips, clearly having lost 
all will to finish his breakfast. "Project?" 


The older mimics his pose, though he doesn't feel nearly as confident while doing it. 

Dream should be groveling at Techno's feet right about now, feeling overwhelmed by how honored 
he is to have Techno in his presence for the coming weeks. Still, his expression remains as cold as 
ever, and Techno wonders if it's just who he is as a person or if the pinkette has molded him into 
this. He doesn't want to pry and push any further with Dream, for they've a lot to discuss before 
leaving for Boarding House 7. 


Their punishment is just beginning. 


"Hey," Techno says, as Dream begins to walk up the stoop of their shared home. "J, uh.. I would 
like to apologize for.. for uh locking you in that closet.." 


Dream turns around, sandy locks glistening in afternoon light. Techno's standing at the base of the 
porch, lips pursed together as he squints up at the runner in front of him. Though they are so close 
in physical proximity, worlds separate them. Their morning together heavily proved that, for they 
could barely talk for three seconds about school before things fell off into uncivil insults and 
general prodding. 


"So, do it. Apologize to me." 
Techno begins to run his fingers through his hair to calm himself down. "I'm sorry. A little bit." 


"How humble of you. I'm sorry for burning you with a potato," Dream replies, his face showing 
little remorse. 


"What about for breaking my sabre? That's the worst thing you could have done to me, you know." 


The blonde sighs, looking down at his green Converse and pawing a rock with his toes. "Techno, I 
didn't break your precious Delilah." 


"What?! You're such a fucking liar! I saw her, all bent and broken in two, right in front of your 
bedroom door. Do you think I'm stupid?!" Techno shouts, getting all up in Dream's face. 


"God, you're so stuck in your own head!" Dream counteracts, shoving Techno from the stoop. "I 
took the blame for one of your friends. The entire time you've sought to destroy me, I've just been 
trying to be a good housemate and respect your guys’ decision to hate me and alienate me. But, 
when someone here desperately needed my help, I stepped up, even though I knew it would bite 
me in the ass. And, it did come back to bite me, Techno Blade. It fucking did." 


Techno's sore jaw falls open as he soaks up this new reality. Why would one of his own friends try 
to sabotage him to such an extent? None of this makes sense to his selfish mind, especially when 
the door to the house abruptly opens and cherry-cheeked boys all rush Techno to pull at his hair 
and interlace hands. Dream stands back, watching the whole scene unfold with a sickened look on 
his discolored face. Techno locks eyes with him, and for the first time, they seem to have an 
understanding. 


"Techno! We missed you so much at school today. Lunch is boring without you. Do you want to 


play Minecraft with us?" Tubbo asks, hanging off his arm. 


Fundy perkily nods, crinkling his nose as he collects the pretty pink waterfalls of hair in his long 
fingers. "Please, please, please? Tommy and Wilbur are establishing a government in our SMP." 


"Shh!" scolds Bad, placing a finger over his lips. "You know how Techno feels about the 
government.." 


"Uh, thanks and all, but I actually have somewhere to be. Raincheck?" 
His twin frowns. "Where are you off to?" 
Dream crosses his arms and leans against a column. "Now, this, I'd like to hear.." 


"Oh, hey, Dream. When did you get home?" George asks, breaking from the group to talk to just 
him. "Do you want to play Minecraft with us?" 


Sapnap pulls him back into their circle. "Gogy, what are you doing? You know better.." 
"But.. Techno isn't playing, so I thought-" 
"You all know better," Dream mumbles, beginning to amble inside. "I'm going to lie down." 


The soft energy of their reunion is sucked from the boys as they all exchange awkward glances, left 
in the wake of George's pained interaction with the house outcast. Techno's stomach suddenly 
aches far more than it did when he vomited yesterday during his fight with Dream. These are his 
friends, right? One of them sabotaged him, and Techno is entirely unsure which of them is the 
traitor. Could George's boyish crush on the mystery man be a good enough reason to try and ruin 
Techno's life? No, surely not. Who would? 


"So, where exactly are you going?" Wilbur pries again, trying to ease the tension. 
Techno half-smiles. "I'm meeting with a new friend." 


The group of kids look at each other with confusion, but it soon turns to acceptance as they shrug, 
nod, and begin heading back inside. For the first time in Techno's life, he feels alone. Is this how 
Dream feels? Techno has spent the entire schoolyear trying to shut out Dream of all social 
interaction, and it's effectively worked. Now that he has a taste of this lonesome life of dire hate, 
his heart has gone sour. 


Techno sluggishly wanders inside the boarding house, grimacing at Dream's door and making the 
rash decision to rush over and give a swift knock. It takes a few too many seconds for his door to 
crack open, those piercing eyes of lime peel nectar watching him rather intently. Techno bites 
down on his bottom lip while pressing his way into Dream's room. Much to the older's surprise, 
Dream doesn't stop him from stepping inside. 


"Hey, Dream?" Techno asks, hesitantly placing his hand against Dream's chest and rubbing his 
fingers along the distinctive tubing. "What is that?" 


Dream's eyes stay locked on his. "It's called a central venous catheter. It's how I get my triweekly 
blood transfusions and various medications." 


"Can I see?" 


The blonde lowers himself to the foot of his bed, just the same kind that one would expect to find 


in a hospital. The mattress is thin and unsupportive, as it is held up on an adjustable bedframe that 
moves up and down with the remote sticking out of its side. There are guardrails on both sides, the 
IV stand nestled against the right one. Dream pulls his shirt off and lays down on the bed, eyes 
trained on the ceiling as Techno studies him. 


"Isn't it atrocious?" Dream murmurs, planting his hands at his sides. 


Techno leans over Dream, hair caressing against his bare skin. The thin, white, plastic tubing 
extends from the inside cavity of the left side of Dream's chest, looping up and back around, held 
to his skin with clear tape. Two lumens, clamped shut by even more intricate plastic pieces, are 
capped in red and blue, the very hints of color Techno spied last night. 


"I think it's interesting." Techno traces the loop of tubing with his pointer finger. "How does it 
work, exactly?" 


"The tube penetrates into my chest and feeds through one of my veins, directly into my heart. 
There's a huge needle in my heart that allows my medication to be fed to the source." 


The pinkette, towering over Dream, holds firm eye contact. "And, what would happen if I pulled it 
out?" 


Dream looks down at his chest and smirks at Techno's fingers, holding one of the lumens rather 
firmly above his skin. "I would probably die." 


"Good to know. I'm leaving now, Clay Dream." 


The blonde immediately hops up from his bed and grabs Techno's arm before he can exit the room. 
They share one of those strained gazes for the millionth time today as Dream's fingertips dig into 
Techno's wrist. Dream and Techno are natural enemies, both hotheaded and uncaring, powerful and 
strong in their own, different ways. Nothing about their understanding could ever lead to 

something more, and Techno is perfectly fine with that. 


"Aren't you going to prod at me? Demand to know what ails me? Make fun of me? Anything? I 
don't like that you're not.." Dream admits, tightening his grip on Techno's wrist. "Anything but 


pity.." 


"I'd never pity you for your sickness, Dream. There are plenty of other things, better things, to pity 
you for. And, you don't have to tell me. I won't make you, and I won't hold it against you. I may be 
a sour bitch of hatred and revenge, but I'm not going to grant myself the upper hand because you 
are ill." 


Techno pulls himself from Dream's grip and begins exiting the mock hospital room. As soon as he 
hears the door close behind him, Techno picks up his speed. He doesn't feel right anymore, and 
hell, maybe he never has. The echoes of laughter from the common room make him feel like he's 
on the verge of puking his guts out. Life was so much simpler when the only thing he wanted was 
the downfall of Clay Dream, but now, he feels like he's on the outside of his own life. Techno is 
supposed to be the prettiest boy, the most popular boy, the boy with fame and clout, the boy with 
no emotional ties, the boy with no damn care to give, so what's changed? 


Well, in short, everything. 


He pulls his phone out from the back pocket of his jeans and decides to do something rather stupid. 
Techno's head isn't exactly screwed on as tight as usual right about now, so he might as well make 
as many mistakes as he can before everything comes crashing down. Nothing good lasts forever, 


after all. 


TECHNO: free for those private "fencing" lessons in ur room? ? 
SCHLATT: knew you'd come around. ;) boarding house 2. i'll be waiting, pretty pink. 
TECHNO: leaving now. 


Techno takes a deep breath, hand on the doorknob, and prepares to let himself out. Before he can 
set even one foot on the opposite side of the door, footsteps startle him into turning around. 


"Wait up! Where are we going?" Karl happily asks, his eyes sparkling with hope. 
"Uh, I'm going alone, actually. It's kind of private.." 

Karl takes both of his hands. "I don't mind. I love you, Techno." 

"Karl..." 

The older's smile begins to fade as he questions, "You don't want me to come..?" 


"It's not that.. If you must know, I'm meeting with someone for.. scandalous.. activities. Don't you 
just want to go play Minecraft with the boys?" 


"What?! You're taking a honking booty call?! I thought.. What about.. Techno!" Karl lets go of his 
hands, seemingly deeply upset by this. "Why?! 


Techno furrows his eyebrows. "I don't understand why you're so troubled. Am I not allowed to 
make my own decisions?" 


"No, Techno. Do whatever you want. Just forget it.. Forget everything!" 


Karl runs back up the stairs, not even glancing at Techno as he storms down the hall, far out of his 
sight. Techno can't make ends meet with Karl's odd behavior, even though he's always been his 
biggest supporter. As if today couldn't get any worse, Techno seems to have lost the one person 
that doesn't share his blood that he trusts more than anyone else in the world. He truly is suffering 
from a case of abandonment. 


Techno could wait around forever, trying to put back together the pieces of his perfect life that 
seemed to have come undone, but Schlatt is waiting. Instead of going after Karl, Techno slips out of 
the door and begins the walk straight into his inevitable doom. Oddly enough, the very thing at the 
front of Techno's mind isn't his odd interaction with his best friend, the fact that one of his closest 
allies is a traitor, or that he's about to hook up with the school's bad boy, no. Techno can only 
picture Dream's bare chest with the thin tubes trailing down his right peck. 


Who is Techno Blade becoming? 


Chapter End Notes 


If you've read my comments, I know I said I planned on revealing Dream's illness in 
this chapter, but I didn't feel that Techno and Dream were ready for such a big step yet. 
As many have asked, I do not have an update schedule since I'm in school, but I do try 
my best to post the next chapter between 2-5 days after my most recent one. Also, I've 
just made a Twitter account for the purpose of announcing updates, showing off the 


lovely fan art y'all have made for me, and everything else! Follow me, @ 
phantomsunsets, if you want to keep in touch, have any questions/theories, or want to 
know how far along I am on the next chapter. Leave me a comment if you'd like! I 
love them all so much! <3 


Flirting With Time 


Chapter Summary 


"This could well be your last stand; 

Hold the sunlight in your hand. 

Spread your fingers, feel the sand fall through; 
I've done all I can do. 


Now, it's up to you... 


You're flirting with time, baby. 
Flirting with time, but maybe; 
Time, baby, is catching up with you." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 5! So sorry this one took me quite a hot minute to get out, but school was 
killer this week. This installment takes place in Dream's POV, so it's ~extra~ special. 
Please enjoy!! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Dream's POV 


There is something so oddly comforting about routine, no matter how painful that the set of 
everyday steps, robotic and second nature, can be. Dream's phone buzzes somewhere deep within 
his sheets, no doubt having spent another night staring at the gleaming screen in the pure darkness 
until he fell asleep with it trapped somewhere in his mess of blankets and pillows. By the time he 
manages to find the damned thing, two minutes have already passed. How beautiful it is to be 
awake at 5:00 A.M. every single day for the rest of forever.. however long Dream's "forever" may 
be. 


Dream pushes sandy shags from his forehead damp with nightmare sweat, the kind that binds to 
the skin like frost and spreads from vein to vein. He massages his lanky fingers into his temples 
while sitting up in bed and searching for the lamp. This is his life, and Dream should be used to 
waking up this early, but it never gets easier. Lazily draping his knees over the guardrail of his bed 
feels slightly too monotonous as Dream eases himself out of his boxers and tee. 


Completely naked, Dream saunters into his connecting bathroom, the only one in the house that 
shares a door with someone's bedroom. His reflection in the mirror over the sink seems a little less 
blue and purple today, but it'll be a week or two before he's back to looking normal. Dream eyes 
himself in the reflective glass, playing connect the dots with his freckles as he brushes his teeth. A 
handful of cold water splashed directly in his face helps to wake him up a bit more. Ah, life.. 


"Here we go again," Dream mutters, ambling back into his bedroom. 


The blonde's green orbs gaze around his room in search of a clean pair of boxers, the only essential 
clothing item in his upcoming process of two very tedious hours. Dream sits down on the foot of 
his bed while ripping open the protective plastic on a set of primary tubing, specially made to 
connect to his double lumen central venous catheter. The fact that such a thing exists for a freak of 
nature like Dream makes him almost smile. After Dream untangles the sterile tubing, he retrieves a 
two-hundred milliliter bag of saline from his medical cooler and connects the two together. 


"What would happen if I drank this instead of feeding it into my chest? Save it for another day, 
Dream.. Today's too important to fuck with.." 


Dream hangs the bag on his IV stand and squeezes the cylindrical drip chamber directly below the 
bag until it's halfway full of saline. Once it begins dripping just like the name suggests, Dream 
unclamps the main piece of tubing and lets the saline fill the entire line. He allows it to fall to the 
ground while turning his focus to his most complicated contraption, the infusion pump. 


"God, Techno's right.." admits Dream, caressing the buttons on the pump. "I'm such a nerd for 
knowing how to program this thing." 


His skilled fingertips find the on button without even having to look. As soon as the device, which 
resembles an ancient computer, boots up, Dream selects "IV Fluids" from the long list of plausible 
liquids to fill his veins with. Dream then sets the rate in which the saline will flow to: one-hundred 
milliliters per hour, which begins the two hour long process of infusing sodium chloride and 
medication into his port. Once one end of the tubing is hooked into the infusion pump's channel 
door, Dream cracks his knuckles and readies himself. 


Dream turns to the sink installed on the wall just for him in order to thoroughly wash his hands. 
Inside his medical cart, he takes out two syringes of sodium chloride, two syringes of heparin, four 
gauze pads in protective paper, and five alcohol wipes. He uses one of the wipes to clean off his 
bedside pull-out table, the main surface used for Dream's work. An extra large latex glove pulls 
over each hand before Dream unpacks all of his equipment and lays everything out in front of him. 


"All right, time for business." 


The blonde uncaps all four syringes and pushes out the air bubble that's gathered at the tip from 
being stored. He takes the wipes and lays one on each gauze pad before unscrewing the plastic 
pieces on each lumen that stop foreign bodies from entering his system. Fifteen is the magic 
number of seconds when it comes to scrubbing the lumens until they're perfectly sterile. Dream 
takes a syringe of sodium chloride first, connecting it to his red lumen, unclamping the tube, and 
carefully, slowly, calmly flushing the line with the solution. He does the same for his blue lumen 
with the other syringe and then repeats with the heparin, important in stopping the formation of 
blood clots in his catheter. 


Once Dream is perfectly flushed, he scrubs the the lumens yet again with another set of gauzes and 
wipes. He reaches back into the medical cart for a syringe each of his two daily medications. His 
red port is for medicine that reduces pain crises, and the blue port is meant for an improvement 
solution for his blood disorder. When Dream has an especially torturous pain crisis, he flushes his 
line and connects a supply of morphine to the red port. Those days are the ones Dream fears the 
most. 


He shakes away the oncoming tremors while screwing on a plastic connector to each lumen, fitted 
with two entry ways. Dream grabs at the primary tubing set he prepped beforehand and attaches 
one end to each double entry cap. Before hitting the start button on the infusion pump, Dream 
screws each syringe of medication into the caps as well and takes in a deep breath. This is only the 
beginning of his long and boring morning of medicating. Lovely. 


Dream dreads the sound of the infusion pump coming to life with a hefty groan and thrum. Starting 
with his red lumen, Dream begins to push the medication into the line where the saline is flowing 
in order to infuse the two liquids together. After the red is done, he does the same with the blue. He 
lets the plastic syringes hang against his chest while the saline keeps flowing, for disrupting the 
process is one of the easiest ways to fuck up everything. They can stay there like the eyesores they 
are for the next couple of hours. 


"Well, I suppose this could be worse. I could have three lumens.." 


Dream discards his gloves and all of the packaging he went through just for his daily medication 
intake. After the two hours are up, he'll go through another round of sodium chloride and heparin 
before capping his lumens and hiding his central venous catheter under his shirt, not eluding to the 
fact that he's incredibly different from everyone else at this school. In twelve hours, Dream will 
once again flush his line and clean the lumens. Having a device like this in his chest is 
revolutionary, yes, but the upkeep is sometimes way too much to deal with. One wrong move, and 
he's dying in a hospital bed of a serious bacterial infection. 


While his medication infuses, Dream turns his attention to the clipboard hanging on his wall. He 
wets a pen with the tip of his tongue and scrawls out the date. He'll need to record his blood 
pressure, heart rate, and temperature just like he does everyday. Maintaining such a condition is 
hellishly boring for a teenager like Dream, but this is what he's used to. Administering his 
medication is the only stability Dream has, so he'll always try his best to cherish these strenuous 
moments. 


Sickle cell anemia doesn't let its claws detach from Dream's flustered skin for even a second, and it 
never will. 


After Dream has finished the soul-destroying act of recording his vitals, his ears prick up at the 
sound of movement from outside of his door. He grabs ahold of his portable IV stand and, still 
connected to the saline tubes and infusion pump like a lab rat experiment gone wrong, moves 
toward the parlor. Dream peeks through the crack in his door with the only goal in mind of spotting 
the culprit before the culprit spots him. Too bad those brown eyes are already transfixed on his. 


"Techno..?" Dream asks, stepping into the darkened hall. "What are you doing up this early?" 


He can tell by the pinkette's expression that he seems rather startled to see Dream, especially in 
such a vulnerable state. There he stands, nude except for that pair of plaid boxers and a plethora of 
medical plastic hanging from his chest. Techno, on the other hand, looks completely disheveled. 
His long hair is a rat's nest, and the clothing on his slender form is all crumpled, some buttons in 
the wrong holes and some buttons just there for show. It's clear he's had an interesting night. 


"I could ask the same of you, but I won't.." 

Dream rolls his eyes. "It's clear what I'm doing. Are those yesterday's clothes?" 
"Shut your mouth," Techno gripes, making a break for the staircase. 

"Hey, stop! I'm not judging you for your extra curricular activities. Wait, no. I am." 


Techno lowers himself to the bottom step, head in hands. "What's it to you, huh? Lower your voice 
before Housemother and Housefather wake up.." 


"Your minions vouched for you at dinner. Said you had a headache and went to bed early. Perhaps 
you'll tell me what you actually were up to?" suggests Dream. 


The older snickers. "My business is the furthest thing from yours. Why don't you scamper on back 
to your room to finish whatever nightmare you've got yourself trapped in?" 


"What, don't like the syringes?" Dream tilts his head toward the infusion pump. "I'm gonna be 
hooked to this for the next couple of hours. You could at /east entertain me with a story." 


Techno lazily reaches up to touch one of the empty syringes. "What're they used for, huh? 
Entertain me instead." 


Dream sits on the step next to him and places the main piece of tubing into Techno's hand while 
saying, "This tube right here connects to everything: the saline bag to the drip chamber to both 
lumens to my medication syringes. Without it, I'd be nothing. Neat, huh?" 


"Sure. Does it.. hurt?" 


"I feel nothing, the same as when you receive medication through an IV in your elbow." Dream 
swiftly pokes the inner part of Techno's nearest elbow to mimic a prick. "The waiting is the hardest 
part." 


Those brown eyes narrow as Techno comments, "Sounds like a drag." 
"It is. Now, tell me about your night in paradise. Who was the lucky one?" 
Techno sucks in both cheeks. "Johnathan Schlatt. Just needed a pick me up, that's all." 


Dream begins to fiddle with his port out of pure nervousness. This habit has landed him with an 
irritated rash in the past, but it always beckons him to pull and twist just for the hell of it. His 
catheter isn't just an implant, no, for it's another one of his organs. In fact, Dream can barely 
remember what life was like without it. No matter what has changed in his life, the people that 
have come and gone, the scenery that has blossomed and faded, his condition has remained, and so 
has that damned catheter. 


"Techno.." Dream stops himself, gazing at Techno's side profile in the dim lighting and taking in 
the healing scars spreading across the apples of his cheeks and jaw. His heavy lidded eyes are 
fixated on something too far away for anyone in this reality to see. "Techno, you look.." 


"Look what? Spit it out!" Techno demands, facing him with a grimace. 

The blonde purses his lips. "Techno, you look a little broken." 

"You've no idea who you're talking to.." 

"Techno-" 

The older abruptly stands up. "Techno, Techno, Techno! Do you know any other words?" 


Dream joins him in the upright position, a flush of rouge to his facial features. "How'd you get the 
nickname Techno anyways?" 


"Wilbur lovingly dubbed me Techno in our childhood." Techno's tense shoulders loosen a little as 
he meets Dream's eyes once again. "What about you? Calling one by their last name seems so 
trivial.." 


He lets out a good-natured chuckle, gaze flitting back to the infusion pump. "It's the one thing I 
have left of my parents. Like a keepsake, y'know?" 


"Yeah.. Sure.. What happened to them, exactly?" 

"You ask a lot of questions." 

"You as well.. Not that I care about your life." 

"Not that I care about yours either." 

"Fine." 

"Fine." 

Their eyes meet again, Techno huffing immediately. "You make me feel unimaginably livid." 
"Why is that?" Dream asks, a hint of a smile forming on his sharp lips. 


Techno matches the expression. "Because you're just as bull-headed as me. Are we done here? 
You're leaving a bad taste in my mouth." 


"I think that taste may be Schlatt.." 


Dream has to dodge an incoming smack, clutching the syringes so as not to hook them on 
something and accidentally rip his heart out. Techno refrains from going in again, but Dream can 
tell he wants to. With presumed defeat, Techno begins to head on upstairs, no doubt to indulge in a 
few hours of real sleep. Being suspended may allow Techno to rest into the late hours of the 
morning, but Dream doesn't have access to that type of luxury.. not when there are sickle-shaped 
blood cells dying within his veins. 


"Techno, one minute," utters Dream, heading back inside of his room and fetching the small book 
he's been keeping inside the empty cabinet of his medical cart. "The piece of literature I want to do 
our project on." 


Techno eyes the forest green cover, hesitantly taking it from his hands. "Okay, Lord of the 
Flies. What's this one about again?" 


"A group of boys. The two main ones' incapability to see past blind hate creates the downfall of 
their own nation, resulting in murder and a fight for power. What do you think?" 


The pinkette licks his lips. "Life sure as shit imitates art all right. I'll think about it." 


Dream watches as Techno opens the cover of the novel that has been circling for decades, a staple 
of classic literature that every book buff should read at least once in their lifetime. A beautiful 
story, one so tragic and deadly, sits very close to Dream's mangled heart. Techno's eyes shift across 
the inside cover, soaking in the handwritten note and then looking up to Dream once again. His 
pupils quiver as that piggy nose of his indignantly twitches. 


"To Clay, my little daydream. Mama will love you forever." 


The crunch of gravel underneath fiery feet. Heart and mind pounding in synchronized agony. Cold 
sweat stringing blurry eyes. The sound of rapid breathing and pounding temples. Dream's body 
pumps with adrenaline as he pushes himself farther, faster, and more painfully than ever before. 
His muscles cry out, tightening as he desperately tries to coast on one last boost of energy. Blonde 
bangs shield his minimalistic field of vision, and unable to take any more of this strain, Dream has 


to force himself to stop running. 


Dream keels over, hands on his knees as he takes in short, raspy breathes. His back arches even 
further in the air as Dream begins to choke on the lack of air in his unreliable lungs. He tries as 
hard as he can to keep himself from admitting defeat to his illness, but Dream is merely a pawn for 
his own body's needs. Gagging, Dream grips at his stomach as watery blood comes spilling from 
his rouge lips. The track becomes splattered in brilliant red as he violently coughs out the remnants 
of his most recent blood transfusion. 


The blonde falls to the rough ground now, fumbling through his bag propped up against the fence 
for his precious piece of red plastic. As soon as the inhaler finds its way into his hand, Dream 
attempts to clear the blood from his mouth with a hefty spit before breathing in his medication. The 
relief hits almost immediately, like a boulder being lifted off of his ribcage. Dream takes in as 
much as oxygen as he can while wiping the blood from his face and trying to focus his weary eyes 
on the watch clutched to his wrist. 


It's time. 


"Clay! Clay, hurry up! The car's running!" shouts Housemother, from the parking lot outside of the 
fence. 


Dream tosses his backpack over one shoulder, jogging over to her. "Sorry, Housemother. I got 
really caught up today.." 


"I can tell. You don't look too well. Are you coming down with something?" She plants her tiny 
wrist against his sweaty forehead. "Hmm.. A bit warm." 


"Just from the sun; don't worry. I'm doing mighty fine," he insists. 

Housemother nods, pulling out of the lot. "I'm having Dave pick you up again." 

"What?! Don't tell me this is gonna become a regular thing.." 

"Oh, come on. How bad can it possibly be? You need the social interaction." 

Dream rolls his eyes and rests his temple against the window. "I'm perfectly fine on my own." 
"I know, Clay. It can't hurt, though." 


Neither of them attempts to make idle conversation during the rest of the drive, for Dream is too 
focused on what's to come. After his phone call with his foster mother the other night, he's not 
feeling as strong as his real mother would want him to. The world is trying so desperately hard to 
tear his flesh from his bones. How much longer can Dream hold on before he gives up? The blood 
smeared across his lips indicates that his breakdown is on the horizon.. 


Dream delicately waves Housemother goodbye before stepping out of her car and into the clinic 
that has become his other home, third only to the hospital and Boarding House 7. The second he 
steps foot into the sterile-scented reception area of blinding fluorescents and general sorrow, he's 
ushered into a nearby room where the infamous Dr. Astor sits typing away at his laptop. The black 
hair on his head is cropped close to his scalp, showing off every thinking line he's acquired over 
his years of practicing medicine. Dream wonders if he, himself, will live long enough for wrinkles 
to etch into his young face. 


"Clay, good to see you," Dr. Astor greets, without lifting his eyes from the screen. "I assume your 
mother has passed on the information I relayed to her?" 


"Foster mother, actually. And, yes," corrects Dream, sitting in the chair across from him. 


His thin lips attempt a smile. "Right, my mistake. You look a mess, son. Don't tell me you've still 
been practicing for-" 


"Of course, I have! Dr. Astor, getting to nationals is my dream! You have to understand that." 


Dr. Astor sighs, closing his laptop and matching Dream's gaze with his piercing blue eyes. "I do, 
but I'm a medical professional. The physical exertion you inflict onto your body is killing you just 
as much as your disease. I encourage all of my sickle cell patients to be active in the sense of going 
on a walk once a day at the most. Don't even pretend you haven't been reaping the negative effects 
of what you're doing.." 


Dream wipes at his face to make sure all the blood is gone. "Well, sure, it's been getting harder 
lately.. but I'm managing! I'm not.. not ready.. ready for.." 


"You can say the word, Clay. It's not meant to be scary." 


The blonde clenches his fists. "Chemotherapy. Please, I can't go through this yet. You said I had 
more time." 


"I thought you did. The results of your last blood test were.. troubling, to say the least. Your red 
blood cell count has dropped fifteen percent since last time. At this rate, you'll need to be having a 
blood transfusion once a week to even function. Unless, that is, we get you started on chemo 
immediately." 


"There's no other way? Please.. Nationals is so close now! I can taste it.. This is all I have, Dr. 
Astor. My parents are gone, I'm friendless and alone, and I can barely think about my disease 
without puking my guts out. I need to run, Dr. Astor. I need it to live." 


The aging man clasps his hands on the desk in front of him and clears his throat. "I'm sorry, Clay. 
If you keep pushing back your treatment, you may not outlive your teens." 


"But." 


"No buts. Your condition is serious, and I want to make sure you have another healthy twenty 
years on this earth." 


Dream has to chuckle at this. Twenty years? That's all he is deserving of? Most people at his age 
are hopeful of another eighty alive, but Dream? He'll be lucky to get.. twenty. He'll be lucky to 
experience even a few minutes of his days not suffering, both mentally and physically. Dream is 
supposed to be in his prime with a whole fucking life ahead of him, but the crescent-shaped blood 
cells in his veins say otherwise. 


Clay Dream is dying. 


Death. What does it mean? Leaving this life for another? Ultimate paradise? Eternal Fire? 
Purgatory? Or, perhaps the most horrifying option, nothing at all? Dream thinks about this a lot. 
Not that he wants to, no, but rather that life hasn't given him much else to ponder. His parents 
suffered the fate of death, cold arms grasping them as one and leaving him to discover the truth 
behind such a question. Where will Dream go when he dies? 


Well, he doesn't have time to think more on this today, for Housemother's car is rounding the 


corner, silver paint reflecting the golden hour's shimmer. Dream fixes his posture and massages his 
fingertips into his stiff neck. He needs to pretend that everything is fine. He can't let his worst 
enemy know that he is on the cusp of explosion. No, Dream mustn't act out of the ordinary. 


"Get in, bitch," Techno demands, tires squealing as he stops alongside the curb Dream is perched 
on. 


The blonde slides into the passenger's seat. "Hey." 
"Yeah, hey. How'd it go? They schedule a date for your personality transplant yet?" 


Dream tries to smile, tries to think of a witty comeback, tries to let this comment get under his 
skin, tries to play it cool, tries to hold everything inside, tries to picture a life in which he isn't 
knocking on Death's door.. But, he can't. And, the tears spring to his eyes immediately. Techno 
glances at him from the corner of his eyes as Dream's eyes glisten. Blood starts trickling from 
Dream's nose, mixing with salty tears and staining his face. 


"Dream? Dream, what's wrong?" Techno full on ignores the road now, grimacing at the boy as he 
cries, hating himself for doing exactly what he said he wouldn't. "Look at me, Dream." 


Techno swerves out of the lane and parks alongside the road next to the busy street. Dream can't 
look at him, for he's too embarrassed and in pain. In all honesty, he's greatly surprised that Techno 
hasn't started laughing at him or calling him what he is: a big, fat, fucking crybaby. He should be 
grilling the blonde for daring to cry in his presence, something Dream imagines Techno's been 
wanting since they first met. 


"Please, don't pity me,” murmurs Dream, wiping the blood from his nose with the back of his hand. 
"Call me a bitch, hit me, spit on me, do whatever you want.. Just don't pity me." 


"Listen to me, you stupid asshole. I don't pity you. Not even a little bit. I don't know what you're 
going through, and I'm not gonna try to understand, 'kay?" Techno clears his throat, tapping the 
underside of Dream's chin so that their eyes meet. "Fear can't hurt you any more than a dream." 


His pupils quiver. "You.. you read Lord of the Flies?" he asks, a hitch to his voice. 
The pinkette nods. "Not for you, or anything. I got bored today. Suspension isn't fun." 
"Right. Right, yeah. It is boring, isn't it?" 


Techno huffs, gathering all of his hair into one hand and beginning to pull apart the pieces, 
Dream's eyes trained on the candy-colored silk. "Yeah. It doesn't have to be, though.. Maybe.. 
maybe we could.. watch a movie in the common room tomorrow while the boys are away. Sounds 
nice, right?" 


"It does." Dream clenches his eyes shut and prepares himself. "I have sickle cell anemia." 


A thick bout of silence fills the car, jellifying and turning Dream's bones to dust. He's never chose 
to admit this fact about himself to anyone else, let alone the one person he's sworn to hate and that 
has tried so hard to take every ounce of his humanity. Techno's only shown him pain, and Dream 
should fucking hate him with his entire being. Hell, he does. Still.. 


"I don't know what that means, Dream. Can you explain it to me?" 


Dream rapidly blinks while nodding. "My red blood cells are misshapen, so they die much faster 
than normal blood cells. That's why I get triweekly blood transfusions.. But, my condition is 


significantly worsening.. I need chemotherapy..." 


Techno's pale hand slowly creeps into his vision before the pad of his thumb wipes away the stray 
tears. Dream's skin screams at the feeling, internally begging for that hand to stay for a second 
longer. It doesn't, though. Techno's caress leaves him just as quickly as it had come. 


"Chemo, huh? Your life just keeps getting worse, Dream. No offense," Techno admits. 


This makes Dream giggle. "No, it's true. I won't be able to run once I start chemo or ever again 
afterwards.. The one thing I have, taken away. Fuck this life, man." 


"Hey, don't talk like that. You're gonna keep running, okay? For as long as you can, no matter what 
chemicals they pump into that chest bladder of yours." 


"Chest bladder? God, you're insufferable. So fucking insufferable." 
The older smiles. "That's right. So are you." 


Their eyes lock, just the same as they did this morning, but there is something new in both pairs of 
sparkling orbs. Dream cannot put his finger on what has changed, but he can sense a difference. 
Dream hates Techno. Techno hates Dream. And maybe, just maybe, William Golding's Lord of the 
Flies makes yet another point. 


"They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable to communicate. ... They 
looked at each other, baffled, in love and hate." 


Techno's pink lips purse into a half-smile as he puts the car back into drive. Before merging into 
traffic and setting off into the tangerine sun painting the sky with brilliant warmth, he extends a 
hand to Dream. Dream raises one eyebrow, confused and a little nervous. Still, that perfect hand, 
small with long fingers, bony but attractive, painted nails matching his flowing hair, stays in the air 
between them until Dream makes the bold decision to interlace fingers with his greatest rival ever. 


Nothing more to say, they speed off, hand-in-hand, and hearts slightly warmer than they were a 
mere ten minutes ago. Deep within Dream's soul, he is perfectly aware that nothing could be more 
cosmic than this. 


Chapter End Notes 


The angst! It's killer! Techno is really softening to the boy whose life he wanted to 
ruin just five days ago, yeah? This is only the beginning~ 


Congratulations to Incognito for guessing that Dream has anemia and to Mars that 
guessed specifically sickle cell anemia. Y'all are so amazing, and I enjoyed reading 
every single theory that was sent in. Also, a big thank you to Carmeminnie for giving 
me feedback and lovely ideas throughout my entire writing process for Chapter 5. 
Couldn't have done it without you! Follow me on Twitter, @ phantomsunsets, to keep 
up-to-date with publishing and for sneak peeks you can't get anywhere else. ;) Leave 
me a comment if you're feeling it! I read all of them. :D <3 


Breakdown 


Chapter Summary 


"It's alright if you love me; 

It's alright if you don't. 

I'm not afraid of you runnin’ away, honey; 
I get the feeling you won't. 

There is no sense in pretending; 

Your eyes give you away. 

Something inside you is feeling like I do; 
We said all there is to say. 


Baby... 
Breakdown!" 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 6! Sorry for the delay (Do I say this every time? Perhaps...), but both of my 
English classes have me writing essays ATM, so working on this chapter felt nearly 
impossible considering how drained I was in the word department. Still, here it is, and 
I'm happy! Enjoy. :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Strong, familiar hands pull at Techno's hair with unrelenting force as the tortured pinkette sits 
slumped over, trying to compact himself to distract from the pain. He can feel every pore on his 
skull crying for relief, but those hands just tug harder in response. Techno hisses at a particularly 
painful yank, feeling as though his entire scalp is going to rip off any second now. 


"Quit moving!" demands Wilbur, glaring at him in the wall-length mirror. "If you'd stop fidgeting, 
I'd have it done by now." 


"Whatever! You're pulling just to pull at this point. Dontcha know I'm still sore from when Dream 
ripped my hair out earlier this week?" 


Wilbur snickers. "Yes, brother. Calm yourself, though. I'm nearly finished." 
"I think it looks quite nice," Tommy comments, running his finger along the ribbing of the braid. 
Techno shoots him a look and says, "Quiet yourself. I know he was letting you pull." 


Tommy and Wilbur cunningly smile at each other, to the disdain of Techno. Still, Techno is quite 
happy with his mirror image. The Dutch braid intertwining his pink silk speaks an air of elegance 
that is unattainable for anyone else on this hunk of rock. Techno would be nothing without his 
Greek God hair, always flowing in the breeze and catching the undeserving eyes of all that dare to 
gawk in his presence. He feels pretty today. 


"There. All done, Techie. That wasn't so bad, huh?" 

"Speak for yourself. My head is throbbing." 

Tommy flops across Techno's lap. "That's just your ego trying to spill outta your eyes, bruv." 
"TIl punt you.." Techno threatens. 


The three brothers stand up from the floor and smooth their school clothes out. Well, Wilbur and 
Tommy do, anyways. Techno, on the other hand, is dressed just for the sake of dressing. He's still 
suspended from attending classes, so while his friends busy themselves in their respective rooms to 
groom themselves for the eyes of the public, Techno only does for himself.. totally not anyone else 
that may or may not be suspended alongside him. 


"Well, what are your plans for the day?" Wilbur asks, positioning Techno's braid over one 
shoulder. 


"Mischief and malevolence. Until then, though, I have someone to talk to. Ciao, now." 


Techno waves goodbye to his siblings as he steps into the hallway, adjusting his 

slightly too cropped sweater. His belly is on full display, but since Techno isn't going to school, he 
doesn't mind. In fact, he feels lucky for the housemates that will catch a peek of him before they 
leave. Pulling his top down as far as it can go, Techno mentally prepares himself before knocking 
on Karl and Alex's door. Alex answers a second later, expression unusually blank. 


"Did you hear?" Alex whispers, glancing into the hall. 
The pinkette shakes his head. "What's the word?" 


"Housemother and Housefather are having date night tonight. The place will be all ours until 
midnight. Are you and the other Blades prepared?" 


"No doubt. Wilbur's been hitting every liquor store in the area that won't card him because he's so 
tall for weeks now. What about the grass?" 


Alex smirks. "I've got a plug. You may have heard of him. Schlatt?" 


Techno's stomach does a flip as he responds, "Uh, can't recall him. Who's putting together the 
playlist?" 


"I'm thinking Tubbo and Ranboo? They seem to be with it, as the kids say." 
The older rolls his eyes. "We are the kids, Alex. Is Karl in there?" 

"Yeah, he's pouty, though. You want some time alone?" questions Alex. 
"That'd be great. Thanks, Alex." 


He nods. "Anytime, Techno. Just, whatever you do, don't hurt him. I will track you to the ends of 
the earth and remove the porcelain skin from your body if any harm comes to Karl Jacobs." 


"As you should. See you tonight, Alex." 


Alex heads out, leaving Techno to idle in the doorway as he contemplates how to go about this. He 
hasn't talked to his best friend since their altercation before Techno's night with Schlatt, and 
frankly, Techno didn't want to be the one to give in. He misses Karl, though, and doesn't want to go 


another day feeling a million miles away from the one person at this school not blood related that 
understands him just as much as his brothers. 


"What do you want?" Karl asks, the purple paws of his hoodie trailing down to his knees. 
"Karl, why the hostility? I don't understand what's wrong between us.." 


Karl abruptly sits on his bed, glaring at the wall in front of him. "Of course, you don't! You're so 
blind, Techno." 


"I think you're mixing me up with Gogy. I'm much taller and prettier than him," Techno declares, 
trying to lighten the mood. 


The brunette huffs. "Go away, Techno." 


"Karl!" Techno plants himself right next to his bestie. "Don't shut me out. You're my favorite 
person to be around, and I hate this cold energy." 


"I'm sorry, Techno.. It's just.. I'm beginning to wonder if maybe my wildest dreams are stupid." 


Techno furrows his eyebrows and asks, "What do you mean by that? Are you confused by your 
future? What to study in university? Where to go after you graduate?" 


"No.. No! Blind, I tell you! You're so blind. Can't you see me, Techno Blade?" 


"Of course, I can. I see every ounce of you, fucking weirdo. I see your downturned eyes and brown 
curls and boyish smile and think, 'Wow, that guy is my precious best friend."" 


Karl avoids eye contact as he sucks on his bottom lip. "What if we were more than friends?" 
The pinkette's heart stops. "Say again?" 

"What if.." Karl takes in a deep breath, finally looking at Techno. "What if we were in love?" 
"But, Karl.. we aren't." 

Karl rolls his eyes. "Says you. Why aren't we?" 

"Are you feeling okay?" 


The older jumps up from his bed, turning to Techno with anger in his almost always soft eyes. 
Techno doesn't know how he should respond to such a crazy thought. Why would Karl be thinking 
about what their lives would be like if they were in love? It's mental! Techno is almost positive he 
doesn't even have the capability to fall in love to begin with. Sure, he's had partners, both romantic 
and sexual, but he's never had that prophesized spark that all the movies and books talk about. 
Does Karl have that spark for Techno? No, surely not.. 


"I can't even handle being this close to you right now!" Karl shouts, beginning to hasten away. 


"Hey, don't leave me! Karl! Karl, wait!" Techno runs after him, catching him by the arm before he 
can scale the staircase. "Listen to me! What if.. what if we dance together tonight, huh? Tubs and 
Ranboo are picking the music. Dance with me, Karl?" 


Those blazing orbs begin to soften, hinting at the old Karl. "You meant that?" 


"Yes, Karl. I want you to dance with me." 


Karl smiles, nodding rapidly. "I'll dance with you, Techno. Just you and me, right? Dancing on our 
own? Nobody else?" 


"Just you and me," Techno affirms, even if just to get Karl back on his good side. 


The only reason Techno is proposing an idea like a private dance is because he can't handle being 
alone, even to the slightest extent. If Karl doesn't stick by him, who will? Techno needs Karl, even 
if it's just for his own selfish gain. He tries not to let his grin show his true intentions as Karl goes 
in for a quick hug, no doubt imagining the best as Techno dreads the worst. 


Techno Blade could never love another soul. 


"Can you scoot over?" 

"Stop breathing on me!" 

"You're chewing so fucking loud!" 

"That toxic smell of nail polish is killing my head!" 
"You keep looking in my direction!" 


Green eyes. Brown eyes. Narrowed glares. Both Dream and Techno shift on the couch as Dream 
goes back to noisily stuffing popcorn in his mouth while Techno blows the fumes of black nail 
polish at Dream. The pinkette smirks as Dream glances over with annoyance in his gaze. 


"Real funny. Why are you painting them, anyways? I liked the pink," Dream comments, 
exasperatedly. 


Techno shrugs. "I'm fond of change." 
"Makes one of us.. Can I see yet?" 


"If you must." Techno flashes his beautifully painted left hand, nails shining in the sun seeping in 
from the nearby window. "You should let me paint yours next." 


Dream's cheeks flush rouge as he begins to toy with the lumens of his catheter. "I don't know about 
that." 


"Figures," murmurs Techno, rolling his eyes. "Can you leave that thing alone for a damn minute? 
You're going to rip it out of your chest!" 


The younger forces his hands down to his sides. "Not really. It's how I get the nerves out." 
Techno's eyelids lower. "Oh, so I make you nervous? Good to know." 

"That's not what I-" 

"Too late! Dreamy gets all nervy and flustered when I'm in his presence!" 


Dream slams the bowl of popcorn on the coffee table and shouts, "Fuck off! You do not make me 
nervous! Maybe sick, but that's not the same thing!" 


"Cry me a river!" 


Loud footsteps stomping into the common room halt the bickering as both Techno and Dream look 
at the doorway, Housemother entering with an unhappy expression. "I'm tired of the arguing! If 
you boys can't play nice at school or at home, then take it outside!" 


The blonde frowns, looking down at the floor in embarrassment. "Maybe we're taking things a bit 
too far right now.." 


"I suppose it's possible. So much for peacefully watching a movie." 
"Well, I don't think peace was ever in the equation. What now, huh?" he asks. 


Techno blows on his nails. "I don't know about you, but I need to make a trip into town. Without 
Delilah, I'm a useless fencer, and I cannot bestow shame upon myself by showing up to my meet 
on Monday without a sabre." 


"I'm sorry you.. lost.. Delilah. Where will you get her replacement?" 


The older screws the cap back on the nail polish bottle and quickly tosses it to Dream just to test his 
reflexes. Unsurprisingly, he catches it with ease, one hand extended to the side, gripping the glass 
vial in his veiny fist. Techno has to suck in his cheeks to keep himself from smiling. 


"There will never be another like Delilah, but I'm sure the sporting goods store in town will 
have something that doesn't besmirch her." He narrows his dark eyes at Dream, unable to look 
away from the alluring freckles that pepper the bridge of his nose. "What, did you want.. want to 
come?" 


Dream nods. "Yes, actually. I could use the blood flow." 
Techno perks an eyebrow and questions, "Is that an anemia reference?" 
"Feel my hands, and you tell me," Dream demands, laughing. 


Without so much as a hint of hesitation, Techno grabs at Dream's hands and squeezes them. 
Dream's eyes widen, almost as if he wasn't expecting Techno to do such a thing. The pretty, bulky 
hands are capped in pale blue and cold to the touch, sending a shiver down Techno's bony spine. 
He lets them go to preserve his own supply bank of warmth that he heats by burning his multitude 
of sins. 


"Yeah, maybe you could use the blood flow. Does this happen a lot?" 


"Definitely. I have to be using them meticulously or running to warm up. Why do you think I 
always have my green hoodie with me?" Techno's heart skips a beat as Dream tilts his head in 
thought. "Say, you haven't seen it lately, have you? It might just be in my locker on the football 
field, but I don't know why I'd leave it there.." 


The pinkette fakes the most natural smile he can conjure up. "Can't say that I have. Why's it so 
important to you, anyways? That shade of green is atrocious on the eyes." 


"Lime is my favorite color. Plus, it used to belong to my dad. He wore it on his first date with my 
mom, funnily enough. Guy never was a dresser, now that I think of it." 


Techno catches his fake smile turning somewhat real and has to stop himself from seeming giddy 
over something as silly as Dream's hoodie. "They were meant for each other, huh?" 


"Without a doubt. Whenever they looked at each other, I knew love was real. Enough about my 


dead parents, though. Sporting goods store?" 


"Right. Yeah. Will you drive?" Techno asks, grabbing Housemother's keys from the wall hook 
next to the main door. 


Dream averts his gaze, scratching lightly at his neck. "Uh.. About that.." 


Their eyes don't meet as Techno disappointedly stares at Dream, arms finding their natural position, 
crossed against his chest. Dream busies himself with pulling a red long-sleeved shirt over his head 
and patting out the wrinkles. The brilliant shade of ruby contrasts rather greatly with the sickly 
white and blue of his hands and patchy face. Even though he's still healing from their great war and 
showing off all of the negativities of having anemia, Techno finds his orbs digging at Dream's 
discolored image, perfect nonetheless. In fact, he catches himself watching Dream intently a lot 
more these days.. 


"You can't drive, can you?" 
The younger shakes his head. "Not even a little bit. I've never sat in a driver's seat before." 


"For shame. Didn't you take a driver's education course in freshman year? Will and I did, and 
Tommy's in his now!" 


"No, no, no. Freshman year was.. a lot. I don't wanna talk about it right now, though. Are we 
leaving?" 


Techno purses his lips, knowing he shouldn't pry, but still having the urge. "Yeah, Dream. Let's 
head out." 


In his seventeen years of being alive, Techno has always been drawn to chaos. In their childhood, 
Phil would take Techno and Wilbur to karate lessons every Tuesday night and watch them spar in 
their white uniforms, always in their own little world. Techno got kicked out six months later for 
accidentally breaking another kid's nose.. twice. To be fair, Techno was always much better at 
combat than any of his peers, and the world seemed to know it. That's when Phil decided to let 
Techno experiment with a dueling sport that didn't involve bodily contact: fencing. 


When Techno was just ten years old, he picked up his first sabre. The thin, flexible blade ending in 
a rubber point with a red grip that conformed to the shape of his hand and a metallic knuckle guard 
became Techno's sidekick. Delilah, the sword that could always seem to tell Techno's move before 
the pinkette himself thought of it, won him almost every match he played. The way his body could 
move, so elegant and nimble, yet always prepared to strike, was unmatchable. Everyone feared 
Techno Blade and his trusty sabre, Delilah. 


They still do. 


Well, except now, Techno is without his dearest Delilah. Seven long years of being side-by-side 
could not have prepared him for her untimely death. Techno must be on high alert around his 
housemates now, for there is a mole hiding amongst his devoted friends. His stomach aches when 
he thinks about how someone could break into his and Will's room with the sole intention of 
cutting techno as deep as anyone ever could. 


"I like that one," comments Dream, knocking Techno from his memories. "The grip is pink, just 
like you. Must be fate, right?" 


"Maybe.. How can you be sure?" 

Dream stands back, arms spread out in the air. "Hit me, Blade." 
"Positive, Dream? You might live to regret it.." 

The blonde winks. "En-garde!" 


Techno smirks, whipping his long braid behind his back and preparing himself. He moves like a 
hunting cobra, one foot in front of the other as he slashes the sabre through the air, just to gain a bit 
of momentum.. and to strike a bit of fear into his target. Dream smiles good-naturedly, eyes 
transfixed on Techno's form as he switches the sword from his left to his right hand. He positions 
the sabre diagonally across his chest, planting his feet firmly on the floor as his torso bends at a 
forty-five degree angle. 


"Touché!" Techno exclaims, jamming the point directly in the center of Dream's chest with one 
fluid, unwavering motion. 


Of course, he makes sure not to hit the catheter. Techno can be respectful when he wants to. 
"Like watching an ice skater land an intricate spin. I think she's the one." 


The older eyes the shimmering blade, trying to imagine himself scoring point after point on 
Monday afternoon, garnering bloodlust and fame that no singular student should possess. This 
sabre is no Delilah, but she is rather magnificent. Sleek, aerodynamic, sexy in just the way every 
fencer desires, having to stop a stray bit of drool from leaking out of their mouth. She's beautiful. 


"I like her. What shall I name her?" Techno questions, giving the sabre another taste of what's to 
come by slicing the air with her perfect blade. 


"Dream. And no, I don't accept rejections. Her name is Dream," insists the blonde. 


Techno rolls his eyes, but deep down, he's already catalogued her at the front of his mind as his 
new fencing sabre, Dream. "You wish. Ready, now? I've to get back home and do some 
preparation." 


"For what?" 
"Wouldn't you like to know? The boys and I have a little something planned for the night.." 
Dream stops in his tracks, giving Techno the side-eye. "Don't tell me it's date night.." 


"It's date night! I just found out this morning, but I'm already in game mode. You know, Wilbur's 
been-" 


"-hitting up every liquor store in the area for weeks that won't card him because he's so tall. Yeah, I 
know." 


The older guffaws and practically shouts, "You actually listen to me?!" 


"Well, I kind of have to when you're babbling on and on and on at dinner about this or that. 
Everyone hears you, Techno." 


Techno smiles a genuine grin, one that he cannot stop himself from producing. "Sure, 
people hear me, but not many listen. You listen." 


The blonde looks rather taken aback by the comment, causing Techno to dash ahead of him, sabre 
in hand. The last thing Techno wants is to share another moment with Clay Dream. After yesterday, 
he still feels on edge in the emotion department, too drained to share any of his actual feelings for 
the next couple of months. One's sworn enemy sobbing next to them is enough to absolutely 
cripple someone like Techno. Hell, maybe it has. 


All Techno knows is that he doesn't want to focus on anything but the impending party tonight in 
which he will give in to his greatest desires and get absolutely fucked up. After the week he's had, 
he sure as hell deserves a night of no regrets. 


But, something in the back of Techno's mind tells him he may have a few.. 


Dream's green eyes twinkle. 


Teenage ecstasy exists here in its most raw form. The moving bodies vibrate with electric love, 
creating a livewire of unadulterated feeling, something so painstakingly addictive, yet too precious 
to hold onto for very long. 


"And if I may just take your breath away; 
I don't mind if there's not much to say. 
Sometimes the silence guides your mind; 
So move to a place so far away." 


Karl holds onto Techno's exposed waist as they jump off the couch, carrying their erratic dancing 
down onto the floor. The pinkette can barely see him, barely see anything, but he knows he's safe, 
for Karl is gripping him tighter than ever. Somebody smacks into Techno's back, but he only 
slightly recognizes the touch. His human form feels so far out of reach. 


"The goosebumps start to race; 

The minute that my left hand meets your waist. 

And then I watch your face; 

Put my finger on your tongue ‘cause you love the taste, yeah." 


Hot and bothered hands grab at Techno, pulling his clothes and hair, sweaty lips passing against his 
cheeks as his closest friends flow by him in their fluid movements. Alex breaks one of Karl's 
planted hands away from Techno to tuck a half-finished bottle of bourbon in his unsteady grip. He 
shakily brings the bottle up to his lips, not missing a beat as he keeps on dancing to the song, 
fingertips digging into Techno's side as alcohol drips down his chin. 


"These hearts adore; 

Everyone the other beats hardest for. 
Inside this place is warm; 

Outside it starts to pour." 


Techno's wavering vision, slow motion and out of focus, pans across the room as Karl carefully 
tilts the bottle into his lips, guiding him to drink more than he feels capable of intaking. George and 
Sapnap are grinding in the corner of the room. Bad and Skeppy hold hands while gently dancing, 
clearly too drunk to function. Tommy and Tubbo have fallen over onto each other, drunkenly 
passed out on the floor. Alex is spread out across the couch now, smiling up into the great nothing 
as a curl of white smoke rises from his mouth. Ranboo dances chaotically in the center of the 
room, a lampshade on his head and a furry on his back. Wilbur softly sways to the music, clutching 
a liter of blue raspberry vodka in one hand. 


"Coming down... 

One love, two mouths; 

One love, one house. 

No shirt, no blouse; 

Just us, you find out. 

Nothing that I wouldn't wanna tell you about, no, no, no." 


Red, sweaty faces clog Techno's mind as he tries to remember who and what he is. Karl pulls him 
back into their dance, spinning him around one, two, three, four times. Someone tugs the ponytail 
holder from his braid, allowing those dreamy pink ribbons to flutter freely in the mess of stoned 
and intoxicated teenage boys. The still aware enough to stand kids flock to the center of the room, 
all preparing to yell the chorus together. Hands fall into other hands as they all stand together, 
happy and alive, even if for just one night. 


Cause it's too cold; 

For you here and now. 

So let me hold; 

Both your hands in the holes of my sweater." 


Techno rides this everlasting euphoria as he is spun around another handful of times. Off-key 
singing filled with voice cracks and slurred lyrics blast against his eardrums as Techno's eyes close. 
His arms, legs, and hips move in different directions while he and Karl jump again, mimicking a 
teenage mosh pit. Suddenly, he's lifted from the ground, and the wasted pinkette can do nothing 
more than hold onto Karl for dear life and pray that he has enough wits left in his fuzzy brain not to 
drop him. Techno surely doesn't. 


"Woo! Go Techno Blade! Look at him!" Sapnap shouts, before keeling over to puke in Alex's 
discarded beanie. 


"I love you, Techno!" Karl exclaims over the music, as he puts his best friend back down. "I love 
you so much." 


The younger grins, though he can't feel his face. "Thanks. I love me too." 


He finds himself dancing harder with each drink that traverses his lips. Techno manages to spot his 
twin brother nursing the bong alongside Alex as he flies around the room, gliding like the fencer he 
is.. that has lost all bodily function. Every person here makes him feel so good, even Fundy, who's 
still proudly sporting a tail and ears from his spot on Ranboo's back. In all honesty, they may be 
having the most fun.. 


Just when Techno is for sure nothing can dampen his mood of blissful oblivion, he opens his eyes 
and finds himself just a few feet in front of Dream's room. The blonde is leaning against his 
doorway, smirking with his arms over his chest. Suddenly, Techno feels rage course through his 
veins as he stumbles his way over to Dream and gives him a hefty shove. 


"Why're you watching me, creep?" he demands to know. 


Dream puts his hands up in defense. "Sorry, you just dance like a maniac. Are you done yet? We 
really need to get some work done-" 


"You shut the fuck up! What's is to ya, huh? You don't own me, Clay Dream.." 


"Hey, calm down. You're really out of it. Can you even see me?" asks Dream, snapping in his face. 


Techno doesn't even blink. "I hate you." 
"I know you don't mean that." 
"You don't know anything! I locked you in a closet, remember?" 


The younger sighs, pulling Techno inside his room and shutting the door behind him. Techno trips 
over his own feet as he falls onto Dream's bed, angry and ungodly tired. Dream looms just beyond 
the bed, gazing at him with something in his eyes that borders on concern. Techno despises that 
look. 


"Of course, I remember. I think that's the worst thing another human has done to me. It took a lot 
out of me to see past that, you know." 


Techno sneers. "You shouldn't have. Think we're friends because I give you the time of day? 
You're so wrong about me." 


"How's about we talk about this when you're not out of your mind? I'm a little worried about you 
right now, Techno.. How much did you drink?" questions Dream, tugging on the blue lumen of his 
catheter. "You don't look so good." 


"I'm gonna puke." 


Dream quickly sets himself into motion, retrieving one of the red hazardous waste bags that are 
usually used for needles out of one of the drawers of his medical cart. He opens it and holds it in 
front of Techno as the pinkette holds onto Dream's forearm to stabilize himself. The horrific cries 
of drunken vomit seep from Techno's raw throat as his guts are emptied. Before Dream can dispose 
of the bag, whiny Techno pulls him down to the bed next to him, his limp head falling against 
Dream's bare chest. 


"Christ, Techno. I've never seen you so vulnerable." 


The older's hands shake as he grips onto Dream's shoulders, in so much pain that it rocks him to his 
very core. "People.. only.. see.. what.. I.. want.. them.. to.. see.." 


"Huh, what do you mean by that? Are you trying to admit you have insecurities?" 


"I am an insecurity, you fuck! God, and you wonder why I hate you. You're so perfect and stupid, 
and I hate you for it." 


Dream's lips quirk. "You think I'm perfect?" 


"Of course, I do. I want to get under your skin and make you feel weak so that others don't notice 
that you're better than me. But, you're so fucking resilient and confident. It makes me sick," Techno 
admits, drooling onto Dream's left peck. "I hate you." 


The blonde runs a hand down the length of Techno's hair, covering Techno's entire back in shivers. 
"I'm perfect? Seriously? Techno, I'm a terminally ill, friendless orphan. You can't be more of a 
loser than me." 


Techno exhaustedly giggles. "Loser has nothing to do with it. Even the losers get lucky sometimes. 
At least I'm prettier than you." 


"I can agree with that." 


"Huh?" 

"I said I agree." 
"Agree with what?" 
"Do I have to say it?" 
"Yes." 


Dream rolls his eyes as Techno's close again. "You're very pretty, Techno. I've always thought that. 
Even when you've gone out of your way to make my life a living hell and say terrible things meant 
to crush me, I've always known that you were pretty as fuck. Good now?" 


"Perfect.." Techno mumbles, already on his way out of consciousness. 


The pinkette slumps over onto Dream's bed, sprawled out like a mannequin with mismatched 
limbs. Though his mind is as far away from this realm as it can possibly get, one small, miniscule, 
almost microscopic detail follows him into sleep. 


Clay Dream. 


And, they're holding hands. 


Chapter End Notes 


What a wild ride, huh? Something tells me they'll both be catching a case of feelings 
soon, but could they ever put aside their differences long enough to experience love? 
Keep reading to find out... ;) Leave me a comment if you'd like! They're my favorite 
part about uploading a chapter. <3 


Follow me on Twitter for updates! https://twitter.com/phantomsunsets 


Lonesome Sundown 


Chapter Summary 


"Redemption comes; 
To those who wait. 
Forgiveness is the key; 
And I wish you love. 
And I wish you hope; 
Please believe in me. 


And it's a lonesome sundown; 
This is gonna be hard." 


Chapter Notes 


Happy Valentine's Day! Chapter 7 is finally here, and I am really feeling this part. ;) 
Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


There are certain things that the mind cannot comprehend in the waking hours, like new colors, the 
fourth dimension, and what infinity looks like when laid out in a neat line. In slumber, though, 
everything is much different. Scenarios that could never possibly happen in real life suddenly take 
shape and create something that feels so true, no matter how incomprehensible. Thoughts flow in 
peace and comfort as the world sleeps soundly in all of its omnipotence. 


But, unfortunately, Techno's mind and body have different plans for him today. 


As soon as his bloodshot eyes jerk open, he only knows pain. His head pounds as if Thor's hammer 
has fallen from the sky and landed directly on his skull. The chapped lips below his button nose 
slowly part as Techno takes in a slow breath. His fingers curl into the mattress, a little put off by 
the stale ache in his throat. Techno can't remember that last time he's been this dehydrated with a 
pulsating headache to such a degree. 


"I'm so fucking tired of waking up in pain," mumbles Techno, propping himself up on his elbows 
to grasp his bearings. 


Techno squints across the room, expecting his twin brother's bed to come into view, but a metal 
sink protruding from the plaster wall greets him instead. He raises an eyebrow, reaching a stiff arm 
out to touch the flat-lining heart rate monitor at his side. Techno flicks the IV stand holding an 
empty bag of saline with one his newly black-painted nails. None of this feels right. 


"How did I end up in the hospital?" he whispers, to himself. 


Messy, pink hair finds its way into his hands as Techno begins to lift himself over the guardrail. It 
proves harder than he imagined, for he's, for some unknown reason, in a pair of skinny jeans and a 


glittery halter top. Techno's pants catch on the bed, causing him to fall to the ground with a loud 
thump. And then, Techno finally sees him. 


There's a body curled up on the hardwood floor, cuddling a fleece blanket against his bare chest. A 
tangle of sandy locks covers his face, and Techno can't help but move such chaotic bangs away 
from his eyes. Green orbs gaze back at him, illuminated by the morning sun and encased in golden 
eyelashes so long that, if Techno were to kiss him, he'd feel them rub against his cheeks with each 
stroke of their lips. Techno's glared into these eyes a million times, so why is he just now noticing 
how delicate and captivating they are? 


"What are you doing in here?" asks Techno, accusatorily. 


Dream sits up, his ribs red with indention marks from where the pattern of the hardwood etched 
onto his skin. "Sleeping? This is my room, after all." 


Techno's eyes widen. "Your.. what?" 
"My bedroom, Techno. You fell asleep in here last night, remember?" 


The older rubs the space between his eyes to try and garner some relief from this horrific migraine. 
Last night feels so far away and fuzzy, almost as if it happened years ago or in a dream. Techno 
can remember loud music, maybe even some fighting, but what is most striking is the lingering 
taste of something pungent and tart dancing across his frazzled taste buds. 


"Not really. Why didn't you kick me out? I'd have kicked you out in a heartbeat," Techno admits, 
trying to undo the knots in his hair. 


"Nice to know.. I dunno, Techno. You passed out.. and.. you really don't remember? Like, nothing 
at all?" 


Techno shakes his head. "No, why? I didn't do anything stupid, did I?" 


Dream softly smiles, looking down at the floor. "No. You were lovely, though I do hope Mr. Blade 
pays me soon for babysitting you. The ground isn't comfy, you know." 


"I can tell. How long have you been down here?" 


The blonde shrugs. "I sat in the common room for awhile and did some make-up work after the 
other hooligans went to bed. Before I knew it, it was 5:00 A.M., so I did my infusion treatments 
and laid down a bit after 7:00 A.M." 


"Wait, why the hell did you stay up all night? Because I was in your bed?" 


"No, not that." Dream sighs, placing a palm over his catheter. "I feel off. My vitals have fluctuated 
a bit, and my body is.. tender." 


Techno can't help but look away, not keen on dealing with the unresolved tension in the room this 
morning. "Take it easy today, then. Not like you have any plans, right?" 


"Well, if I did, at least they'd be respectable. No late night hookups for me," prods Dream. 
"Jealous?" Techno seethes. 


Dream snorts. "Of you? Not a chance. What are you doing today besides recovering from a nasty 
hangover, huh?" 


"Fuck. It's Sunday, isn't it?" 


The younger nods. "The start of a new week. You don't plan on sabotaging my next competition 
against Kye Illumina, do you? It's on Wednesday." 


"Sunday. Lovely. Great." Techno sighs, gripping the guardrails as he pulls his stiff body up from 
the floor. "Haven't decided yet. Plan on chucking any steaming hot root vegetables at me?" 


"Haven't decided yet either. Plan on sending a furry after me with an artificial axe to grind?" 


The pretty pinkette with his abundance of hair gathered in one hand, a free finger hooked onto his 
septum ring, gives Dream a not-so-subtle wink. "What can I say besides I haven't decided yet?" 


"Touché, Techno Blade. You snore like a pig, by the way," comments Dream. 
Techno rolls his eyes. "I was blackout drunk! You're just upset that you weren't fucked up." 


"Bold of you to assume I can get blackout drunk while taking the kind of medications I do. They're 
not easy on my body, for your information." Dream sighs and places a large palm over his entire 
catheter, practically erasing it out of existence from Techno's eyes. "You haven't.. told anyone 
about my illness, right?" 


The older's dry lips purse as his eyes flicker to the ground. Whatever happened last night between 
them, whether good or bad, has clearly strained Dream's little amount of trust for Techno. Not that 
Techno cares terribly much about what Dream thinks of him.. Just because the two have a mutual 
understanding while they're partnered for English class doesn't make them anything more than two 
kids trying to get a decent grade. 


"No, I've not. I may be a mean person, but I'm not that low." 


Dream eases himself up next to Techno. "You were low enough to try and take my only passion 
and dream away from me in the little amount of time I have left to try and achieve it." 


"That's before I knew how much it meant to you! And.. before I knew you didn't have forever to 
run and make it to nationals." 


"So, you admit it." 

Techno's eyes widen. "Huh?" 

"You wouldn't sabotage me again. I just got you to admit it." 
The pinkette involuntarily half-smiles. "You tricked me." 


"Not necessarily." Dream lowers his eyelids. "I merely got you to tell me the truth. There's a big 
difference." 


"I wouldn't know." 


Dream scrunches up his nose, alerting Techno to just how pasty and discolored Dream's face is 
today. His neck and chest are taking on the same patchy effect, almost as if his blood vessels are 
suffering from vitiligo. Techno doesn't want the blonde to notice he's staring, much less 

almost.. concerned.. for his health, but he can't help it. Dream's entire life is rather concerning. 


"I can teach you, if you'll let me," offers Dream, softly grinning with a twinkle in his curious eyes. 


Techno considers this for a moment before boldly deciding to gently nod and place a hand on 
Dream's nearest bicep. His skin, while insanely smooth and gripping toned muscle, is boiling hot to 
the touch and slightly damp. Oh, how Techno does not find himself envying Dream right now. It 
seems as though he might be in for a rough day. 


"Jesus Christ, Dadza. When are you going to sell this beast?" Tommy asks, patting the top of Phil's 
baby blue Buick as he steps out from the backseat. "My neck is killing me now!" 


"Come on, now. What's wrong with it? This old girl's gotten us everywhere." 


Wilbur snickers, climbing out after Tommy. "Yeah, and it worked well when we were kids. We're 
all much taller than you now, Dadza." 


"I'm aware, Will. You three outgrow your jeans and shoes like they're going out of style," 
complains Phil, wrapping an arm around each of his curly-haired sons. 


Techno finally pulls himself from the passenger's seat, but he doesn't join their group cuddle 
session. He leans up against the Buick, arms across his chest, and studies the pearl-esque sky above 
them, gleaming without a single streak of clouds in the usually hidden atmosphere. Wilbur says 
something that Techno doesn't quite catch, following a sharp laugh from the youngest Blade. He 
squeezes his tongue ring in-between his teeth just to fill the own silence of his head that blocks out 
the family banter. 


"Hey, Techie? You in there?" asks Tommy, shaking his brother's arm. 
"What? Oh, yeah. What do you want?" 

Tommy frowns. "You didn't hear what I said?" 

"Sorry, Toms. Say again, please." 


"Never mind. It won't be as funny the second time." The feisty blonde sticks his tongue out while 
glaring. "Why are you ignoring us? You did that same thing all during lunch!" 


Phil steps in front of Tommy. "Oi, Thomas. Why don't you and Will go on inside my apartment, 
‘kay? We'll be upstairs in a minute." 


Wilbur swipes their father's keys from his hand. "Works for me. Race you, Tommy!" 
"Not so fast!" shouts Tommy, as they run off together. 
The pinkette sighs as Phil's blue eyes narrow in on him. "What's this about?" 


"Sit with me, son." Phil props himself up onto the Buick's hood and pats the spot next to him. 
"What's on your mind? You seem a little distant today. Is this about your suspension?" 


Techno hears the metal frame of the car creak as he pulls his body up beside Phil. "Not exactly. I 
dunno, Dadza. This past week has been.. a lot to deal with. Do I have to talk about it?" 


"Yes, you do. I can't help you if you don't let me in. Is it about your mother?" 
He shakes his head. "Not Mom. Has she called lately?" 


"No, not in awhile. I'll leave her another message tonight, okay? She's probably just busy this week. 


What else is swimming around in that head of yours?" Phil questions, softly smiling at his most ill- 
tempered son. 


Techno looks down to his painted nails and thinks back to yesterday when he painted them in front 
of Dream. Spending time with him in the absence of schoolwork is one thing, but waking up in his 
bed? It's so different. Dream is different. 


"Well, do you remember that boy I got into a fight with?" Phil nods, his expression slightly 
wavering. "Clay Dream is his name. I've been talking to him more lately. Not by choice, of course, 
but.. I'm just so conflicted. Dad, I already asked Housemother, but now I need your opinion. Am I a 
bad person?" 


"What? No, Techno. I think you have a bit too much pride that you'd hold up no matter the cost, 
but you are a good kid. Why is Clay Dream making you think differently?" 


The pinkette takes in a deep breath. "I did some shitty things to him. A lot of shitty things. For a 
long time. All school year, actually. Ever since Dream moved into Boarding House 7 a few months 
ago, I've just wanted to hurt him, but I think I was wrong.. I think I'm bad, Dadza." 


"Dave Blade, my dearest son, how could you think you're bad if you're recognizing the 
wrongdoings you've made? Instead of feeling all sorry for yourself, why not make it up to him?" 


Techno's eyes widen. "No way. We're not friends. We don't even like each other! I don't think so, 
anyways.." 


"Why not, huh? Sounds like you two could use each other. Ever think that maybe you need a 
friendship that isn't based on loyalty?" Phil places a loving hand on Techno's head and ruffles his 
loose waves. "I know you've had a lot of trust issues ever since Mom ran off, but not everyone is 
going to leave you. You know that, right?" 


"How can you be so sure?" 
Phil winks. "I'm never leaving you, for one. Maybe Dream won't leave you either." 


His son looks down again, no longer able to hold eye contact. "I dunno, Dadza. I'm not sure he has 
a lot of time." 


"Well, then you should make his time worthwhile. No matter what you do, who you meet, or the 
choices you make, you're always going to get hurt, Techno. Maybe you should take a chance, huh? 
Stop closing yourself off and refusing to show the littlest of vulnerable emotions, besides anger." 


Techno shudders and explains, "Dream needs comfort, and I could never give him such a thing." 
"Why not?" 

"I don't know how to!" 

Phil wags his finger at his son. "Now, now, now. Remember how I'd comfort you as a child?" 
"You'd.. brush my hair and softly hum.." Techno answers. 

His father nods. "There you go, Techno." 

"You're saying I should brush his hair?" 


"Not quite." Phil slides off the hood of the Buick and holds out his hand to help Techno down as 


well. "In your roughest moments, I did everything in my power to take your pain away, and that 
just so happened to be through humming and brushing your hair. Do you understand?" 


Techno takes Phil's extended hand and joins him on the ground of the parking lot, looking up to the 
apartment building that he shares with many other staff members that work at the boarding school. 
Phil opens his arms wide, encouraging Techno to come forward and intertwine himself in his 
father's warm grip. He clenches his eyes shut tight, wishing they'd never have to let go of each 
other again. But alas, time keeps on moving forward, and they are forced to part eventually. 


"I think so. Thank you, Dad." 


Phil grins and begins heading inside. "Anything for you, Techno. Now, let's join your brothers for 
a round of Mario Kart. It's about time I kicked your ass at that game again." 


"Oh, you're so on, Dadza." 


When Tommy, Wilbur, and Techno begin the lazy walk back to the boarding house, it's already 
evening, the golden sun setting to the west and lighting their way home. Sundays with their father 
are always special, for he is the only blood the young brothers have in the entirety of Oregon. Phil 
cares about his three sons so much, even if he hasn't always been able to provide them with the 
most luxurious of lives. 


"Techno, where are you going?" Wilbur asks, as Techno begins to veer from their path. "Home's 
this way, you drunkard." 


"I know that, dimwit. I have to make a pitstop, but you two can go on without me." 
Tommy nudges him. "What kind of pitstop?" 
"A private one. No more questions, please. I'll see you both at dinner." 


Wilbur shrugs and says, "All right, I suppose. Sure you don't need backup? I'm always down to 
scheme with you.." 


"Thanks, Will, but I need to be on my own for a bit. Talk later," finishes Techno. 


The pinkette's brothers wave him off as he takes a sharp turn toward the track, a place he's been 
visiting quite a bit this week. After hearing Phil's advice, Techno has the sudden urge to act on his 
confusing feelings to get closer to Dream. It may just be the worst idea in the history of his entire 
life, but Techno can't keep his secret yearning for Dream bottled up any longer. Techno wants to 
talk to him and at least attempt to comfort the aching boy during these most trying times. He's 
beginning to think maybe Dream doesn't deserve the hand he's been dealt in this brutal existence. 


As per usual, Techno finds himself scaling the fence instead of walking around to the gate and 
letting himself in like a normie. Without having a boost from his twin brother, the climb is a bit 
harder, and Techno actually manages to rip his top up his entire right side. He curses under his 
breath as the metal shredding his clothing digs into his ribs. A clump of Techno's hair gets caught 
in the fence while he stumbles to the ground, less than graceful, but still egotistical as ever. It's not 
the first fall he's taken today, after all. 


"Well, that's not what I meant to do.." 


Techno dusts himself off, not minding the newly acquired rip, as he tries to scout out Dream along 
the blinding sunset. A few bodies are making their rounds, pumping arms and legs with dangling 
headphone wires blowing in the gentle breeze. The first two people pass him, but none of them are 
the built form with shaggy, blonde hair. As the third nears in on him, Techno squints even harder to 
try and put Dream's name to this boy. But, Techno doesn't see Dream. No, a figure with black hair 
and suntanned skin comes jogging up to him instead. 


"Well, well, well," huffs Kye Illumina, wiping the sweat from his forehead. "What brings Techno 
Blade around these parts? It's been awhile. How's suspension going?" 


"Lovely as ever, Illumina. Is Dream here?" 


Illumina guffaws. "What, plan on beating his ass again? That was a good show, Blade. Word 
managed to get around enough for me to hear a certain rumor that you were the one that locked 
Dream in the janitor's closet. That's deliciously evil." 


"Yeah, sure. Evil and shit. My kinda thing. So, you haven't seen him?" Techno questions, quickly 
losing his patience with Illumina. 


The black-haired boy shakes his head. "Not today. Maybe he's given up on trying to defeat me, the 
best runner in this school. In this state!” 


"Are you sure about that?" Techno's expression hardens as he crosses his arms. "Dream's pretty 
fucking fast. Without me here to sabotage him, he might just outrun you on Wednesday." 


"If I didn't know any better, it would seem like you're defending that orphan." 
Techno narrows his eyes. "Good thing you know better. See you Wednesday then, yeah?" 
"Yeah. Good luck on the loser hunt." 


Illumina winks solely to add some salt to Techno's festering wound before taking off again, 
running just as quickly and nimble as before. Techno sighs, resisting the urge to yell something 
heinous in Illumina's direction, before he sulks his way up the metal bleachers, as desolate as ever 
without screaming fans here to fill them. He walks himself up to the very top row and slouches 
down in-between two of the rows of benches. The shimmering sunset lights a halo around Techno, 
causing his apparent sorrow to glow. 


Techno's irises quiver in the evening sun as he imagines Dream sitting next to him, commenting on 
the way earth's brightest star sets perfectly against the football field and creates a haven of beauty 
for a rather insignificant portion of this seemingly infinite planet. If only he were here, maybe, 

just maybe, Techno's dead heart wouldn't feel so cold. 


Or, maybe, it would feel even colder. 


The crickets are humming rather loudly when Techno finally makes his way up the stoop of 
Boarding House 7, rather groggy and ready for a good night's sleep in his own bed. Today's 
internal monologue has completely drained him, leaving Techno more conflicted than ever before. 
Chatters from the dining room trail into the parlor as Techno steps inside his home with a rather 
drawn out sigh. He sneaks his way down the hall to spy on his precious boys, but they notice his 
presence immediately. 


"There you are, Techno!" exclaims Fundy, fluttering his nose like curious animal. "Where've you 


been? Your plate's getting cold!" 

Techno slips into the chair beside Wilbur. "I had some business. What're we eating?" 
"Pasta," answers Ranboo, to the surprise of everyone else. "Uh.. it's uh.. Tubbo's favorite." 
"He's right," Tubbo affirms, a tomato sauce stain on his left cheek. 

The pinkette grins. "Good to know. Say, has anyone seen Dream? Figured he'd be at dinner." 


"Actually, he's been holed up in his room all day. I don't think I've seen the muffin's door open a 
single time," answers Bad, gently piercing a noodle with his fork. 


"All day?" Techno raises an eyebrow, pushing his plate away. "Like, he didn't even go running 
earlier? That's so unlike him.." 


Karl slides an arm around Techno's back. "Why do you care?" 


"I don't. I just want to get some work down on our English midterm while the book he made me 
read is still fresh in my mind." 


Tommy snickers to himself, eyeing Wilbur from across the table. "It's rather funny that you're 
being forced to work with the orphan. I bet he's even more insufferable one-on-one!" 


The table of close friends erupts into laughter, Bad covering his mouth so as not to alert the other 
boys he finds humor in Tommy's comment. They don't point out his sorry attempt at keep the 
peace, for there is no such thing as peace when Clay Dream is in the equation. Techno finds 
himself doing exactly what Phil told him not to: feeling sorry for himself. He's not the one that 
deserves pity here, no, for every little bad thought these kids have about Dream has been implanted 
by Techno himself. 


"I'm not quite hungry tonight, fellas. Tell Housemother I'm sorry," Techno mutters, skittering up 
from the table so he doesn't heave his lunch out of embarrassment. 


Techno gathers himself in the hall before taking a few deep breaths and heading toward Dream's 
room. As usual, it's closed. Techno rapidly knocks, pressing his ear up to the door to try and hear 
any movement. A far away, smallish sound echoes from beyond the door, but the hot-headed 
pinkette cannot concentrate long enough to make out what's happening. Housemother passes 
Techno as he listens in on Dream, sparking an idea in his irrational mind. 


"Housemother!" He jogs after her, catching the woman right before she can enter the dining room. 
"What's Dream doing?" 


"Hello, Dave. I don't think he's feeling well today. He hasn't left his room since this morning." 
The pinkette sucks on his bottom lip for comfort. "Is it.. to do with his illness?" 


Housemother shrugs. "You'll have to ask him yourself. I suggest just leaving him alone, though. He 
needs his rest, Dave." 


"I don't think I can do that, but thank you. Tubbo's making a mess, by the way." 


She sighs and turns to the dinning room while shouting, "Toby Smith, you better not be putting 
noodles in your nostrils again!" 


"Again? Whatever.." Techno switches his attention back to Dream's room, knocking loudly on the 


wooden door. "I don't care if you're decent or not; I'm coming in!" 


Techno twists the handle so violently that it almost comes off in his hand, but he doesn't care. His 
brown eyes double in size upon seeing the contorted figure softly moaning and weeping in the 
hospital-esque bed. There Dream lies, covered in sweat with fiery cheeks and a canopy of hair that 
is plastered to his forehead. Tears trickle down his wet face as his limbs twitch, fingers flexing and 
unflexing with each strained breath. 


"What's happened to you? Dream? Dream! Please, talk to me.." demands Techno, pushing Dream's 
hair back and wiping away some of the sweat with his sleeve. 


"Techno, I'm.. I'm having.. a pain crisis," Dream mutters, between exasperated groans of agony. 


The pinkette hesitantly cups Dream's cheek, just so that their eyes can finally meet. "What's a pain 
crisis? What can I do for you?" 


"My blood cells.. are blocking the blood flow in my back and chest.. Techno, it hurts so much. It 
hurts so fucking much.." He audibly whimpers, nuzzling into Techno's touch. "It feels like I'm 
being repeatedly stabbed.. It won't subside, not even for a fucking second.." 


Techno climbs over the guardrail, placing a hand under Dream's sweaty head and another under his 
back. "We're getting you to the hospital right now.." 


"No, no.. I can't move, Techno. I can't.. Oh god, it's like every atom in my body is being crushed!" 
Dream exclaims, fretfully grasping for Techno's hand. "Please, don't make me go.. I can't handle 
being in there, Techno. It's so cold and lonely, even lonelier than living here." 


He tries to ignore that painful comment as Techno let's Dream's fingertips dig into his hand, 
saying, "Please, Dream. I know you hate it there, but you need proper treatment. If your doctor's so 
insistent on chemotherapy, then I think he's right, Dream." 


More tears creep down Dream's face as a particularly strangled cry escapes his throat. "Please, 
don't leave me. I can't be alone there, Techno." 


"Of course, not. I'm right here, okay? I'm right here, and I may be terrible company and responsible 
for trying to ruin your life and all around a shit person, but I'm not going to let you suffer through 
this alone, all right? I won't leave your side." 


Dream's door opens, and Housemother calls in, "Is everything all right?" 


"He's having a pain crisis! Call an ambulance!" Techno begs, rubbing Dream's arm to bring him 
solace. "Please, what can I do?" 


"Stay.." Dream breathily moans, attempting a half-lidded smile. "Just stay with me." 


Housemother shouts something Techno doesn't register, followed by Housefather's name and this 
or that about 911. Techno nestles himself beside Dream, continuously wiping the fresh tears from 
his splotchy face and tracing the back of his hand with the pad of his thumb. He steals a page right 
out of Phil's book by humming a sleepy tune from his childhood. Dream's body shakes as he buries 
his face in Techno's thigh. Before too long, the whole house is loud and chaotic as the boys 
previously scarfing down dinner fight to peek at Techno comforting Dream while the blonde 
counterpart screams and cries. 


Flashing lights and unbearably loud sirens drown out Dream's sounds of torment as Techno 
continues caressing him and softly humming. Techno's one track mind has to fight to stay on course 


during Dream's breakdown, for he's not used to keeping his anger on the inside. And, yes, this 
whole scene makes him incredibly angry because he wants to take Dream's pain away, but all he 
can do is pretend to be the bigger person as Dream begs him to not let go of his hand. Techno 
eventually has to, for the paramedics need him out of the way to haul Dream onto the gurney. 


Dream's horrifically pained eyes stay attached to Techno as he's wheeled away into the ambulance 
and driven off into the seemingly eternal darkness. Techno's heart races as Housemother puts an 
arm around his neck, eyes wet with sorrow. Housefather stands back with the rest of the boys, all 
sharing the same look of panic and confusion. Techno can't face them right now, though, for his 
emotions are too flamed to handle explaining why he reacted the way he did towards Dream. 


Instead of sticking around to comfort Housemother or give his piece to his drifting friends, Techno 
balls his fists up and begins walking outside with no real destination in mind. If Dream's going to 
be alone tonight, then Techno deserves to suffer the same fate. 


Only one thing is for certain now: everything has changed, and Techno can no longer act as if he's 
the only person that the world revolves around, for Clay Dream's survival is more important to 
Techno than even his own pride. 


How pathetic. 
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Keeping Me Alive 


Chapter Summary 


"They said love was a thing of the past; 
That these days, nothing ever lasts. 
This old world is movin' too fast... 


And it feels so good to know; 

I got you where you belong. 

Here in my heart, right by my side; 
Honey, you're getting me by. 


Yeah, you're keeping me alive." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 8 is here, at last! As a little update on my posting schedule, I'll say for now 
that a new chapter will come about once a week. Sunday has been working well for 
me lately~ Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The level ground-so cold, lonely, and hard—has become a key part of Techno's world over the past 
couple of weeks. His eyes focus in on the sky, no longer able to hear the cheers and screams 
around him. The voices aren't discernable anymore, and Techno's beginning to believe that they 
never have been. What's the point of being praised and adored if one can't be bothered to listen to 
the joyous cries anymore? 


"Blade, what the hell is your problem?!" shouts Techno's coach, yanking him up from the ground 
by a limp hand. "You've been distant, unfocused, uncoordinated, and flat out terrible at fencing 
lately. Care to explain?" 


Techno's cheeks flush as he looks around at the crowd of students intently watching him, ears 
perked and mouths slightly agape with worry. He leans down to grab his new sabre from the foam 
covering spread out on the concrete. The embarrassed pinkette merely shrugs his shoulders and 
casts his gaze down to the floor so as not to make eye contact. The coach sighs and begins pulling 
Techno away. 


"Throw Manifold and Callahan onto the practice mat while I talk to Blade." 


The two step away from the fencing circle as the onlookers begin hollering for the new 
competitors. "Is this necessary?" asks Techno. 


"Yes, it's damn necessary, Blade. You're the best damn fencer for miles around, but suddenly, 
you've been acting as though you've never held a sabre in your life. Wanna tell me what this is 
about?" 


"I don't know, Coach. I've been a little distracted lately, sure, but I don't think I'm bad.." 


The coach snorts. "Seriously? You just let a sophomore knock you down. I'm disappointed in you, 
kid. Right disappointed." 


Techno sighs and yanks the helmet from his head, staticky waves falling like pink snow. "Well, I 
can't help it! Maybe I'm just not cut out to fence anymore.." 


"Not cut out to fence? Blade, you were made to fence. Whatever's on your mind, you have to put it 
aside. This is your future, your livelihood, on the line, and I don't want you to give it all up for a 
teenage moment of angst. Are you hearing me?" 


The pinkette rolls his eyes and grumbles, "Yes, Coach." 


"Good. Now, go home and get some rest. If you're not back to normal by this week's match, I might 
have to think about subbing you out. Do you really want that?" 


Techno bites his lip, eyebrows drawing together. "No, Coach. I'll do better." 
He nods. "Hope so. Go on, Blade." 
"Peace out." 


At his first cue to run off, Techno immediately takes it. He starts heading away from the activity 
hall, peeking inside the nearby building as wrestlers practice in one window and the varsity 
basketball team in another. Techno much prefers training outside, even if the spills he's been taking 
are much less comfortable out here. He likes the fresh air, likes the crowds that gather around him 
and his peers to watch them expertly duel with their beautiful swords. Well, he used to, anyways. 
Now, everything just feels painfully bland. 


"Techno!" Karl calls, waving his hands in the air as his brown curls bob in the breeze. "There's my 
precious boyfriend. How was practice?" 


Karl delicately leans in, placing his soft lips against Techno's as his palms grip onto those bony 
hips. Techno's reddened hands cup Karl's plump cheeks as their mouths graze in a simplistic, 
loving touch of two souls colliding as one. When Techno pulls back, Karl is grinning widely. 


"Not the best. I'm still fucking up like crazy." 


"Aww, poor baby. Maybe you're coming down with something. Are you hydrated? Have you been 
taking your multivitamins? You don't have mono, do you?" 


Techno tries to laugh while shaking his head. "I don't have mono, Karl." 


"That's a relief." Karl intertwines their fingers as the boys begin idling in the direction of Boarding 
House 7. "Are you.. worried about Dream?" 


"What?! No way. I told you and everyone else in the house, I just instinctively reacted. I'm sure he 
was doing the same thing that night. You know how I feel about Dream." 


Karl tightens his grip on Techno's hand. "I know.. It's just, you've been acting really off since he 
went to the hospital. I can't believe you didn't tell any of us he was sick!" 


"Well, I'm not that kind of person. Would you want me to tell people if you had a terminal illness?" 


The older sighs. "That's not the point. You love me, Techno. You hate Clay Dream. Why keep his 


secret?" 


"Can we please not talk about Dream? I really don't want to spend the rest of my shitty morning 
thinking about him of all people," Techno groans, letting the tip of his sabre scrape against the 
ground as he walks. 


"Yeah. Sorry, Techno. Let's just get home and decide with the boys where we're going out tonight." 
Techno nods, half-smiling. "As long as it's nothing too stressful. I'm not in the mindset for fun." 
"You will be by tonight," Karl assures, kissing Techno's nearest cheek. 


Karl begins humming and bopping his head as they pass the fenced in football field, everyone on 
the track team practicing for their next meet. Techno can see Fundy steadily running as his fox tails 
sways back and forth. Illumina passes him in strides, black hair glistening in the morning sun. His 
heart uncontrollably aches, desperately wishing Dream was out there too with his lime green 
hoodie pulled up to his elbows. He has to force himself to look away. 


"Hey, Karl?" Techno asks, looking back to his boyfriend. 
"What is it, my love?" 


The younger twitches his bejeweled nose, as piggy-shaped as ever, and points the end of his sabre 
at Karl. "Thank you for sticking beside me. You're the only one I really trust in the house." 


"Techno, I love you so much. I'll always be your person, okay?" Karl taps Techno's chin so that 
their heads are level as he steals another quick kiss. "It's you and me forever, and nothing can come 
between us." 


Clothes from the closet and dresser have been torn out from their proper places and spread out 
across the floor. Books are everywhere, pages splayed open and stuffed in every corner of the 
room that they shouldn't be. Pillows and blankets have been ripped off of both twin beds and tossed 
into the hallway to be ignored until later. The desk is ransacked, the chair is tipped over sideways, 
and Wilbur's guitar is placed across the rest of the junk on the ground. Still, the lime green hoodie 
is nowhere in sight. 


Techno lets out a loud huff, on he cusp of mentally snapping, as he surveys the wreckage. He's 
completely demolished their living space over the past hour, yet the hoodie he stole from Dream 
and hid under his bed has completely disappeared. Techno hasn't touched it since he got home from 
the track meet on the day that he locked Dream in the janitor's closet, so that means 

that somebody has. The bright pinkette has a slight suspicion that the person who broke his sabre is 
directly responsible for taking Dream's sacred hoodie from him. 


Unable to handle any more pointless searching, Techno steps over the grizzly mess and into the 
hall where his and Wilbur's bedding lies. He'll have to clean this up before his twin sees, but 
luckily, he's playing a heated game of Monopoly in the common room with Fundy, Bad, and Alex, 
so that should keep Wilbur busy for awhile. Techno is well aware that they allowed Tubbo to be 
the banker, for he's been periodically yelling about how rich he is. Techno tiptoes past the staircase 
as he hones in on a very specific room. He knocks profusely until the door opens. 


"Oh.. Hi, Techno. Fundy's downstairs," says Ranboo, his voice a bit pitchy from strain. 


The older nods. "I know. May I come in?" 


"In here..?" 
"Yes, please.” 
Ranboo trips over his own feet as he motions Techno inside. "Of course! Make yourself at home.." 


Techno surveys the living quarters as he steps inside. It's painfully clear who lives on what side of 
the room, for on one half, the walls are decorated with huge prints of hyperrealistic, animal-esque 
beings in rather strange outfits. Their fur is multicolored, and those huge eyes boring into Techno's 
soul glint with a certain hint of mischief. Below the posters, about twenty stuffed animals line the 
Pokémon bedsheets. There's a short dress clearly meant for a sexy maid costume lying on the 
headboard, along with an array of detachable tails in different sizes and colors. 


The other side of the room? Well, it's ominously blank. 


"Nice place you have here," Techno comments, choosing to lower himself to the floor rather than 
sit on either of the strange beds. "Can we talk about something?" 


Ranboo scrambles to sit next to him, his two-toned bangs shielding his heterochromia as he flops 
down. "Sure.. Did I do something wrong? Are you mad at me?" 


"No! Nothing like that, Ranboo. Do you.. uh.. remember what we did to Dream in the locker room 
a few weeks back?" 


"When we trapped him in that closet without his inhaler and then ran off so that he wouldn't be 
eligible to compete in the first round of a serious of determining matches that could get him to 
nationals, making a name for himself and building a pathway for the entire life ahead of him? No, I 
don't think about it all that much." 


Techno watches as Ranboo's eyes glue on the journal on his bedside table. Do Not Read, it warns 
on the front cover. Ranboo doesn't blink, doesn't even breathe, as he stares at it, almost to make 
sure it doesn't up and walk away. Techno swallows down the lump in his throat and attempts to 
reel Ranboo's attention back in by waving a hand in front of his face. 


"Hey, I.. I am sorry for involving you in my drama with Dream. I shouldn't have made you 
participate in my bullshit. Can you forgive me?" he asks, furrowing his eyebrows. 


The younger's lips quiver as he softly smiles. "Yeah, Techno. I know how much you hate Dream, 
so I understand." 


"Actually, can I admit something to you? You have to promise not to tell anyone." Ranboo nods, 
drawing an X over his heart. "Thank you. I don't hate Dream. I know I've been trying to play off 
what happened that night as just a natural reaction or pity, but.. I think I kinda like Dream." 


Ranboo gasps. "You what?! But, Techno, he's your sworn enemy! How could you be friends with 
your sworn enemy?" 


The pinkette sighs, pulling his knees up against his chest and squinting at one of the furries on the 
wall in front of him. "I don't think I can ever be friends with him. It's only slightly eating me away 
on the inside, though. I'm so unsure of what to do next, Ranboo. I feel like a whole different person 
when I'm around him." 


"How so?" Ranboo gently asks, mimicking his position. 


Techno shrugs. "It's like I have a purpose. Like he can see through me, so I don't have to pretend to 


be something I'm not. Am I crazy, Boo?" 

"No, I don't think so. But, I think the other boys would presume so." 

"That's why it's imperative you keep this to yourself." 

Ranboo nods, his bangs swishing with the movement. "I won't tell anyone but my memory book." 


"You mean your diary? Okay, fine, but make sure nobody snatches it from you.. You never know 
what's safe and what's not safe around here." 


"What do you mean by that?" questions Ranboo, raising an eyebrow. 
The older nibbles on his tongue ring. "Do you think anyone in the house is out to get me, Boo?" 
His pupils dilate. "W-what?" 


"Like.. willing to sabotage me? Maybe they're just pretending to be my friend, or whatever I am 
with you boys. I thought we were all loyalists around these parts, but I'm beginning to think that 
one of us is a rat," Techno explains. 


"I wouldn't know, but.." Ranboo glances around the room, almost as if he's expecting to spot 
another person hiding amongst them. "Keep your guard up. That's all I can say." 


Techno has to hold his breath to keep himself from hyperventilating now, for it's almost perfectly 
clear to him that he's being targeted. Both Dream and Ranboo know something that Techno 
doesn't, but at least he can cross them off the list of possible culprits. He wants to also mentally 
mark off his brothers, for surely neither of them would try to hurt him, as well as his boyfriend, 
Karl. Right? 


Both Ranboo and Techno stand up at once as Techno glances down at the watch on his wrist. It's 
half past noon now, and Techno knows he needs to be fixing up his room and emotionally 
preparing himself for the return of the sick blonde he hasn't seen in two weeks. They step into the 
hall together as Techno pictures Dream, wondering if he'll look the same as before or weaker, 
paler, and in even more pain. Techno doesn't know much about what he's been going through in 
the hospital except that he's been in immense agony. Oh, how he would never audibly admit to 
missing Dream. 


"TECHNO BLADE, WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO TO OUR ROOM?!" 


The metallic flavor of fresh blood prickles across Techno's tongue as his teeth relentlessly dig into 
his tender and ever-so-swollen lips for the fifth time in the past ten minutes. They pulsate with 
each strip of torn off skin, but he can't stop himself. His eyes have been trained on the door for 
what feels like forever and a day. Ranboo sits beside him, unblinking and barely even breathing 
anymore, for the tension is too thick to choke down. How much longer now? 


At last, the doorknob begins to jiggle, and Techno and Ranboo jump up from the wooden stair 
they'd been uncomfortably sitting on. The hinges squeak as the door slightly creaks forward. 
Techno's fingertips itch to grab it and yank it fully open, but Ranboo's presence at his side keeps 
him grounded. A hand peers into view, followed by a body.. but it's not who Techno wants to see. 


"Where is he?" Techno asks, trying to see past Housemother. 


"Shh, we have visitors," Housemother answers, stepping aside to let a man and woman her own age 
into the boarding house. "Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Frost, to our lovely abode." 


The couple's curious eyes pan across the parlor, taking in the sight of such a rustic inn. The woman, 
with her hair pulled back into a tight bun, removes the shawl from her shoulders and drapes it on 
the coatrack resting by the door. The man's expression remains painfully neutral, almost hinting at 
boredom, as he places his suit jacket next to the shawl. 


"Hurry along, Clay," Mr. Frost calls, into the outside world. 


Techno's breath hitches as soft footsteps idle just beyond his line of sight until he comes spying 
around the corner, a light grey sweater falling loosely over his torso. He's lost weight, almost as if 
the muscle he's acquired from running has drained away overnight. Er, well, over two weeks worth 
of nights. At least the redness in his cheeks and on the tip of his upturned nose is back, 
accentuating the freckles that Techno unknowingly missed seeing so much. 


"Aren't you going to introduce us to your friends, Clay?" asks Mrs. Frost, motioning to a very 
stunned looking Ranboo and Techno. "Very interesting hair, boys.." 


"Oh, uh, yeah, sure. Techno, Ranboo.. these are my foster parents, Cara and Ant Frost. Pink hair is 
Techno; super tall is Ranboo." 


Cara extends her hand to Techno, staring right into his eyes. "Techno. We've heard much 
about you." 


The pinkette's heart skips a beat. "Lovely. It's very nice to meet you." 


"That's enough social interaction," Dream pipes in, stealing Techno's gaze from Mrs. Frost. "Can 
we continue now?" 


Housemother nods. "Of course. My husband is away at his main job right now, but I can take you 
both through the set-up before we move onto Clay's room. Follow me." 


"Distract them for me, please," whispers Techno, into Ranboo's ear. 
"Got it." 


Techno waits for Housemother to begin leading the Frosts up the steps before pulling Dream 
through the still open front door. Almost as if the sudden gesture has taken all the air from his 
lungs, Techno breathlessly pushes Dream up against the brick. Dream doesn't fight him as their 
eyes switch from right to left and back again, multiple times over. 


"I am so sorry," Techno murmurs, through clenched teeth. 
"Don't be.." 


The older rubs his hands over his cheeks in dissonance, trying to decide whether he should smack 
Clay Dream or fall into his arms. "I've thought about you every single day, begging Housemother 
and Housefather to let me see you." 


"They must think you're pathetic," humors Dream, though his serious expression hardens. 


Techno begins biting his lips again. "I am. I'm pathetic as fuck, Dream, but that doesn't stop me 
from being driven crazy. What was it like in there, huh? Everything you thought it would be?" 


Dream drops to the ground, sitting against the brick as he intently watches the gravel driveway. A 
bird pecks at something dead, not minding the exchange happening just feet in front of it. The 
cloudy sky lets out teardrops that aren't big enough to leave more than a pinprick on flustered skin. 
Still, it's enough for Techno to notice, and maybe that's all that matters to Mother Nature. 


"Worse. Cara and Ant showing up made the pain that much more unable to bear. I wished you'd 
come, but I'm used to being let down, so I wasn't that surprised when the days turned to weeks." 


"When... when did it start subsiding?" Techno slides down the brick, grimacing right next to Dream 
as he swallows down the lump in his throat. "I want you to tell me everything.." 


The blonde finally looks to him again, eyebrows drawn together without a hint of a smile on his 
mouth. "A couple days ago. I was fucked up on a lot of morphine for a decent chunk of my stay. 
Every time the low doses would ware off, I'd wake up and scream, begging for someone, 
something, anything to put me out of my misery." 


"What's going to happen to you, Dream? Are you dying? Please, be honest with me.. I have no 
right to know, but I want to." 


Dream rips his gaze away, eyes sparkling with moisture. Techno's stomach pangs, but he cannot 
find it within himself to regret asking. He's missed Dream so much, and not knowing the truth can 
no longer spare him. Whatever they are—sworn enemies, acquaintances, mere English partners—it 
doesn't matter. 


"I'm starting chemotherapy, Techno. Since I'm not a legal adult, I did not have a say in the matter. 
Dr. Astor finally took his advice over to Ant and Cara, and they signed off on it. I have no choice. 
I'm done running for the rest of forever, even though my forever is about thirty-five fucking years. 
I'm so angry! So fucking angry.." 


"What?! How can they do that? Dream, you don't even live with them!" 


The younger hastily wipes at his eyes. "I'd soon rather die than give up on running. I have no 
authority over myself, though. It's over for me. I'm never getting to nationals. You should be 
happy, shouldn't you? This is what you wanted, Techno! My downfall is here! Why aren't you 
celebrating?" 


"Dream, stop.." 

"The orphan is dying!" 

"Dream.." 

"Three cheers for the sick boy! He's losing everything!" 
"Dream..!" 

"It's all over now!" 

"DREAM!" 


Techno grabs onto Dream's flaming cheeks, wet eyes to wet eyes. Salty tears drip from Dream's 
waterlines, trailing down Techno's hands and marking his body with the sorrow that the orphan boy 
always carries with him, hidden to the world, but not to Techno Blade. Dream slumps into Techno's 
arm, and the boys hold each other tight as tears stain the backs of each other's shirts. The blonde's 
fingers dig into Techno's skin with uncomfortable force, but Techno doesn't stop him. He'll never 


stop him. 
"Clay! Clay, where'd you run off to?" Cara calls, from inside the house. 
Dream pulls back, swatting at his nose. "We've gotta go back.." 


"Wait! Wait, Dream.. What are they even doing here?" Techno questions, unable to let go of 
Dream's sleeve. "What if we could convince them together, huh? That you need to get to nationals 
before chemo.." 


"It's no use, Techno. They're here to assess the place and decide whether I should keep receiving 
treatment in my own quarters or.. be moved into a hospital, full-time." 


The pinkette shakes his head. "What? You go to the hospital all the time anyways! There's no need 
to move you into one.." 


"Not just the local hospital, Techno. A university hospital in New York that can monitor me 24/7 
and conduct studies on the lonesome orphan with dead parents that's dying of sickle cell disease at 
seventeen." 


"No! No, no, NO! That's not going to happen. Look at me, Dream." So much tension and pent up 
rage stands between them, but it feels all velvety smooth when their hands collide and interlock 
like they were made for one another. "You're going to nationals, Clay Dream, and I'm going to 
stand by you through it all. No one's taking you away, okay? You're the best speedrunner in the 
pacific northwest, and sickle cell anemia isn't going to take that away from you just yet. Don't give 
up on yourself! Hear me? I simply won't allow it!" 


The younger lowly giggles, squeezing Techno's thin hands between his own. "Why do you care so 
much? This isn't how this is supposed to be.." 


"Maybe we're destined to be rivals, but that doesn't mean we can't also give a damn. I'll be the first 
to admit it, actually. I care about you, Dream. I care about you so fucking much, and this world 
will have to pry you out of my hands if it insists on stealing you from me. I always get what I want, 
and I want you to live out your teenage dreams." 


Dream's genuine smile makes a special appearance as they both dive back into each other's arms at 
once. "I care about you too. What's your plan with Ant and Cara, huh?" 


Techno squeezes him especially lustfully while responding, "A little secret I like to call Dadza." 


"Are you sure you feel too shitty to go? There's gonna be karaoke, Techno!" exclaims Wilbur, 
clasping his hands together as he pouts out his bottom lip. 


Techno rolls his eyes, pulling the blankets up to his chest. "Sing Mr. Brightside for me." 


"Oh, come on. Everybody who's everybody is gonna be there! You promised you'd be my 
wingman for Niki Nihachu." 


"Have Tommy back you up, Will. He'll probably do better than me, anyways..." Techno lies. 


The brunette adjusts his solid black turtleneck and flicks the singular hoop of shimmering gold 
hooked in his left earlobe. "At least tell me how good I look." 


"You look wonderful, brother. Niki's going to fall in love, okay? Really, I'd like to get some sleep 


now. 
Wilbur sticks his tongue out. "All right, Techie. I'll see you when I get home, yeah?" 
"Yeah. Goodnight, Will." 


The younger twin sweetly smiles while waving, shutting his bedside lamp off before he leaves. As 
soon as Wilbur walks through the doorway, Karl enters. He's looking just as beautiful as usual, 
curls cropped right above his downturned eyes. Karl's wearing a vintage sweater with pink paisleys 
embroidered into the fabric and a pair of ripped skinny jeans that conform to the curve of his 
thighs. 


"Hey, Techno," Karl whispers, sitting on the edge of Techno's bed and cupping his boyfriend's 
face. "I'm so sad you don't feel well enough to hang tonight. I know things have been rough lately, 
but I just want you to know that I'm here for you, okay? Things are gonna start getting better." 


"Thanks, Karl. You guys have fun tonight. But.. not too much fun, 'kay?" 


Karl nods and leans down to kiss his forehead. "Never. If you're not asleep when we all get back 
home, maybe we could.. uh.. spend the night together? I'm sure I can talk Alex into bunking with 
Wilbur for the night.." 


Techno tries to grin. "Yeah. Goodnight." 


"Goodnight, sweet boy," says Karl, his fingertips caressing across Techno's nose and lips before 
finally leaving. 


The pinkette turns over in his bed, shutting his eyes tightly to try and force himself into a hazy 
sleep. He can hear the distant sound of feet pattering outside in the hallway as his housemates 
prepare for a Saturday night on the town. Normally, Techno is keen on being the center of 
attention when hanging out with friends, but the party is just not in him right now. It hasn't been for 
quite awhile, to be perfectly honest. 


Unable to find comfort in his position, Techno flips over once again, letting out a huge sigh. His 
joints can't seem to agree with the mattress. His heart and mind sure as hell can't handle sleep. 
Techno exasperatedly sits up, hair falling around his shoulders. He aches for something he can't 
quite put his finger on, but he knows he'll have no chance of finding it by playing sick in bed. 
Techno quickly ties his waves up, baby hairs refusing to be tamed by the ponytail holder. 


"What's happened to you, Techno?" he asks his reflection, squinting into the darkened mirror as he 
steps across the room. "You're supposed to be strong. Blood-thirsty. Powerful. Everyone is 
supposed to be loyal to you. Where did you go wrong?" 


"Who're you talking to you?" questions a voice, from the other side of his door. 
Techno spins around, startled as ever. "Dream? You scared me!" 

"Sorry. I was wandering around when I heard you talking.." 

"Do you wander a lot?" 


Dream's eyes flit down to the floor. "Sometimes. It's how I keep my blood flowing. I don't 
particularly like when my appendages turn blue and are cold to the touch.. So, why aren't you 
going out tonight?" 


The older shrugs, nearing the doorway. "I don't feel like being social." 
"That's a first for you. Anything you wanna talk about?" 
Techno rolls his eyes. "No thanks. I'm not one to discuss feelings, whatever those are." 


"Well, you seem to have a lot of feelings for the new boyfriend of yours," Dream comments, 
raising an eyebrow. 


"So, you heard about that? Yeah, I guess we're dating." 


The blonde crosses the threshold between their two worlds, entering Techno and Wilbur's room 
with only a slight bit of hesitation. "You guess? What does that mean?" 


"Nothing at all, Dream." 
"Ominous. I suppose I'll leave you be now, Techno. Goodnight, okay?" 


Dream begins to step out of the bedroom, but Techno can't help himself any longer. He rushes over 
to the younger and pulls him back into the room. Dream is smirking, which makes Techno's skin 
crawl with imminent and unfathomable anger, a complete and total reaction. Still, he doesn't let go 
of Dream's shoulder. 


"Don't leave me." 


He side-eyes Techno. "What, so you get to leave me when I want you to stay, but I'm supposed to 
stay when you want me to?" 


"Yes," Techno boldly answers, refusing to back down. 
"Okay, Techno. I'll stay with you." 


Techno quietly shuts his bedroom door and guides Dream over to his bed. He climbs in first, 
beckoning Dream to lie on top of the sheets with him. When they used to look at each other in the 
eyes, it was always with so much hate and dread, but now, it feels like talking without saying a 
single word at all. They face each other, silently breathing in each other's personal spaces, as 
Techno slowly slinks his hand up Dream's side. 


"Can I ask you a question?" softly mumbles Techno. 
Dream nods. "Anything at all." 


The pinkette's fingertips gently rub across Dream's back. "How does it make you feel when I touch 
you?" 


"Terrified... Sublime.." 
"Come here, Dream," Techno murmurs. 


Techno opens his arms, allowing Dream to curl up in his grip and nuzzle his chest. Dream's body 
slightly quivers as he wraps his own arms around Techno and twirls the ends of that silky hair, as 
bubblegum pink as ever, around his fingers. Techno's eyes finally manage to stay closed for the 
first time in days. With Dream safely tucked in his arms, everything that's been fighting within 
Techno's brain is silenced, welcoming a world of serenity and all encompassing peace. 


"Never let me go.." 


Chapter End Notes 


Is all of this seemingly endless slow burn about to pay off? Stay tuned to find out! 
Kudos are much appreciated. :) Follow me on Twitter, @ phantomsunsets, for daily 
updates and chaotic posts. Ever since starting this account, I've met many wonderful 
people and am so glad to call them my friends. Leave a comment with theories, 
critiques, general thoughts, or questions below! I read and love 'em all. :D <3 


When The Time Comes 


Chapter Summary 


"Someday soon, you'll come around; 

You know where I can be found. 

When your heart feels right, seek me out; 
We can talk more then, babe, but right now... 


I just want to let you know that I will stand by you; 
Through whatever might come, wherever you run. 
Will you stand by me when the time comes?" 


Chapter Notes 


Happy Sunday! Here is Chapter 9, the LONGEST installment of You Wreck Me 
ever!! I'm very proud of this one. Hope you enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Vanilla earthquakes rattle the ocean floors of velvet, opening up and swallowing the bitter deep in 
tumultuous waves. The liquid glass gurgles as the earth drinks it in, taking the cosmic dust and 
ancient dirt with it. Roaring winds of neon daisies and raw glycerin fill the vacant void where the 
oceans can no longer rule. This mock, unending beauty exists only here, where the two boys hold 
hands, swirling away in the forever sun-kissed tide. 


"WAKE THE FUCK UP!" demands the booming voice of God. 


The planet stops shaking as the crust reforms, pushing the salty society of water back into place. 
The glass settles again, nice and steady, to house the ecosystems of sea-breathing livelihoods. 
Their hands part as they're thrown into the sky daisies and elemental clouds, Techno's eyes ripping 
open and pupils shrinking to pinpricks at once. 


Above Techno's bed stands a vibrant and fiery figure cast in painful sunlight. Wilbur glares down 
at him, and Techno doesn't think too much of it at first, only feeling rash annoyance with a hint of 
the weekend lust to sleep in. That is, until, Techno takes notice of the boy still lazily wrapped in his 
bare arms. Dream's messy hair tickles his nose as he drools directly onto Techno's chest, mouth 
agape, sleeping through the chaos happening around him. 


"Wilbur.." Techno whispers. 
"I know my fucking name! Is that thing in your bed dead?" 


Techno begins to violently swat at Dream's back to get him to wake up, wiping the fresh saliva 
from his mouth in the process. His heavy-lidded orbs slowly open, a smile forming on his red, wet 
mouth as he smiles at the pinkette his arms are cuddles around. Dream nuzzles back into Techno's 
chest, tightening his grip. 


"Good morning, sunshine," he mumbles, absent-mindedly twirling a lock of pink around his pointer 
finger. 


Wilbur leans down to Dream's eye level. "Wake up, sleepy bitch! What the hell is happening in 
here, huh? Both of you, explain yourselves at once!" 


"Oh, shit.." Dream's joints sound as if they're shattering as he untangles himself from Techno and 
sits upright at the end of the bed. "It's not at all what it looks like.." 


"Well, then what the fuck is it, huh? Jesus Christ, Techno! Ya know, when we all got home last 
night, Karl was so excited to come up here and see you! I had to lie to him and force him not to 
come wake you and find you canoodling with your sworn enemy! So, what, you're cheating on 
your boyfriend with the dirty cretin of the boarding house, huh? Tell me, Techno Blade!" 


The older twin clenches his fists while snarling at Wilbur. "I'm not cheating on Karl! How could 
you accuse me of something like that?" 


"Dream was in your arms all night!" Wilbur shouts, smashing his palms against his temples with an 
irate tone. "Who are you? And, what are you trying to prove?" 


Dream stumbles to his feet, blocking Wilbur and Techno from viewing each other with hate boiling 
in their eyes. "Wilbur, this is my fault. I came in here last night, completely unprompted, and 
guilted Techno into letting me stay. We didn't do anything you suspect, okay? If you want to be 
mad at someone, choose me. Techno didn't undermine Karl.. or you." 


Wilbur snorts. "He undermined me by bringing you in here to start with. I suggest you run off to 
your little ant hill, ‘kay? You will not corrupt my brother any further. GET OUT!" 


"Yes, fine. Sorry, Wilbur. Sorry.. Techno.." 


The blonde gives Techno a pained look as he races out of the twin's bedroom. Techno feels his 
heart lurch for the warm body that he slept so soundly and comfortably with last night. With Dream 
next to him, everything bad in Techno's complicated life with so many differing emotions seems to 
dissolve away into a symbiosis that he can comprehend.. and Jove. Wilbur gazes sorrowfully at his 
dearest brother, his twin that has always been beside him, as Techno mutters an apology and goes 
after Dream, no longer able to keep his yearning at bay. 


"Dream! Wait, please! Don't go!" Techno dashes directly for him, landing right in his arms as they 
share a tight hug, fingertips digging into each other's backs. "We aren't leaving each other, 
remember? I'm fighting for you.." 


Dream is the first to pull away, placing a hand onto Techno's neck as his pulse flutters. "What does 
this make us, Techno? You just ran out on your brother for me.." 


"I don't know, honestly. I just cannot fathom spending a second away from you, okay? Let me in, 
please. Let me into your life." 


Techno falls back into Dream's arms, no longer caring who the hell catches them or belittles 
Techno for taking such a criminal interest in the school's outcast. His eyes shut as Dream's hands 
run the full length of Techno's never-ending hair. Techno buries his face in the nape of Dream's 
neck, relishing in the physical affection that he has only allowed himself to give just a few special 
times in his life. He can tell just by the flush of Dream's skin that he desires Techno's touch just as 
much as he wants to give it. 


"You're in, Techno. Three weeks ago, we were suspended from school for trying to kill each other, 


and now, I want to be with you during every waking moment. You're in my life, Techno. You 
are part of my life, Techno," Dream softly professes. 


The pinkette smiles as those arms squeeze him harder. "Good to know. I'm right here for you. 
What can I do to prove it? I have a lot to make-up for. I've wronged you in the worst ways.." 


Dream's hands clasp Techno's hips. "Come to my doctor's appointment with me today. I could 
really use the emotional support. I could really use.. you." 


"Yes, deal. Then, I'll finally reveal my plan to get your chemotherapy postponed. Do you, uh.. 
mind meeting my dad today?" Techno hesitantly asks, finally pulling back from their second hug. 


"Absolutely not. I have a lot of questions for Mr. Blade." 


Techno lightly giggles as Dream cups both of his cheeks. "I'm sure he'll have just as many for you! 
Come on, Dream. I want breakfast." 


They share a simple, delicate gaze before breaking into a run, heading for the staircase and 
laughing like maniacs as they race each other to the bottom. For one moment in time, they are just 
normal teen boys acting like hyenas on a regular Sunday morning, not caring about school, social 
status, allegiances, or the fact that one of them is getting closer to death with each minute he spends 
getting to know the other rather than trying to halt the rapid advancement of his serious, 

painful, life-threatening disease. 


In fact, they don't even notice the other boy that has been spying on them in the long hallway of the 
1800s boarding house. But, Karl has seen and heard every little aspect of their exchange. 


Dream watches Techno with a slight smile on his lips from his place on the medical table he lies 
on, shirt off and entire abdomen on full display. Techno keeps glancing up from the top of the book 
in his hands, Lord of the Flies, to meet those sparkling eyes before shifting his gaze back down to 
the book. The reading glasses perched on the bridge of his nose don't do him any favors in the 
beauty department, but it seems as though Dream doesn't care. That, or he's just infatuated with the 
space buns Tommy messily tied his hair into over a pancake breakfast. 


"Take a picture; it'll last longer," Techno sneers, flipping the page. 
"Nurse said I'm not supposed to move." 
The pinkette blows a long strand of his bangs away from his eyes. "Since when do you listen?" 


"Is that an insult? I thought we were past that!" Dream rolls his eyes. "Some things never change, I 
guess." 


Techno shakes his head. "Don't get the wrong idea, Dream. We're still rivals. I just happen to not 
despise your presence anymore." 


"I hypothesize that you never did in the first place." 
Another page turns as Techno mumbles, "You'd lose that bet." 
"Good thing I'm not the gambling type." 


The older smirks, resuming his light reading as Dream continues to watch him. The light from the 


nearby window illuminates his pale chest and ribs, but Techno only dares to peek once he's sure 
Dream has cast his gaze to something else in the sterile, eerily quiet room. As summer turns into 
fall just beyond the square of glass, the days seem to become longer while leaving the rich taste of 
autumn on innocent tongues. Techno's mind conjures images of sipping hot chocolate under a 
blanket as the ravens caw into the sunburst evenings. 


Though the air is beginning to crystallize with cool hints of frost, Techno is wearing a thin, black 
camisole that's cropped above his bellybutton. It's much different from anything Wilbur would 
wear, a sucker for beanies and sweaters in the dead of summer, or Tommy's boyish clothing of 
baggy jeans and a handful of solid color tees, for he's yet to grasp the handle of fashion yet. And, 
maybe, just maybe, that's what Dream focuses on when he looks over to Techno who's wetting his 
fingertips with saliva to turn the pages of the book lent from Dream. He's exposed in the spaghetti- 
strapped top, even more exposed than shirtless Dream. Their eyes accidentally lock as they both 
seem to go in for a tasty glance at once. 


"Knock, knock," alerts a voice, as he pushes open the door. "Clay! And, you've brought a lady. Are 
you Clay's girlfriend?" 


Techno lowers the book covering his face and removes his reading glasses. "No, I'm simply his 
associate," Techno answers, purposely deepening his already husky voice. 


The doctor's eyes widen with embarrassment. "My apologies, sir. I'm Dr. Astor. And, you are?" 


"Dave," he confidently asserts, standing at once and extending a hand to the doctor. "But, you can 
call me Techno. Or Dave. I don't particularly care." 


Dr. Astor awkwardly smiles. "Nice to meet you, Dave. Shall we begin, then?" 


"Yeah," Dream answers, placing his palms on his bare stomach. "My vitals have been slightly off 
ever since returning from the hospital, once again. I know I'm not coming on with another pain 
crisis." 


"Those are typical signs of an impending.. something. That something could be anything from a 
stroke, to organ failure, to a simple cold. It's hard to tell. That's why it's imperative we have you on 
chemotherapy treatments within the span of a month." 


Dream sighs. "I figured you'd say that. What if it's just anxiety?" 


The older man shoves his freshly washed hands into a pair of blue gloves as he pulls a medical cart 
to Dream's side. "Is it ever anxiety with sickle cell, Clay? You know better. Stay perfectly still." 


"I'm not even the patient, and I can tell you that's a no. Still, I'm sure you know good and well that 
Dream, here, is a fantastic runner, currently competing against our high school's other champion 
track kid to get to the United States nationals, yes?" Techno asks, nearing the side of the table 
across from Dr. Astor. 


Dr. Astor nods as he uncaps the red lumen and begins scrubbing the tip with an alcohol wipe, eyes 
never leaving his work. "I am. Are you aware that most sickle cell patients do not live past their 
early forties?" 


"I've gathered that. If you think Dream is going to die as young as he is, then why not give him a 
few extra months to achieve his goals in life?" 


At last, those cold eyes meet Techno's blazing ones. "He could very well die before then. His body 
should not be put through a single day more of running." 


The doctor unwraps a syringe printed with the label of "0.9% sodium chloride solution" before 
screwing it into the sanitized lumen and slowly pushing the liquid through his port. Dream's neck 
is straining to watch, and it pains Techno to see him so unnerved. Techno delicately places a hand 
under Dream's neck, easing him to relax and look at him instead of what's happening on his chest. 
The blonde's expression softens as he interlaces his fingers with Techno's free hand. 


"If he doesn't have forever to live, he should have forever to do something that makes him want to 
live. The fact that you stripped this decision from him and went to his foster parents that he don't 
even live with is possibly one of the grossest acts I could ever imagine." 


Dream's lips quiver. "He steals the words right from my mouth." 


"Glad you could bring in some good company, Clay. I do not feel I have to explain my actions, for 
I'm only doing what is best for my patient. Now, if you don't mind, I'm going to continue on with 
the exam," Dr. Astor snaps. 


When the saline syringe is empty, instead of unscrewing it, Dr. Astor begins sucking blood through 
the line until it reaches the tip of the hub. Then, he pushes it back into Dream's body, clearing the 
line again. He repeats this process of drawing blood to the syringe and then feeding it back into 
Dream's chest a few times over. 


"What exactly are you doing?" Techno asks, never one for respecting other's wishes. 
"Aspirating his blood." 
Techno rolls his eyes. "I don't know what that means." 


"I can explain it," Dream pipes, Techno averting his attention back to the boy in the bed. "Dr. Astor 
is drawing my blood for testing, to see what my oxygen level is, the amount of red blood cells in 
my system, and various other things of the sort. It'll be able to tell if my organs are actually failing 
or not." 


The pinkette grins. "Well, aren't you smart?" 


"Trust me, I used to ask the same questions when I was a little boy. It warms my heart to know that 
you're so interested in my health." 


Dr. Astor clears his throat while detaching the saline syringe and hooking a new one into the red 
lumen. "Clay, I feel that we should discuss your chemotherapy treatments." 


Dream lets out a long sigh. "Right now? I still don't plan on going through with this. I'm going to 
do everything in my power to get out of this, you know." 


"Good luck with that, son. The only way you can survive without chemotherapy is.. something too 
risky for me to even talk to you about." 


Both Dream and Techno perk up at this underhanded comment. "What might that be, Doctor? I 
have a right to know!" Dream demands. 


"Give it a rest, Clay. You're more likely to die on the operating table than actually yield results. I 
really think you should just agree with me, this one damn time." 


"Neither of us are agreeing with you! Withholding vital information from your patient is a federal 
offense, and I will spend the rest of my long life working to put you behind bars unless you tell us 
what the fuck this mysterious option is!" shouts Techno, gripping Dream's hand even tighter. 


Dr. Astor groans while removing the new syringe of blood and beginning the painstaking process 
of transferring it to a glass tube. "You are one of the most hotheaded young men I have ever met in 
my fifty-three years on this planet, Dave. 


"Thanks. Now, get to blabbing." 


As soon as the vial is capped, Dr. Astor faces both of the boys. "A bone marrow transplant could, 
in theory, take your disease away. Clay, there is only a 60% survival rate for this operation, and 
that's even if you find a donor, which is 80% impossible. I'm not discussing this any further with 
you, got it? The Frosts signed off on chemotherapy, and that's final. I'm putting my foot down here 
and now. You are getting chemo, Clay!" 


The doctor hastily pumps in another ten milliliter syringe of saline, scrubs the hub with an alcohol 
pad, and clamps it back up before disposing of the used materials and leaving the room without 
another word. Dream's eyes are transfixed on the ceiling with dilated pupils. Techno places his 
palm against Dream's chest and hovers over him. 


"We have to go to Phil's now. It's time we finally get you out of this situation because that fucking 
operation could cure you. Let's go!" Techno insists. 


"Techno.." Dream swallows down the lump in his throat that has been growing over the course of 
the appointment. "I could live a normal life.." 


The pinkette hastily nods. "It's going to happen, Dream. Your fight isn't over." 


"Dad! Dadza! Phil! Philip Blade! Open the goddamn door!" 


Techno repeatedly pounds against his father's apartment door, no doubt alerting the whole complex 
of his presence. Dream idles behind him, hands pressed together as he looks at Techno with a 
startled expression, one eyebrow raised in slight confusion. Still, the pinkette uses both of his fists 
to knock as he yells for his dear father. The door rattles and seems to be close to giving out just as it 
swings open, causing Techno to stumble inside. 


"Techno, I swear on God's green earth, I'm going to strangle-" Phil begins, only stopping when he 
notices Dream standing near him. "I mean, son! Such a pleasant surprise. What brings you around? 
I thought my children weren't coming over today.." 


"I thought you were dead! You took forever to answer!" Techno scolds. 


Phil rolls his eyes. "Well, when I hear my door being broken down, I don't particularly want to find 
out what kind of bear is trying to claw its way inside. Come to find out, it's just my darling Techno.. 
and uh..? Oh! Pardon my manners, child. You must be Karl." 


Dream's orbs double in size. "Well, actually, Mr. Blade-" 


"Come right inside. It's so lovely to finally meet you! Don't bother with the formal shit; that's just 
for my students. The boys call me Dadza, and I encourage you to as well." Phil gathers Dream in 
his arms and gives him a hard pat on the back. "Welcome to the family, Karl." 


Techno awkwardly attempts to interject, "Dadza, that's actually-" 


"Do you like tea, son? I can start the kettle and get some brewing right away." 


"FATHER!" 


Finally, the overly excited man stops his happy rant, turning to Techno with a rather scornful look 
on his face. "God, Techno, why're you being so needy right now? I'm trying to make your 
boyfriend feel at home." 


"Dadza, this isn't Karl! That's Clay Dream.." 


Phil's cheeks immediately lose their rosy hue. "Oh. Oh! Oh.. Dream, I do apologize for the mix-up 
here. Techno has told me so much about you." 


The blonde side-eyes Techno while asking, "Is that so?" 


"Do we really have to go over the logistics of how much I talk about certain people? I'm almost 
positive I've told Dadza about everyone in the house multiple times! Hell, I probably talk about.. 
uh.. Alex.. more than I talk of you!" 


"Who's Alex?" Phil questions, much to the disdain of Techno and the delight of Dream. 
Techno glares at his father. "Enough of that. Dad, we need your help." 
"Oh no, what'd you do?" 


His son rapidly shakes his head. "We don't require your assistance getting out of trouble, actually. 
That's more of a Tommy thing, huh? Dream, tell him what's going on with you." 


Dream gives Techno an unsure look, but Techno holds firm. "Uh, all right. Mr. Blade, er.. Dadza. 
Should I still call you Dadza? Never mind. I, uh, I have sickle cell anemia, and my foster parents 
signed off on chemotherapy treatments, even though I want to continue running until I find out if 
I'm in nationals or not. Once I start chemo, I'll never be able to run again. No offense, Techno, but 
what does my disease have to do with your father?" 


"Beautiful question, Dream. Dadza, you heard the man! His foster parents, these two absolutely 
brainless fuckers, are forcing him to get chemotherapy. He doesn't even live with them! Tell me 
you know what I'm getting at.." 


Phil nods at Techno with a half-smile forming on his thin lips. "I think I do. Dream, what 
assistance do you get from your foster parents?" 


"Uh, nothing? I mean, I guess their insurance also umbrellas over me, but I get a lot of government 
aid for my condition. Plus, my parents left everything to me, and I receive monthly payments that 
cover any and all expenses I could ever imagine." 


He looks off into the distance, deep in thought. "Yes, yes. They gather money for looking after 
you, in the sense that you are their responsibility, yes? But, you live at the boarding house and 
don't use their money.." 


"Exactly! What does that mean for me, though?" 


"Dream, there's something I never told you about my father," says Techno, smiling rather 
connivingly at his rival. "He was emancipated from foster care at sixteen." 


Dream's mouth practically falls open at such news. "What?! How the hell did you do it, Mr. 
Blade?" 


"Dadza's still fine, son. Honestly, I was very lost for a long time, but I got lucky enough to fall into 
the hands of people that could guide me in the right direction. Maybe, perhaps, possibly.. I could 
help you become emancipated." 


The blonde immediately slaps a hand over his still open mouth and falls right into Techno's arms. 
"Techno Blade, thank you so much." 


"Please, it's the least I could do," whispers Techno, gripping him with all of his might while 
locking eyes with Phil. "I am here for you, Dream. Always and forever." 


"I'm proud of you, Techno. Why don't we talk about this all over dinner, huh? You two could help 
me cook something." 


Techno smiles as their hug breaks. "That's perfect! Dadza, could we stay the night? You wouldn't 
mind, would you, Dream?" 


Dream shakes his head. "Not at all! I'll have to get my medical supplies for this evening and 
tomorrow morning, plus school clothes, but then, I'll be good to go." 


"Fine with me, boys. Let's cook and eat first. Afterwards, you two can head back to the boarding 
house and gather your things. I'll call Housemother to let her know of our plans," Phil states, 
already heading into the kitchen. "Hurry along now, kids." 


The teenagers share a sweet grin as Dream lightly shoves Techno. Techno returns the touch, 
feeling pure joy and unwavering love towards life for the first time in so long. Those two weeks 
without Dream really put a damper on his sense of self, but he feels revitalized again, stronger than 
he ever has been before. Techno doesn't want to have to let go of his precious Dream. 


With luck, he may never have to. 


Ranboo's POV 


The days pass with mental animosity at a snail's slithering pace, but when Ranboo looks back on 
them, he becomes eerily confused at how time has flown by his lanky fingertips without so much 
as a kiss on the cheek. Laying back and evaluating the wreckage the passage of time has left with 
him feels like concentrated chlorine on his baby skin. He doesn't like to think, for the ruins of his 
mind are haunted with fragments of memories he can't seem to piece together without the smudged 
pen ink lining his multiple journals. Still, even they can't shed light on the darkest corners of his 
brain. 


Distractions are the only means of getting him by. Ranboo is easily pleased, as well as easily 
frightened and saddened and hurt. He derives joy from many mundane things, for sometimes it 
takes just the slightest activities to turn off the white noise of solitude. Spending time with his best 
friend, Fundy, is Ranboo's favorite distraction, for Fundy can talk for hours without ever letting the 
conversation falter. He also enjoys sticking in his earbuds and turning the volume of his music up 
to max. Even homework helps his mind not to wander, which is amazing considering he likes 
school and does well in it. 


Today, though, Ranboo is alone, not having shoved himself in a social situation. Yeah, they make 
his entire soul cringe, but at least he can drown out his thoughts when conversing with his friends. 
He sits in the common room, television off and house dormant. It's Sunday evening, and all the 
other boys have busied themselves with other things, whether inside or outside of the house. To 


keep his emotions in check, Ranboo has taken to finger painting on the floor. He wipes at his pale 
cheek with a purple stained wrist while dipping two fingers on his other hand in pink paint. This 
picture will go to Tubbo when he's finished. 


Ranboo leans back and admires the tulip surrounded by bees on the canvas in front of him. Tubbo 
absolutely adores bees, and Ranboo can almost picture the wholesome look on the short boy's face 
as he presents the painting to him. He lets out a happy sigh while standing up, lanky legs crackling 
like fireworks, as he begins to trail into the parlor in search of more paper. Someone or something 
from the porch casts a shadow on the ground as he passes, causing Ranboo to dash behind the 
staircase as the front door opens. 


"Get your meds and clothes, okay? I'll be back down after I finish packing and find my schoolbag," 
says Techno, as he and another pause at the end of stairs. 


"Yeah, perfect," Dream comments, as Ranboo peeks through the railing to watch them. "I can't 
believe your dad is actually willing to help me get out of foster care. I'm still floored, Techno." 


Techno caresses Dream's face with the back of his hand. "This is the beginning of your life, Dream. 
Wait for me here, okay?" 


The blonde eagerly nods. "I'll be right in this very spot." 
"I know you will," Techno gushes, gently waving before he takes off up the staircase. 


Ranboo dares to get a little closer, paint-covered hands now holding onto the railing as he watches 
Karl enter into the parlor from the kitchen. He glances at the stairs before grabbing onto Dream's 
arm right as he's about to enter his bedroom. Dream hesitantly backs away from him, eyebrows 
drawn together in mistrust. 


"Hi, Dream. What are your plans for the evening?" asks Karl. 
Dream lets go of his doorknob. "Well, if you were listening in, then you must know.." 


"I have an inkling." Karl closes the gap between them, hands behind his back almost as if he's 
hiding something that Ranboo can't quite make-out. "I've actually been wanting to talk to you 
about something." 


"Another time, okay? I'm in a hurry." 


The brunette blocks Dream's door. "I know you are. Doesn't matter. You know that Techno is my 
boyfriend, right? Don't even answer that, actually. Of course, you do! Listen, I love him more than 
anyone else on this planet, but I would feel too guilty if I kept this from you.." 


"What do you mean by that? What do you know?" 


Karl smirks almost involuntarily before frowning once more. "He's a good person, deep down. But, 
he just doesn't like you, Dream.." 


"Thanks, Karl, but we've actually move passed all that," Dream states, crossing his arms. 
"Oh, you poor thing.. You don't know, do you?" 
Dream huffs. "Know what?" 


The older pulls Dream's lime green hoodie out from behind his back. "I found this under his bed 


after a particularly hot and heavy night we had while I was searching for my misplaced clothes. 
Haven't you been looking for it?" 


"Yes!" Dream snatches it from Karl's hands. "But.. Techno said he didn't take it. He knows how 
much this hoodie means to me!" 


Karl shrugs. "Why do you trust him, knowing he has hated you since you moved in here? Dream, 
you're probably a fine guy, but Techno has single-handedly taken every opportunity away from 
you. You don't have friends because of him. He basically ripped your shot at nationals to shreds. 
He got you suspended! Why the hell would you forgive him?" 


"I.. I don't know, Karl. He's shown me a different version of himself.. Techno has been there for 
me lately, and I really thought he felt bad for what he's done.." 


Ranboo's heart lurches as he creeps around the staircase to watch them closer up. He can barely 
breathe, for fear of disturbing the scene in front of him. Techno really does care about Dream, and 
Ranboo is sure of it. He wouldn't have come to Ranboo with an apology or seeking advice if he 
didn't mean any of it. 


"I'm sorry to be the one to tell you, but Dream, you shouldn't have been so blind. Techno is very 
clever with his schemes. The entire time you were hospitalized, Housemother begged him to go 
visit you, but he wouldn't. Techno was cracking jokes left and right about your condition.. and even 
your deceased parents. He's playing you, Dream," Karl admits, placing a hand on Dream's 
shoulder. 


Dream whacks it off. "This can't be! He told me he wasn't allowed to come.." 


"He lied!" Karl sighs while rubbing his temples. "Techno has even been in cahoots with Kye 
Illumina about making sure you never get to nationals. He's not your friend." 


"Karl.." whimpers Dream, the hurt apparent on his reddened cheeks. 


Karl smiles. "I know it's a lot to take in. I'm sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but I feel 
responsible for keeping my boyfriend out of trouble." 


"Thanks.. I guess. God. Fuck! FUCK! I'm so fucking stupid!" Dream kicks at his bedroom door 
with a force that makes Ranboo want to take cover from an incoming strike. "Techno never cared 
about me, did he?" 


"Nope. Sorry, Dreamy." 
Dream wipes at his eyes with the green hoodie. "I need to go. Tell Techno he fucking won." 


Ranboo longs to dash after Dream as he speeds directly out of Boarding House 7, slamming the 
door in his wake. He has to paw at his own eyes to keep from sobbing right then and there, but 
before he can even process what's just happened, Karl is staring at him with a look of hate. 


"I know you heard everything. If you go crying to Techno with even a single word I just said to his 
sweet Dream, you'll be on my shit list. I swear to God, Ranboo! You'll beg for death after I'm done 
with you." 


The younger's eyes widen as he stutters, "I-I won't say.. say anything t-to Techno!" 


"Good boy." Karl fixes his posture as Techno comes running down the steps. "There's my 
boyfriend! You've been gone all day, my love. Where're you off to?" 


"Hey, Karl. Ranboo. Just back to Phil's for the night. Have you seen Dream?" Techno questions, 
glancing toward Dream's door. 


Karl nods. "Yeah, honey, he just left. He looked really angry or something. Right, Ranboo?" 
Ranboo's lips quiver. "Y-yeah. Real angry." 


"That's.. strange. I.. I.." Techno looks down at the floor with pain in his eyes. "Never mind, I guess. 
I'm not going to Phil's." 


The eldest boy wraps an arm around Techno and cheers, "Well, that's great news for me! Let's go 
upstairs and have a cuddle, 'mkay? You look like you could use one. Have a good evening, 
Ranboo, yeah?" 


"I will.." Ranboo murmurs. 


Techno's eyes don't lift from the ground as Karl begins guiding him up the steps, glaring at Ranboo 
with the heat of a thousand suns while Ranboo stands at the bottom of the staircase, arms wrapped 
around his own body for comfort. The thoughts that he's been shutting out all day come raining 
down on him in waves, causing him to collapse to the floor while whining inaudibly for relief. 
Tears stain Ranboo's cheeks as the sharp pains in his brain and heart manifest into Karl repeatedly 
stabbing him, making him an accomplice to the hateful lies. 


Ranboo is utterly terrified and unsure of what to do. 


If only the agony would stop. 


Chapter End Notes 


So much ANGST. So much EMOTION. Are you crying? I'm crying. Thank you to 
Potya for the idea of having Ranboo's POV; I think it really added an extra bit of 
beauty and sorrow to the story! I'd love for you all to leave me comments with your 
thoughts, opinions, theories, questions... ANYTHING! I read every single one. <3 


See you next Sunday! Follow me on Twitter for updates, teasers, and memes! >> @ 
phantomsunsets << 


Straight Into Darkness 


Chapter Summary 


"I don't believe the good times are over; 
I don't believe the thrill is all gone. 
Real love is a man's salvation; 

The weak ones fall, the strong carry on. 


We went straight into darkness; 
Out over the line." 


Chapter Notes 


Hello, everybody! It's the best day of the week~ Chapter 10 is here, and I hope 
everyone likes it. Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Sanctity only exists in the mind, for the world is a very poisonous place. The cold night seems to 
affirm Techno's suspicions that every little thing is evil and ugly as he shivers in his sheets, head 
buried beneath his pillow. He can't fall asleep, though, and the only reason Wilbur isn't awake from 
the sound of chattering teeth is because Techno's full on biting the pillow at this point. His skin 
aches for human warmth, which he was supposed to be relishing in on this scornful night, but his 
bed is painfully empty besides his own, soulless figure. 


As if Techno can't become more afraid, he makes out the sound of the door lightly creaking open. 
A terrible dread sticks pins and needles into his skin as he realizes his fears have manifested. He's 
going to be murdered in this bed, and Wilbur's definitely next. Techno holds his breath, awaiting 
the feeling of a pitchfork piercing through his guts, but when a weak hand begins tugging on his 
arm, he throws off the pillow and dares to stare his killer in the eyes. 


It's Tommy. 


"What the hell are you doing in here? It's 4 o'clock in the morning!" Techno scolds, in a hushed 
whisper. 


Tommy's lips quiver. "I had a nightmare, Tech." 


"And? You're fourteen! At your big age, you brush it off, think about boobs, and go back to sleep.." 
"Techno, I'm serious! It was a really bad one. Dadza died, and you and Wilby left me all alone. It 
was horrible! You wouldn't do that, would you? Abandon me if Dad died?" asks Tommy, his voice 
cracking. 


Techno sighs, scooting over in his bed. "Absolutely not. Now, get in, you trash goblin. My offer 
will only extend for five seconds. Five. Four. Three. Two-" 


"All right!" Tommy immediately crawls in next to his big brother and pushes his body as close as 
humanly possible to Techno's. "Hey, this feels like childhood in California." 


"What does?" questions Wilbur, sliding into Techno's bed on the opposite side of Tommy. 


With the three growing brothers all crammed in Techno's twin bed, there is hardly a gulp of oxygen 
to drink in, and their limbs are all folded up and tangled together. Still, Techno's shaking has 
almost completely ceased upon feeling the comforting and familiar heat of his dear brothers. 
Wilbur's brown eyes glint in the darkness to let Techno knows he's right there and that he forgives 
Techno for their fight yesterday. 


"Oh, Wilby! I had a really bad nightmare. I'm all better now that you're here, though. Doesn't this 
feel like our bed in California?" 


Wilbur's gaze glazes over as he seems to think back upon their life that he and Techno lived until 
starting high school. Living in California was amazing for the first half of their lives, and Techno 
fondly remembers the days where he and Wilbur would swim in their own in-ground pool before 
shooting hoops in the backyard while running back and forth from the swing set to trampoline. 
After their day of play, their mother would have prepared an excellent dinner that the whole family 
would partake in together before the twins kissed each other goodnight and retired to their 
respective rooms in different wings of the house. 


But, their life of simple luxury ended when their mother left. Her parting was abrupt to her three 
children, ages ten and seven at the time. Techno had never seen his brave and prominent father so 
broken before, for she was the light of his life. But, Mrs. Blade had found companionship in 
another man. Although their mother had come from wealth and worked to pay a majority of the 
expenses in the lives of her, her husband, and her children, she didn't seem to mind running out on 
them. 


Phil sold their childhood home soon after, and working to support three growing boys on a school 
teacher's salary, he moved them all into a very small apartment with just two tiny bedrooms. 
Techno and Wilbur shared one room with a twin bed until fourteen years of age. Tommy and Phil 
slept in the other room, but Tommy oftentimes ventured into the twins' bed late at night when their 
father was too deep in sleep to wake up after Tommy had a bad dream. 


Four years into living off scraps and having a distant father that worked full-time teaching and two 
draining part-time jobs, Phil landed his job at a prestigious boarding school in upstate Oregon. 
There, tuition would be wavered for all of his sons, and they would receive a wonderful education. 
It was the saving grace for the family barely able to stay on their toes, for the twins raised their 
younger brother without someone to go to with their own emotional needs. 


Techno knows those four years without his mother, without Phil's support or attention, are what 
molded him into his untrusting, spiteful self. Even though he has a wonderful relationship with Phil 
now, Techno knows that his father hates himself for not being able to be present in his children's 
lives while trying to keep them afloat so desperately in California. Things have changed heavily, 
but he isn't even the caretaker of his own kids anymore. Housemother and Housefather are. 


While time heals all wounds, some can never take on a normal shape or appearance again. That is 
the Blade family in a nutshell: a broken bone that incorrectly healed and will never have the 
opportunity of fully functioning again. 


"I remember it a little bit," Wilbur says, derailing Techno's train of thought. "Not a whole lot." 


And, while Techno knows that is one hell of a lie, he will never admit it aloud. Tommy nods, 


nuzzling up against Wilbur's side and holding onto techno's nearest hand. Techno clutches that 
warm appendage as he lies on his side to face them both. Wilbur is looking at him again, spilling 
every ounce of truth that their mouths never could. 


Yes, this night is a cold one, and Techno can't quite feel his bones anymore, but at least his exterior 
has regained warmth and comfort. If it weren't for Techno's brothers, he is heavily unsure of how 
he would have survived till dawn. They've been all each other has many times before, and right 
now, they are again. Techno's mind is only reassured of this when Wilbur's hand slips into his free 
palm and holds him tight. 


No matter how bad life gets, Techno, Wilbur, and Tommy will always be together. 


"Ew, what fuckin’ flavor is this? Tastes like Grandma's ashes!" Schlatt gags, contorting his face in 
horror and disgust. 


Sapnap steals his slushy back. "It's grape, you slime ball!" 
"Grape flavored ass crack, maybe.." 


Techno rolls his eyes as the two stare each other down with mutual hate. Every time that Schlatt 
and Sapnap come within three meters of each other, they end up fighting and insulting the other 
relentlessly until someone steps in. Usually, Techno finds himself rather entertained, but their 
brawling today irks him deep within his core. It reminds him too much of his relationship with 
Dream before things became increasingly complicated. 


"You know, the sound of your stupid fucking voice makes me wanna puke?" Sapnap retaliates, 
taking a hefty drink of the slushy. 


Schlatt crinkles his eyes as he smiles. He grabs the Styrofoam cup and squeezes it as hard as he can 
so that the dark purple liquid splashes into Sapnap's face. George covers his mouth lightly as 
Sapnap throws his cup onto the ground and pushes Schlatt into the nearest row of lockers. 


"Hey, hey!" Techno shouts, grabbing at Sapnap's hoodie to pull him back. "Gogy, help him clean 
up in the bathroom. Schlatt, literally go anywhere else! Sapnap's made a point for the first time in 
his entire life about your voice." 


"Ugh, whatever. Beats the smell of Sapnap's dusty brain trying to think of an insult. I'll go find 
Fundy! He actually appreciates my presence." 


The youngest of the group wipes the ice from his face and shouts, "Makes one person in this 
school!" 


"Come on, Sap. Alex is waiting for us, anyways.." George directs, tugging him in the opposite 
direction of Schlatt. 


Techno, left alone in the school hallway, pushes a strand of loose hair behind his ear as he glances 
off toward the one person that he's actually dying to see. Dream wasn't at dinner last night, 
breakfast this morning, or in first period English class. He hasn't spoken to Dream since they were 
supposed to stay at Phil's place. Ditching him without a word greatly confused and oddly 

enough, hurt him. So, when Techno spots the red door of his locker popped open and jeaned legs 
peeking out from underneath, he makes his way over immediately. 


The pinkette takes a deep breath and attempts to uphold himself, as he always does, but Techno still 


finds himself slouching. Techno eases his way over to Dream, fingers tangling in the choppy ends 
of his ponytail. The yellow cardigan hanging from his shoulders flows around his knees with every 
step he takes closer to Dream, anticipating finally getting to ask him about yesterday. His lack of 
sleep allotted Techno way too much time to contemplate just why Dream left him. 


"Hey, stranger. Where've you been?" Techno hesitantly asks, waiting behind the door. "I hope 
nothing too serious happened. Can we talk about it? If you're hungry-" 


Techno is cut off by Dream abruptly slamming his locker and staring at Techno with annoyed eyes 
and pursed lips. Before Techno can think of something to say, he notices the terribly green hoodie 
hugged close to Dream's body, it's shade of lime sickening to the eyes and painful to the soul. He 
can barely stop himself from gasping as Techno fully grasps that Dream is wearing the hoodie that 
Techno not only stole from him, but also Jost. 


"Shocked? Yeah, thought so. Get out of my way, Techno," demands Dream. 
"Where did you get that..?" 


Dream sneers. "Does it matter? I know everything, Techno! I know you played me for a fucking 
fool! I can't.. can't believe I actually thought for a single second that you cared about me. All that 
bullshit you spewed about wanting me in your life? That was the single greatest trick of your 
bastard career, Techno Blade." 


"What? Dream, I do care! I know I stole your hoodie, but that was before.. before I realized how 
wrong I was. At least, let me explain." 


"Absolutely not." Dream attempts to walk right past him, but Techno follows in quick pursuit, 
grabbing onto the sleeve of the stolen hoodie. "Get off me! I don't want you to touch me ever 
again!" 


Techno is wildly taken aback at his tone of voice. He lets go and takes a few hesitant steps away as 
keen ears in the hallway perk up, not focused enough on afterschool conversation to mind their 
own businesses. Techno could easily say something dastardly and ruin every bit of pride Dream 
may or may not have flowing through his warped veins, but he doesn't want to. He doesn't want 
Dream to feel like he's been faking every ounce of attention and heart Techno has given him lately. 


"Dream, please.. I still want to help you get emancipated.. I still want to be in your life.." 


The blonde balls his hands into fists and shakes them at Techno. "No, you don't! You're a guttural, 
deceitful hag! You know, Techno, I took care of your pitiful ass when you stumbled into my room 
drunk out of your mind. I slept on the cold, hard floor for you. I brushed it off when you told me 
you hate me. Well, guess what? I hate you too, Techno Blade. I hate you even more." 


This time when Dream begins to stomp away, Techno doesn't follow him. No, he stays absolutely 
still as his nervous system absorbs what Dream has just spat at him. The mutterings in the hall turn 
to whispered laughs and stares of secondhand embarrassment. Techno, unable to take the feeling of 
silent persecution, begins racing his way out of the high school, slipping in and out of groups of 
kids gathered on the lawn for afternoon banter. He passes the track, where the runners are already 
stretching in their crisp uniforms. His path even takes him past Fundy and Schlatt, who sit together 
while holding hands on a bench lining the walkway to the boarding houses. 


Techno speeds right into Boarding House 7, not bothering to close the main door as he takes off up 
the staircase and into his bedroom. Almost as if a cosmic force dwelling within his body predicted, 
there, in the center of the flooring, lies Dream's copy of Lord of the Flies, spine torn in half and 


pages scattered across the floor in clumps. Techno holds back a scream as his shaky fingers pick up 
part of the damaged cover. Over Dream's mother's handwritten message is something new and far 
more haunting. 


You don't rule anymore because you belong to me now, bitch. 


Ranboo's POV 


High school is supposed to be about discovering one's self, trying decently hard to get good grades, 
and planning for the near future. When the strange Mark Ender found himself enrolled in a 
boarding school across the United States, in an unfamiliar place with nobody that knew him, he 
decided to change himself up a bit. Born with facial vitiligo and heterochromia iridium, Mark was 
always stared at and a favorite subject of tormentors. Not to mention, he's always been awkwardly 
tall and skittish. Cementing himself as a weirdo just seemed to make sense. 


Mark decided to call himself Ranboo because it sounded just as odd as he felt. To top off his 
already confusing appearance, Ranboo dyed his hair black and white, straight down the middle. He 
most often wears a suit with a colorful tie, and while he stands out more than ever, Ranboo doesn't 
mind as much anymore because he almost fits in with the boys he lives with. He's rather grateful to 
have friends. 


Or, at least the ones that are his friends. 
"I said, go fish! Are you listening? Ranboo? Boo?!" Tubbo asks, waving in his face. 


Tommy gives Tubbo a confused look. "He's had a stroke and died. We have to bury him before 
Fundy finds out!" 


"What? Oh, sorry.." Ranboo picks a card up from on top of the deck. "I was thinking." 
"That's never good.." mutters Tommy. 


Tubbo glares at Tommy before placing a small hand on Ranboo's shoulder. "What's on your mind, 
big man? You've been spacing out for the whole game.." 


"Just something that happened yesterday; it's nothing, really. Can we play a different game?" 


The blonde tosses his cards directly at Ranboo and shouts, "You ruin everything! I'm gonna go 
find Wilby because he's so much more fun than you." 


"Tommy!" Tubbo scolds, as he heads for the door. 


As soon as Tommy's hand grips the knob, the door swings open. Tommy shrieks as he tumbles to 
the floor and gets stepped on by Fundy's heeled boots. The furry's face has gone stark white as his 
eyes land on Ranboo. 


"Come quick! Something terrible has happened!" Fundy shouts, motioning all three boys to follow 
him. 


They share a concerned glance before the three youngest kids in the house scurry out of Tommy 
and Tubbo's room and follow Fundy's fox tail as he runs down the hallway. Fundy stops in front of 
his and Ranboo's room while staring at his best friend with a pained look in his overdrawn eyes. 
That's when it hits Ranboo that this something terrible pertains to him. After his terrible exchange 


with Karl yesterday, his heart cringes upon opening the door. 


"No!" cries Ranboo, the horror coming to life right in front of him. "My memory book! It's 
everywhere!" 


On the floor of their bedroom is the littered remains of Ranboo's latest journal that was almost 
completely full, detailing every little experience he's had over the course of his sophomore year at 
Snowchester High. The pages are covered in foreign ink, displaying hateful messages that have 
been ripped out, crumpled up, and shredded to bits. Ranboo's livelihood exists within those 
handwritten memories, for he would not be able to remember anything without his book. 


Now, it feels as if his mind is already beginning to slip away. 


"Who could have done this?" asks Tubbo, crouching down to help Ranboo gather the salvageable 
pages. 


"I don't know. I just got home from hanging out with Schlatt, and boom! I see this.. Ranboo, I'm so 
sorry. Who has a target on your back, huh?" Fundy questions. 


Every door in the hall comes flying open at once because of the commotion, but Ranboo can't 
focus on anything but his book. His knees have given out, and tears are running down and staining 
his duel-shaded cheeks as he rummages through the rubble of his mind. 


"Oh, sweet Ranboo. This is hopeless. Who did this? If not me, Tommy, or Fundy, then who?" 


Fundy whimpers and takes Ranboo into his arms. "Do you think it might've been Techno? He's 
been acting weird lately.." 


"Hey, don't you dare slander my brother!" Tommy plops himself onto Ranboo's bed with anger in 
his eyes. "Techno would never do something like this.. Well, except maybe to Dream." 


"Woah, what's happened in here?" Karl inquires, as he enters with Alex and Wilbur. 


Tubbo holds up a handful of scraps. "Someone's torn up Ranboo's memory book. Do any of you 
know anything about this?" 


Ranboo tries to focus on Karl through his tear-filled eyes. The brunette is softly smirking as he and 
the other two boys at his side shake their heads. Fundy and Tubbo seem to believe them as they go 
back to collecting pages, but Ranboo doesn't look away from him. Wilbur and Alex help the others 
try to piece together the book as Karl nods at the crying boy to follow him into the hallway. 


"You've got a little something on your face," says Karl, attempting to wipe away Ranboo's tears. 
The younger flinches. "How c-could you do this to me? I thought w-we were friends!" 


"Ranboo, everyone in this house is my friend, but Techno? He's my entire world, and [finally have 
him all to myself. I just wanted to give you a little preview of what might happen if you tell a single 
soul about my conversation with Dream yesterday. We're good, right?" 


"How can you say you love Techno if you only exist to sabotage him?" Ranboo sobs, hastily 
wiping at his burning eyes. "Why is it so terrible if.. if he cares about Dream? They need each 
other, Karl!" 


Karl grabs onto Ranboo's tie and brings him down to eyelevel. "Listen to me, outcast. You don't 
belong here with the rest of us, but we tolerate you because you aren't Dream. If Techno could see 


past his hate for that runner, you know what would happen, don't you? He'd turn on you! I'm doing 
you a favor, and you should be thanking me!" 


"You're a bad person.." 


"Maybe so, but keep it to yourself, and we won't have a problem. Now, if you'll excuse me, I need 
to go comfort my boyfriend. Once I find out who in this house is out to get him, they'll be next in 
my line of fire. Ciao, Ranboo. Say hi to your furry for me!" exclaims Karl, skipping off towards 
Techno and Wilbur's room. 


As Karl leaves, Ranboo is left in the wake of his mental destruction. Sadly, it's not the first time 
this week he's been reduced to ruins, and it sure as hell won't be the last. 


"I'm sorry, Techno.." 


Techno's POV 


Techno's nimble hands pull the ponytail holder that's been gripping his hair in place all day out and 
sets it on the sink as he manually begins to untangle the day-to-day, hustle and bustle of knots. 
Once his silky waves have been tamed, he kicks his discarded clothes aside and turns on the 
shower. The hot water streaming down his arms as he tests the temperature calls out to the teen boy 
in need of some solemn alone time under the artificial rain, for today hasn't been one of the best for 
him. Nevertheless, Techno has kept persevering through the bullshit. 


The pinkette steps into the tub after deciding on an appropriate level of hellfire to wash away his 
sins. As soon as he closes the shower curtain and immerses himself in the water, Techno can no 
longer continue to pretend that he's just as fine as ever, bantering with his friends, cracking jokes, 
living life as the king he always thought he was. No, it's all too much for him. His long hair soaks 
up the waves as the water runs down his face and neck, past his chest and stomach, and leaves 
Techno's body via his slender legs. The weight of the world's tears becomes far too crushing for his 
huge ego to carry. 


With a sharp whine and one steadfast motion, Techno falls to the slippery floor and balls himself 
up under the stream. His knees tuck into his collarbones as his face takes shelter in said knees 
while the rest of Techno's body begins to shake and vibrate with the onslaught of cries. In all of his 
years on this planet, Techno has only ever felt like this one other time, and that's when his mother 
left. But even then, he wasn't as pained as he is now, for yes, Techno loved his mother, but they 
weren't very close, and he didn't know much about her to begin with. 


The week Techno spent getting to know Dream, the two weeks that followed where they were 
forced apart, and the few days that came after his grim return gave Techno a much more sense of 
self and life, a look into the beauty and pain of the world. Techno Blade has never had such a 
strong and revitalizing attachment in the entirety of his seventeen years alive. 


Techno's nails dig into his shins with each loud, agonizing sob that escapes his lungs. His sinuses 
and temples ache with such a horrific release of emotion. It's as though this big breakdown has been 
slowly growing and festering over the ages he's refused to let it out, and it's all thanks to Clay 
Dream and his ability to make Techno feel like the scum on the bottom of his shoe. Maybe, just 
maybe, Dream has a point. 


Still, it doesn't make the knife in Techno's heart hurt any less. 


A subtle knocking on the bathroom door forces Techno to swallow down his sobs and moans with 
every little muscle in his body. He clenches his teeth and internally begs himself to stop crying for 
even five seconds to squeak out a little message to whoever is in need of the bathroom at this hour. 
Techno's hands clench as hard as they can as he tries not to pop a blood vessel. 


"T'm.. in.. the.. shower.." 
The door slightly opens. "Techno? It's Ranboo. Do you mind if I come in?" 
"Uh.. no.." 


Ranboo closes the door behind him after he steps into the restroom. Techno's body quakes as he 
wills himself not to cry in front of the younger boy, for crying in front of one of his inferiors would 
be shameful to him and his entire bloodline. 


"I won't ask if you're okay," Ranboo mutters, lowering himself to the ground. "But, I do hope you'll 
accept my offer of company. I may not be your first or even your seventh choice.. but I still don't 
want you to feel alone." 


"Oh, uh.." Techno clamps a hand over his mouth as he attempts to gather himself. "I'm.. fine, 
actually. I'm.. I'm.." 


Techno's attempts to keep himself collected fail as a dying seal sound pushes its way out of his 
throat, followed by high-pitched and uncontrollable sobs. He can't stop the violent waterworks now 
as they ravage his soul and steal his remaining bit of dignity. 


"You don't have to lie," says Ranboo, as he sticks his hand through the curtain. 
The older shakily grasps it. "Okay." 


Ranboo helps Techno to his feet from the outside of the shower as Techno still cries and 
embarrassingly whimpers. Techno shuts off the water before stumbling out of the tub and into the 
towel Ranboo has retrieved for him. The younger has to hold him up as Techno sobs on the amble 
back to his room. Luckily, Wilbur is off spending time in one of the other boy's bedrooms. 


"Sit here. I'll get you clothes. Do you care which?" 
"N-no. Anything's f-fine," Techno stutters. 


The taller shuffles through Techno's odd array of scandalous and fashionable outfits until he 
decides on a graphic tee with flannel pajama pants. Ranboo gathers Techno's hair up so that he can 
pull the shirt over his head without soaking it too terribly much. He guides each one of Techno's 
lanky yet oddly dense legs into the pant holes before he takes the discarded towel and begins 
drying those gumdrop pink waves. The affectionate touch of Ranboo delicately ridding the water 
from Techno's hair turns his sobs into gentle sniffles. 


"Where's your brush?" asks Ranboo, as he surveys the room. 
Techno points below the window. "On the vanity." 


Ranboo fetches the porcelain brush with an elegantly carved handle, all in the shade of soft 
lavender and patterned with various butterflies and leaves. He begins humming a familiar, yet just 
out of mental reach, tune that calms Techno to his bones. The older closes his eyes and succumbs 
to the touch, reminding him of the most comforting parts of childhood when dear old Phil would 
pull the same move. 


"Can I show you something, Ranboo?" 
"Of course, Techno." 
He motions back to the vanity and says, "Look underneath." 


Ranboo's gaze pans to the floor as he makes out Dream's sacred copy of Lord of the Flies, just as 
damaged and dead as his own memory book. He lets out a gasp as the brush falls from his fingers 
and shatters on floor. In a panic, Ranboo tries to gather the pieces of porcelain with his bare hands 
and ends up slicing open his finger. Techno immediately grabs his injured hand and pulls him 
away from the scene, eyes intense and face blotchy from his long cry. 


"We're both being targeted. What if Dream is next?" 


The younger sucks the blood from his finger before asking, "Why you do care so much? What 
changed?" 


"I.. I don't know. All I know is that my relationship with him was once in a lifetime, and I've 
supremely fucked it up. I don't know who to trust anymore, Ranboo.. I just feel so.. so.." 


"Broken?" Ranboo suggests. 


Techno nods. "Dream called it before I ever could. He can see the real me, even when I can't. What 
am I supposed to do now?" 


"I don't know, Techno. I'm just as lost as you are." 


The pinkette sighs as his face falls into his hands. "I've royally fucked over everything good in my 
life. What if I can't win him back?" 


Ranboo looks to the floor. "Keep changing for the better, even if it means losing everything to gain 
something much more beautiful." 


"What will I gain?" questions Techno, peeking out between his fingers. 
"Your life." 


Techno involuntarily sniffles again as he begins carefully collecting the broken shards of the one 
thing his mother left him with: her antique hairbrush. He's finally realizing that anything of value to 
one's heart can't survive long in this warzone. Techno doesn't know who is out to get him or 
Ranboo.. or Dream.. but he can no longer go on and pretend that these kids are his friends until he 
traps the rat. 


The two boys lock eyes, and Techno finds himself wondering what's happening on the other side of 
that two-toned gaze. He hasn't a clue in the universe who would be targeting them out of all of the 
teens in the boarding house, for Ranboo has never hurt a soul, and Techno is supposed to be 
everybody's idol and supreme ruler. 


Meanwhile, Ranboo has no idea how to tell Techno that their tormentor is not the same person. 


Downstairs, Dream thinks back to what it feels like to be wrapped in Techno's arms as watery blood 
pours out of his mouth in roaring waves, running down his face and soaking the lime green hoodie 
he never would have guessed was stolen by the boy that promised him his life. 


Three boys, three minds of deep thought, three drastically different problems.. 


One goddamn world of repulsive pain. 


Chapter End Notes 


Today has been a really rough day, but I still wanted to make sure the chapter got out 
in time. If my update schedule is skewed in the future, just know that I have a 
REALLY good reason, haha. I know this chapter wasn't the greatest or the most 
exciting, but I felt it was important to the plot development. 


Follow my Twitter account, @ phantomsunsets, for updates, teasers, early chapter title 
drops, and hella fresh memes. :) Also, feel free to leave a comment! They're my 
favorite part of updating, and I read every single one!! <3 


Letting You Go 


Chapter Summary 


"It's a restless world, uncertain times; 
You said hope was getting hard to find. 
But time rolls on, days go by. 


What about the broken ones? 
What about the lonely ones? 


Oh, honey, I'm having trouble letting you go." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 11! So sorry about the delay; life is very hectic for me right now. Please 
enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It's a hazy morning, so early, in fact, that most kids in the boarding house are fast asleep. The red 
curtains are drawn, casting a warm glow around Karl and Alex's bedroom. Techno sighs as he 
squints at the bright laptop screen on his thighs that his eyes have been transfixed on for the past 
two hours. He ruffles a hand through his hair and leans back against the headboard to rest the 
strained muscles in his neck. If Karl weren't hugging onto his hips in slumber, Techno would 
stretch his legs out. He doesn't want to risk waking his boyfriend, though. 


Techno pulls the sheets further up his bare chest while glancing across the room to Alex's bed. He's 
cuddling his bong, still dressed in yesterday's clothes with a beanie clutched against his head. Alex 
oftentimes falls asleep just like that after a long evening of toking up, something Techno has 
learned over the multitude of nights he's spent in Karl's bed. 


Over the course of the night, Techno has taken to finally starting his and Dream's English midterm 
project, which they were assigned about three and a half weeks ago. With only a week and a half 
left to get everything done, Techno doesn't have much of a choice but to do the whole thing on his 
own, for there is no chance in hell the two can be left alone in the same room together. In fact, 
Techno hasn't spoken to Dream since their heated interaction at school on Monday. 


It's Saturday now. 


Karl makes a soft whimpering sound as he unconsciously nuzzles Techno's bare thigh. Techno 
places a hand on the older's messy curls to sooth him in his slumber as he wracks his brain for 
more possible words to juice out of his dehydrated brain. He should have begun this over the two 
weeks Dream was in the hospital, but Techno couldn't concentrate on a single thing without the 
blonde by his side. This week has gone very similarly, especially now that he's constantly on edge 
around his supposed friends. Techno even has trouble trusting his own brothers and boyfriend, 
though he knows they would never hurt him. Right? 


Techno focuses back in on the essay he's only written two pages of with subpar diction and a heavy 
lack of concision. For someone that plans on pursuing an English major, Techno hasn't felt like 
utilizing his strong grasp on his native language for the biggest project in junior year thus far. The 
presentation of thirty blank slides stares back at him on next open tab, and there are only about 
twelve words written for the oral speech. Techno physically cannot write a single word more for 
their Lord of the Flies project. 


"Oh, kill me.." he mutters, opening a new tab. "Maybe some Instagram?" 


The pinkette logs onto Instagram and begins scrolling through his feed. He stops upon seeing a 
post from Tubbo, a lovely picture of the boy in his favorite green button-up. Tubbo is smiling with 
his mouth wide open as Tommy makes a face of mild disgust and terror in the background. A fat 
bumblebee is perched on his nose, and he looks so greatly pleased. Techno peers down at the 
caption to see what the hell this is all about. 


This rad man lives outside my window! His name's Beenardo. :) photo by: RanbooLikesFlowers 
"Well, that's enough Instagram for the month.." 


Techno closes out of the social media app and finds himself glaring at the Google search bar. His 
fingertips sizzle as they seem to take over his body, typing in something that surprises even 
himself: "bone marrow transplant". He quickly glances to Karl to make sure he's still sound asleep 
before skimming over the links and pictures presented before him. At base level, the operation 
appears horrifying, but to be honest, Techno isn't quite sure what it entails. Dr. Astor made it seem 
even more lethal than it sounds. 


"A bone marrow transplant is an operation that involves extracting the stem cells from a donor and 
intravenously infusing them into a patient, usually one with a blood disease or blood cancer. The 
procedure is extremely risky, for only about sixty percent of patients end up surviving past the first 
year. It is common for the patient's body to reject the new stem cells, causing a multitude of 
problems including graft versus host disease, infection, internal bleeding, pneumonitis, hepatic 
veno-occulusive disease, organ failure, infertility, lymphoma, stroke, or death," Techno whispers, 
aloud. 


His head falls into his hands, for going through with this operation could lead to Dream's rather 
quick death, but doing nothing at all will eventually kill him as well. And, of course, chemotherapy 
will not cure him, but it could ensure around twenty more years.. maybe more. Techno has no idea 
how Dream managed to keep his illness a secret from him and the other kids for so long, for it 
surely has weighed down on him dealing with the unimaginable pain and looming threat of dying. 
Techno could never be that brave. 


Techno continues scanning over the article until a word sticks out to him that he knows well at this 
point and fears just as much. "Chemotherapy" in big, bold letters introduces a new, rather lengthy, 
section. His brown eyes run across the words until Techno's heart stops in his chest. 


"A bone marrow transplant is proceeded with one to two weeks of intense conditioning in which 
high doses of chemotherapy are given to the patient to kill off all of the tainted and healthy bone 
marrow in the afflicted person. Conditioning cannot be stopped once started.." Techno raises an 
eyebrow as the truth sinks in. "Wait.. Dr. Astor said chemo wasn't needed for a bone marrow 
transplant.." 


The pinkette's anger begins to boil inside of him at discovering such intense lies. Techno knows 
that normal chemotherapy for Dream's condition could last anywhere from six months to a year, 
but just one week is way different. That sole week, though, could make or break Dream, for once 


his bone marrow is depleted and immune system repressed, it cannot be fixed without taking the 
risk of the operation. 


Techno hastily grasps for his cellphone on Karl's bedside table and looks up the name of the clinic 
that Dr. Astor works at. As soon as the line starts buzzing, he clenches his one free hand to keep 
his fingers from tapping and waking up Karl. Techno gnaws his bottom lip raw as the incessant 
ringing turns into radio silence. 


"Office of the Boreal Clinic. This is Lena speaking; how may I help you?" asks a rather cheery, 
female tone. 


"I need to speak to Dr. Astor." 
Lena clears her throat. "Do you have an appointment?" 
"No, but it's important," Techno implores, trying to keep his voice down. 


"I'm sorry, sir, but you'll have to make an appointment to speak to the doctor. He is a very busy 
man-" 


The teenager cuts her off with, "It's about Clay Dream." 
She pauses, hinting that she knows who Dream is. "I will transfer your call immediately." 
"Thank you." 


There is another air of silence, but it doesn't last long. "Clay, is that you? Son, you missed your 
appointment this week and haven't returned any of my calls!" 


"Hi, Dr. Astor. This is Dream's.. uh.. associate.. that you previously met, Dave. Perhaps you 
remember me?" 


Dr. Astor sighs. "Unfortunately. Can I speak to Clay?" 
"He's not here right now. I have a bone to pick with you, though." 


"Son, I do not have the time to hear more of your whining about suing me and such. I have patients 
to see and work to be done!" the doctor exclaims, his impatience rising. 


Techno takes a deep breath to keep from screaming before articulating, "Dr. Astor, if you care 
about Dream's health or him as a person in general, you will listen to what I have to say." 


The older man groans again. "Make it quick." 


"Thank you." Techno quickly makes sure that Karl and Alex are still asleep before pressing the 
phone closer to his ear. "You lied about a bone marrow transplant not needing chemotherapy. I 
demand to know why you did and what this means for Dream's chances of getting such an 
operation." 


"You're still on about that? Okay, yes, I did lie. I didn't think you'd take to researching something 
so trivial. I told you both the survival rate, and that was the end of the matter." 


The pinkette glares at the wall in front of him. "But, it's not the end. He would only need chemo 
for a week if you went the bone marrow transplant route! His foster parents already signed off on 
chemotherapy, which means this is still on the table." 


"And, that's exactly why I lied to you kids. I know what I'm doing, Dave, and when I say that a 
bone marrow transplant is too risky, I mean it. Why can't you just put this infantile desire to bed?" 
Dr. Astor asks, clearly exasperated. 


"Because, Astor, I want him to have a normal, beautiful life in which he can live well into his 
nineties and spend the better half of forever running as fast and as far as he pleases. Why can't you 
understand that he is more than just a blood disorder? Dream is a real human being, and he could 
live a proper existence if you would just take a chance on him!" 


More silence follows Techno's hushed pleas as the teen holds back tears. He has to clamp a hand 
over his mouth to keep from making animalistic noises and alerting the sleeping boys of what he's 
getting up to. Karl's arms around him are so tightly hugging his hips, and Techno feels like he 
might suffocate in the grip of the one person he's supposed to love more than anyone else. A vein 
pops out of Techno's forward from strain as hot tears brim his waterlines. 


"I hear you, Dave. I understand that you want to save him and all, but long-term chemotherapy in 
moderate doses is what's most safe for his condition. Clay has a chance at twenty more years if he 
just complies with my orders." 


Techno swallows down the lump in his throat. "Twenty years of pain is incomparable to the 
possibility of normalcy and true adoration for life. I'm not giving up on this." 


"TI talk to Clay about it the next time he bothers to show up to an appointment, all right? I've got a 
patient waiting for me now. Are we done?" 


"Yeah, we're done. Thanks, Dr. Astor," murmurs Techno, immediately hanging up the phone and 
feeling a weight lift from his chest at the notion that this operation could be in Dream's future. 


Karl begins stirring as he yawns and flits his doe-like eyes open. He blinks a few times at Techno, 
smiling and reaching up to touch his boyfriend's piggy nose. Techno attempts to smile as he lowers 
himself down to the pillow. 


"Who were you talking to?" Karl sleepily asks. 

The younger cups Karl's soft cheek. "Just Phil. How was your sleep?" 

"Always better when you're here with me. What about yours?" 

"Perfect," says Techno, even though he hasn't slept a wink. "You wanna go get breakfast?" 


Karl cuddles up against Techno and gently presses their mouths together in a simple, loving, 
morning kiss with a hint of last night's passion. "Not yet. Just lay here with me for a minute." 


Techno allows those spindly arms to pull him closer as Karl's soft breathing echoes in his ear. 
Those familiar lips press against the space below Techno's earlobe, but Techno finds himself 
grimacing and aching to run straight to Dream's room with the news. Techno and Dream aren't 
friends, though. They never will be, not in this life and sure as hell not in the next. 


"Okay, Karl. Anything for you.." 
"I love you so much." 


The pinkette wipes away his running tears, for they haven't been able to stop for days now. It 
seems as though every time someone shows him an ounce of delicateness, Techno can't help but 
think back to the few days he was lucky enough to hold Dream's hand and nestle against him in the 


safe grasp of slumber. Even though Karl is holding him close, Techno has never felt so alone in his 
entire life. 


"I love you too, Karl." 


"Do you think he's gonna show?" 


"No way in hell! There's no chance of a comeback after he both missed the first match 
and postponed the second." 


"Are you joking? If he doesn't come today, he'll never make it!" 
"He's too chicken shit for nationals." 


Techno's foot ceaselessly taps against the metal bleachers as his friends gossip about Dream, the 
one person he's convinced them all to hate without meaning. They snicker and pass insults back 
and forth about the blonde runner that Techno has taken so much from, including the first race that 
would have helped push either him or [lumina towards nationals. Because of Dream's forfeit, 
Illumina has the upper hand, and if Dream doesn't prove himself today, he's out of the running for 
good. 


Illumina stands down on the track, stretching his arms and legs as he periodically waves to the 
crowd of students, locals, and recruiters. A handful of faces in the stands today could easily give 
Dream a scholarship for running. If only he would show up.. 


"Where is he?" whispers Ranboo, leaning into Techno's ear. 
The pinkette shrugs. "I haven't spoken to him in days." 
"What if he's given up?" 

"He wouldn't do that," Techno insists. 


The speakers surrounding the football field crackle to life as the radio pop ceases to vibrate the 
bleachers they're sitting on. "Good afternoon, Snowchester High! Welcome to today's track and 
field match, in which Kye Illumina and Clay Dream's second race to nationals has been postponed 
due to.. complications. Give it up for state champion, Kye Illumina!" 


"Woo, go Illumina! You're so hot!" shouts Sapnap, drawing attention to the friend group. 


Illumina waves up to where Sapnap sits, which makes him giggle and wink. Alex nudges him 
playfully as he lays his head on Sapnap's shoulder. The younger boy wraps an arm around Alex as 
he says something for only him to hear, clearly to the delight of Alex. Techno internally sighs at 
their seamless affection, so true and soul-sucking. 


"Don't forget about our second state champion, Clay Dream!" the announcer proclaims, as the 
blonde walks into line of sight. 


Techno's heart skips a beat upon seeing him. Dream tears off his lime green hoodie and hangs it on 
the fence to reveal his blue jersey with his last name printed across the back and number on the 
front. His short shorts are the same shade of ice, not even coming close to touching his knees. 
Those pasty arms are bare for once and toned as ever, causing Techno's eager eyes to latch onto 
them. From this far away, Techno can tell his expression is serious and filled with determination. 


"I should be down there!" Fundy shouts. 


"Shut the fuck up, Fundy!" scolds Techno, not particularly wanting to deal with his any of his 
friends’ bullshit today. 


Fundy glares at Techno. "What's it to you, Tech?" 

"I can't hear anything over your squeaky voice." 

Karl pulls Techno close and asks, "Are you okay? You seem agitated.." 
"I'm fine." 


"As most of you know, Dream and Illumina are two of the best speed runners in the state, maybe 
even the whole country. Only one student from Snowchester High will be representing Oregon in 
the track and field nationals, and today will definitely push one of these young men closer to their 
dreams. The starting event will be the mile dash, in which the boys must scale a total of sixteen 
hurdles for their times to count. Runners, take your places!" 


Ranboo folds his arms across his chest in anticipation. "I'm scared, Techno." 


"Shh, you're fine. Just watch.." Techno demands, narrowing his gaze in on Dream as he takes his 
stance. "He's been training for this for too long to lose to Kye Illumina now." 


Dream and Illumina look at each other, knees bent and hands on the ground in front of them as the 
crowd goes wild to see them try to outshine one another. The scouters have moved to the standing 
position with their notepads ready, while local reporters snap pictures of the two champions. The 
referee's countdown is drowned out by the noise, but to be fair, Techno can't hear anything over his 
beating heart. The whistle's sharp cry manages to pierce through the stadium chatter, Techno's 
breath hitching as they both take off in a cloud of gravel dust. 


Time moves in slow motion as the boarding house boys begin screaming and pumping their fists in 
the air. Ranboo looks to Techno with distress, but he can't stomach a reaction. Karl's painted 
fingernails are digging into his wrist as he joins in on the chanting. The feral instincts of every last 
person in the crowd kick in as Illumina and Dream's arms and legs pump inhumanly fast. They're 
neck and neck as they cross halfway around the track in a breath. 


"Kick his ass, Illumina!" Karl shrieks. 
"Kill the orphan!" demands Tommy, standing on the bench. 
Tubbo laughs and mimics his position. "Kill the orphan! Kill the orphan!" 


They manage to pull Alex into their circle, all chanting, "Kill the orphan!" like a group of rabid 
animals. 


"Kill the orphan!" Bad and Skeppy shout. 

"Kill the orphan!" Wilbur hollers. 

"Kill the orphan!" Sapnap and George say, together. 
"Kill the orphan!" howls Fundy. 


"Kill the orphan!" bellows Schlatt. 


"Kill the orphan!" the entire crowd cries, hungrily wishing death on the innocent Clay Dream. 


Techno's quivering fingers reach out into the air as if to shield Dream from the hate as he and 
Illumina begin their second lap, no more than one minute after they've started racing. Neither boy 
seems to have a one-up until Illumina puts his head down and begins powering in front of Dream. 
Techno's friends cheer maniacally at the sudden overtake as the pinkette himself goes stark white. 
Ranboo's hand is clamped over his mouth, unable to move or speak as his two-toned eyes follow 
Dream to the third lap. 


Just two minutes in, and there are only two laps to go. [lumina's gap between himself and Dream 
begins to grow as he propels himself forward again. Techno can tell he's smiling right now, for he's 
the one killing the orphan that Techno painted a target on the day he dared to move into Boarding 
House 7. Their long legs scale each hurdle with such ease, bodies shooting straight up into the air 
and hitting the track like meteors as they run. Dream closes the gap between them, much to the 
disdain of Illumina. 


"Kill the orphan! Kill the orphan! Kill the Orphan! Kill the Orphan!" 


Dream narrowly pulls ahead of Illumina as they finish off their third lap in three minutes. The fans 
go crazy over this sudden exchange of power, but Dream is kicking it into high gear. Illumina is 
clearly rattled over this as he seems to push himself as hard as he can. Still, Dream just keeps 
running faster and farther until he is ten feet ahead of Illumina. Techno gasps as he passes each 
hurdle with ease, almost as if he was made to be right here and now. Illumina tries to catch Dream, 
but it's no use. 


That blonde ball of fire is a blur on the horizon. 


Time stands still as Techno clutches his chest. Ranboo holds onto Techno's hand, maybe out of 
terror, maybe out of happiness. Illumina doesn't stand a chance now as Dream rides out his wave of 
adrenaline, jumping the last hurdle and running past the timer that stops as soon as he crosses its 
path. Instead of stopping to bask in the glory of his win, he takes a sharp right turn and begins 
heading away from the track. Everyone's too busy celebrating or having a breakdown over 
Illumina's loss to notice Dream as he takes off, but Techno does. 


"Dream.." Techno whispers, to himself. 


Techno connects eyes with Ranboo before nodding to him and taking off. He weaves through the 
tumultuous crowd, not caring who he has to shove to get to Dream. Techno's braid catches on every 
person he squeezes past, wincing in pain as he keeps running. Stumbling down the metallic 
walkway, Techno glances around to find where the blonde went. There he stands, just beyond the 
fence, hunched over with his hands on his knees as he heaves his guts into the grass. 


"Fuck!" he gasps, between hurls. 


"Oh, Dream.." Techno inches slightly closer, taking cover behind the fence. "If only I could tell 
you what Dr. Astor told me.." 


Dream wipes his mouth on his arm as he collapses to the ground and shoves his inhaler between 
those glistening lips. He's covered in sweat, cheeks red and patchy. Techno watches as he breathes 
in his precious medication, transporting him back to the time Techno threw that very life-saver into 
a trashcan. Dream has every right to hate Techno for all the shit he's put him through, but Techno 
could never imagine hating Dream ever again. 


Once Dream finishes catching his breath, he begins slowly ambling back towards the field. Techno 


ducks low to the ground to hide from his view, though he just wants to jump out and comfort 
Dream. Ranboo peeks at him from the bottom of the bleachers, a warped frown on his unique face. 
As soon as Dream is out of view, Techno creeps over to the place he just profusely puked, and he 
can't help but yelp. 


The normally green grass is now painted bright red. 


Dream's POV 


The sun has never been brighter than it is right now. His tender skin, littered with scrapes and 
bruises, is a clear indicator of the childhood he lives. The blonde locks falling around his eyes are 
tangled and messy from a full day of play. The woman he loves most in this world looks down at 
him with a red-lipped smile on her young face. 


"Clay, it's time to come inside! You need to take your medicine," his mother calls, from the stoop 
of their home. 


He bats his long eyelashes, framing the roundest of green orbs. "Okay, Mommy. Can we go to the 
beach again soon?" 


"Oh, little Clay. The doctor said you can't go swimming with that new device of yours.." 


"I promise I'll only get my toes wet!" Clay promises, pawing at the tube extending from his chest 
underneath his shirt. "All the other boys in my class are going tomorrow." 


His mother gently smiles while picking him up. "Maybe. We'll talk to Daddy when he gets home, 
okay? I love you so much." 


Clay nuzzles her cheek. "I love you too, Mommy. 


"I know, honey. We're going to try something new tonight, all right? I'm letting you give yourself 
the medicine. You know, I won't always be around to help you with it." 


The tiny child nods and says, "I know. You'll stay for awhile, though, won't you?" 
"Of course, my love. I'm here for as long as God will let me stay." 


Dream shoots up in his bed, heart racing as he struggles to catch his breath. His hair and face are 
damp with sweat, not unnatural for him ever since the nightmares began. Seeing his mother in his 
dreams should be something beautiful and reminiscent, but it just reminds Dream of when life was 
not necessarily easy, but rather, easier. She always supported and comforted him during the 
roughest moments of dealing with his disease. 


The blonde fumbles for the lamp next to his bed, only to notice he's slept well past dinner when his 
eyes catch on the clock. He can't recall what time he fell asleep, but today's race against Illumina 
beat him within an inch of his life. Dream pushed himself harder than he has in awhile, and it 
almost costed him everything. Luckily, he won and was able to talk with scouters, pose for 
pictures, and answer various questions that reporters and fans had for him. 


After he threw up, that is. 


With each day that passes, Dream's sickle cell anemia kills him just a little bit more. He feels 
constantly weak, sleepy, yet unable to sleep at convenient times, and, not to mention, the blood 


that's supposed to flow through his veins and keep him alive keeps spewing from his throat. Dream 
is so close to nationals, yet so far. Time may just be the death of him. 


Dream pulls himself from his bed and changes into a shirt that isn't soaked in sweat. He ruffles his 
bangs while stepping into the hallway, lips cracked and mouth dry from his overly long nap. The 
house radiates with laughter and distant conversation. In fact, Dream can even see the common 
room television from his place in the hall. Techno and Karl are cuddled up on the sofa, watching 
some sort of action movie at full volume. Dream rolls his eyes and immediately makes his way to 
the kitchen, for the last thing he wants to see is that. 


His pupils dilate as soon as he spots the sink. Dream grabs a clean glass from the strainer and fills 
it with lukewarm water, chugging it as quickly as he can as it spills down his chin. He lets out a 
long moan as soon as the cup is empty, wiping his lips and leaning against the counter to support 
himself. Dream's gaze lands on the sliding glass door that leads to the backyard, and there in the 
garden stands a figure staring at the sky above. How full the moon is tonight. 


"Who's that?" Dream murmurs, meandering towards the door. "Oh.." 


Ranboo leans over to grasp something on the ground, but Dream can't tell what it is. Unable to 
calm his curiosity, Dream steps out on the patio and delicately waves at him. The younger half- 
smiles, presenting a purple flower to Dream. 


"Do you want one?" he kindly asks. 


Dream nods, accepting the gift. "Thanks, Ranboo. Why aren't you hanging out with any of the 
boys?" 


The shy teen shrugs. "I just wanted to be alone. Congratulations on your win today." 


"I appreciate that. You know, you're the only person that’s actually said that to me." Dream laughs 
and sits down next to Ranboo's flower patch. "You mind if I join you?" 


"Not at all, Dream. What's on your mind?" 


The blonde looks at the glimmering moon overhead and pictures the Florida sun that he misses so 
much. It seems as though the clouds only part in Oregon during the night. Being this far from 
home disconnects Dream even further from his parents, and all he wants is to visit Florida again 
before he's forced to have chemotherapy. It's just not likely, though. 


"If I'm being honest, Techno. This week has been.. difficult.. without him. Is that crazy of me to 
say? After all he's done to me?" Dream questions. 


Ranboo shakes his head, joining Dream on the ground with a bouquet of flowers in his large hands. 
"No, Dream. I think Techno cares about you." 


"What? He played me, Ranboo." 


"Gosh.." Ranboo shifts towards Dream with a queasy look on his face. "There are some not so 
good people in this house.. And, I'm not talking about Techno.." 


Dream raises an eyebrow. "What are you suggesting?" 
"I think.. I think you should forgive Techno." 


The older's face falls into his hands as he says, "I wish I could. He doesn't seem to be missing me, 


though." 


"T've seen a lot this week, Dream. Just think about it, okay? Everyone deserves a sense of 
community right about now.." Ranboo implies, sniffing one of the pretty blossoms. 


"Only if you think about something too." 
Ranboo turns his attention back to Dream. "What's that?" 


Dream leans back to lie down on the chilled ground, placing the delicate flower on his chest and 
breathing in a lungful of night air. Ranboo soon joins him at his side, legs extending well past 
Dream's own. They look at each other with soft uncertainty, eyes reflecting off of the full moon 
and shining like precious gemstones. Companionship is such a gentle gift. 


"I think you should finally tell Techno that you are the one who broke Delilah." 
Silence. 
Sorrow. 


If only this cosmic paradise could last forever. 


Chapter End Notes 


Did you expect that? Oh, the plot twist! Leave me a comment if you want because 
they all brighten my day! Plus, I adore reading theories and reviews. 


Check out my Carrd > phantommybeloved.carrd.co < for all of my links and 
information, or just head straight to my Twitter > @ phantomsunsets < and click on the 
link in my bio. Give me a follow while you're there. ;) I post updates, fanart, teasers, 
and hella fresh memes over there, so don't miss out! See you all soon~ 


Sins Of My Youth 


Chapter Summary 


"When the past gets up in your face; 
Memories slide out of place. 

All those things that were hidden away; 
Ain't so bad in the light of day. 


Whoa... 

Let me tell you the truth. 

I love you more; 

Than the sins of my youth." 


Chapter Notes 


I'm back from hiatus! Updates should be returning to normal. :) Enjoy Chapter 12! <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The sound of Techno's metal spoon scraping against the sides of his ceramic bowl on the dining 
table fills his numb conscience as he mindlessly chews a bite of cinnamon and pear oatmeal. Cold 
fingertips tap against his bare arm to garner Techno's attention, but his train of thought is ablaze on 
this Monday morning. Ranboo softly smiles at Techno and nods toward Wilbur, whose lips are 
moving rapidly. 


"Are you listening, Techno?" asks his twin, gesticulating wildly in his face. 

"Heh?" 

Wilbur rolls his eyes. "You're insufferable. I've been talking for ten minutes straight!" 
"Sorry, I'm really focused on this oatmeal.." 

"I'm sure." 


Bad giggles and passes Techno a crumpled flyer. "The masquerade. Don't you pay attention at 
school? It's all anybody's been talking about for weeks." 


"No, I don't. There are far more important things to focus on at school than.. school.. What's the 
masquerade, anyways?" Techno asks, eyeing the small print. 


Skeppy rolls his eyes while taking a large bite of his muffin. "Like your boyfriend's ass?" 
"Language!" scolds Bad. 


The pinkette sighs and pushes his bowl away. "Very funny, Skep. Now, is someone going to 
explain the damn masquerade to me?" 


Wilbur grins. "The masquerade, my dear brother, is Snowchester High's cooler version of 
homecoming. Now, usually, I'm not one to care about such trivial dances for the common folk to 
get wasted off of spiked punch and grind under the disco ball, but Niki Nihachu is very excited for 
this soiree. I want to make this a special event for her." 


"So, you've asked her to be your date, right?" questions Tommy, bopping Wilbur on the head with 
his spoon. 


"Not exactly.." 


The boys dining on their morning meals break into laughter, some choking from how comically 
they perceive Wilbur's romantic endeavors. Techno just stays still, completely unamused and rather 
tired of the chaos and fun. He doesn't trust these kids that are supposed to be his friends anymore, 
for every little action could be connected to treachery in his warped brain. 


"Hey, hey! What's going on in here? You all are looking mighty fine today," Karl announces, 
stepping into the kitchen. 


Techno looks up at him with a forced grin as Karl leans down to give him a gentle kiss. "Good 
morning, Karl. Wilbur's doing another Shakespearean monologue about his endearing love for 
Niki." 

"Oh, hush.." Wilbur mutters, eyeing Techno. "We're discussing the masquerade as well. Surely, 


you have heard about it?" 


"Of course! I'm on the planning committee, after all. If this event is going to pop off, it needs my 
style and input. Make sure to vote for duke and duchess at lunch sometime this week, 'kay? The 
team and I need to start counting soon." 


Wilbur nods as he stands up. "If you guys don't vote for me and Niki, I will cut each and every one 
of you out of my life for good." 


The older twin rolls his eyes and mumbles, "Drama king." 
"Drama duke, brother. Be sure to vote!" 


Gathering his dishes, Wilbur heads off into the kitchen, followed by Bad and Skeppy. Karl sits 
down next to Techno and reads over the flyer, smiling so proudly at the words he no doubt drafted 
himself. Techno sips on his apple juice while studying his boyfriend and pondering the incoming 
headache that is already beginning to pound against his temples. Tommy and Ranboo soon leave 
the table as well to put their dishes in the sink and gather their schoolbags and jackets for the day 
ahead. Only Karl and Techno are left. 


"You're excited for the masquerade, yeah? I've been putting so much effort into it.." Karl admits, 
giving Techno the puppy dog eyes. 


"Sure, Karl. I'm not sure I'm much of a dancer, but I will take every opportunity to be the center of 
attention." 


Karl laughs and grasps Techno's hands. "I know you will, and I love that about you. I'm gonna grab 
my bag, okay? Don't leave without me." 


"Wouldn't dream of it." 


Techno grabs his bowl and begins meandering into the kitchen, his boots clicking on the tile with 


each tortured step. A pink Dutch braid is hanging over each of his shoulders, accentuating the 
sharp details of such a naturally intimidating face. The heart-shaped ruby dangling from his septum 
and falling against his prominent Cupid's bow, however, softens Techno's features ever-so-slightly, 
and it's just enough to create a false sense of security to lure his prey in. 


Well, if only Techno weren't the true prey as of late. 


He sets his ceramic in the sink amongst the other dishes and takes in a deep breath. Techno fixes 
his posture and smooths out the wrinkles of his lace-up sweater just to give himself a slight boost 
of confidence. As soon as he's mentally gathered himself, Techno turns around and prepares to 
leave for the day, unbothered, but a pair of emerald-toned eyes is staring at him intently. 


Dream's lime green hoodie is rolled up to his elbows, exposing his pale, strong arms that are 
capped in fingerless gloves. The rouge in his cheeks is much more prominent today than usual, 
which gives the illusion of glowing freckles peppered across the bridge of his nose and under those 
alluring eyes. Dream's waves of shaggy blonde are so close to touching his shoulders, which they 
have been for awhile, but it seems as though his mess of hair is even longer now. Maybe it's from 
the lack of brushing, or maybe he's just beautiful. 


Unable to hold their strained gaze for a second longer, Techno pulls a quick one-eighty and runs 
back through the kitchen, barely stopping to grab his bag that's sitting outside of the common 
room. Karl is nowhere in sight, but he simply cannot stay in the boarding house to wait. As long as 
Dream is there, Techno can't be. In spite of everything, Techno has never had a softer spot for 
anyone in his entire life, and being in Dream's presence fills him with physical dread now that they 
are on worse terms than ever before. 


Techno Blade, a true hypocrite if there has ever been one, can't seem to come to terms with the loss 
of something so altruistic as the short-lived relationship he shared with Clay Dream. 


This day may just last forever. 


The barren hallway echoes with lonesome footsteps as Techno makes his way through the upper 
area of the school building. It's midway through lunch, so all of the classrooms are closed and 
empty as he peeks into the windows he passes. Techno didn't much feel like eating and conversing 
about the daily buzz of the birth of a new week while feeling so shitty, so now he's on his way to 
his locker to exchange his morning textbooks for the afternoon ones and detox. 


Life is so mundane when every pair of eyes isn't trained on him. 


Techno sets his crossbody bag down on the floor as he begins dialing in his locker combination, 
still caught up in the image of Dream standing in the kitchen and just watching him with subtle 
curiosity and not-so-subtle apprehension. As his fingers turn the knob toward the last number, he 
notices just how chipped his red nail polish is. Techno crinkles his eyebrows, leaning down to 
study the faint red on his thumb. That's when it dawns on him he isn't wearing nail polish today. 
Not to mention, that speck of red is wet. 


There isn't a second for the quick-thinking pinkette to react as the door creaks open and a hollow 
gasp escapes his lungs. Techno looks up just in time to catch a glimpse of the plastic bucket as it 
falls from the top shelf of his locker and coats his skin, hair, and clothes in a thick, blood-esque 
substance. He lets out a shriek as the cold liquid drips from his body and runs all over the white 
tile. Techno spits a mouthful of the synthetic blood as he begins shaking and more or 

less screeching at his red hands. 


The pinkette wipes the red from his eye sockets and glances around the hallway full of sticky blood 
before grabbing his bag, which looks like it's just been picked right out of a crime scene, and 
running down the staircase. His boots squish with each step, printing blood on the tile that Techno 
sprints across. Those neat braids splayed on his shoulders are soaked in the stickiness, making him 
feel just as gross and belittled as he's ever been. 


Techno, with rage in his eyes and hatred in his heart, stomps right up to the supervised classroom 
that is used for lunch detentions. There, in one of the center desks, sits Johnathan Schlatt, smirking 
as he tears into a slice of pizza. Techno throws open the door and glares at the boy, not minding the 
teacher and handful of students that are also quietly eating lunch. 


"Schlatt!" shouts Techno, commanding the attention of everyone in the small room. 


Every person stares at him in horror as he drips what appears to be the freshest of blood. Schlatt 
covers his saucy lips with a hand as he takes in the sight of Techno. His once white sweater is 
completely red now, as if he's been stabbed directly in the stomach and left to bleed to death. 


"Hey pretty pink. You've.. uh.. got a little something.. right.. everywhere." 


The younger grabs Schlatt's pointer finger with a grip of steel. "Who the FUCK did you get my 
locker combo for? And, what the HELL is on me?" 


"Wait, that was your locker?" Schlatt lets out a belly laugh, but he dials it back upon noticing 
Techno's murderous gaze. "Ah, well.. I don't know." 


"You don't know? I'm going to kill you!" 


Schlatt raises his hands in the air, glancing to the teacher for help, but he just shakes his head and 
goes back to eating. "Don't lash out on me! Listen, I was inquired via my business email by an 
anonymous student asking for a specific combination. You know good and well that I always cater 
to my clients’ needs, no matter what. Plus, I was paid rather decently.." 


"You stupid motherfucker! Find out who did this to me, or I will cut your-" 


"Calm down!" demands Schlatt, standing up and thrusting an envelope at Techno. "This job makes 
more sense now. I'm pretty sure this is yours. It's from my anonymous client, I should mention. 
Sorry, sweetie, but I can't help you. If you want to figure out who did this, take it up with a 
detective. I've got big kid shit to attend to." 


The younger grabs his slice of pizza and throws up a peace sign before leaving the detention room, 
although none of the other students have made one move. Techno locks eyes with the supervisor 
before storming out, gripping the envelope between bloody fingers. He trounces into the nearest 
bathroom, makes sure it's empty, and throws his bag down to rip into whatever's hidden in that 
paper packaging. 


To Dave "Techno" Blade: 

Surprise! It's seems as though you were smart enough to ask Johnathan who wanted your locker 
combination, just the same as you did when you stole Dream's hoodie. So glad he managed to get 
that back, by the way. Too bad his precious book couldn't revel in the same fate. Nor could your 
sabre! It's been so beautiful to witness your downfall, and it's just beginning. Don't forget about 
me, young god. Look in the mirror and watch yourself bleed. Soon, you will be lucky enough to die 
as well. 

Love, ^-^ 


Techno lets the letter fall from his hands and land on the bathroom floor as he finally dares to look 
at his reflection above the sink he's standing in front of. His lips and nose are completely covered 
in the mock blood, but that's not even the worst of it. The once beautiful and prominent braids of 
candied silk in the most enchanting shade of baby pink are encrusted in the red, ends still pitifully 
dripping. Techno involuntarily yelps upon grabbing one of his braids, but his hand sticks to it like 
glue. 


"Is this what people see me as?" he asks, eyeing the disgusting, terrifying boy in the mirror. 


The pinkette quickly turns on the faucet and begins frantically rubbing at his skin, but the red has 
stained him well past the point of no return. Panic sets in as he basically shreds his skin off, turning 
it puffy and even redder than the cosmetic blood originally tinted it. Techno painfully yanks the 
ponytail holders from his hair, crying out at how bad it hurts his tender scalp. He tries to rake his 
fingers through it, but it refuses to untangle. 


In all of his mania, Techno slips on the blood and bashes his forehead against the porcelain sink as 
he falls to the ground. The laces on one side of his sweater catch during the unhonorable stumble, 

causing it to rip and hang off of his torso like a dirty rag. Techno moans while delicately touching 
the new bump above his left eye and turning over to try and get ahold of himself. 


"Techno!" shouts Dream, startling the quivering boy on the ground. "Holy shit, what happened to 
you?" 


"Dream?" Techno groans. 


Dream places a palm under Techno's head as he crouches down to the floor, evaluating the 
damage. "What happened to you? Is that blood?" 


"T, uh.. I don't know." 
"Techno..” 


The older wipes at his eyes to stop the oncoming tears before they can even start. He blinks up a 
few times as Dream finally comes into focus, looking just as curious as this morning, with a strong 
hint of concern. Techno frowns upon seeing that face so close to his own while they're infinitely 
separated in the metaphysical aspect. 


"Somebody's after me. And, they got me pretty fucking good this time," whines Techno, trying to 
sit up. 


The blonde helps him into an upright position. "What do you mean by that?" 


"I mean that one of the kids in our house has been sabotaging me! They broke my sabre, found out 
that I stole your hoodie, dumped fake blood on me, and.. and they ruined your book. I know this 
looks bad, but I would never have taken that message from your mother away from you. I'ma 
terrible person, but I don't want to hurt you.." 


Dream stands up and, just when Techno thinks he's about to leave him all alone on the bathroom 
floor, waves his hand in front of the paper towel dispenser before wetting a few sheets under the 
still running water. He kneels back down to Techno, pupils locking on that spot above his eye that 
is beginning to take on a purplish hue. Dream ever-so-slightly hesitates before carefully dabbing 
the cool paper against his wound. 


"It's just an object, Techno. The only thing that matters right now is figuring out who's got a target 
on your back." Dream deflects his gaze back down to meet Techno's eyes. "You don't think it's me, 


do you?" 


"No, I don't. Dream, you told me that.. that somebody asked you to take the blame for Delilah's 
death.. Who is out to get me? Please, I'm begging you to tell me. I can't take this anymore.. Who in 
our house hates me?" Techno begs to know, sharply exhaling as a pang of hurt stabs into his 
stomach. 


The blonde looks down to the floor and whispers, "We can't talk about it here.. I think it's best you 
go back to the boarding house, Techno.." 


Tears carve out lines in the blood on Techno's cheeks as he nods. He picks himself up from the 
gross tile and begins dragging himself out of the bathroom, but before Techno can make it to the 
door, Dream grabs his arm. Just as quickly, Dream lets him go and clears his throat, rubbing his 
neck out of frustration. 


"Wait, that'll ruin your hair if you don't get it out now. Let me help?" 
Techno nervously scratches his arm. "How?" 


Dream crosses the room to the janitor's closet tucked in the back. The pinkette queasily frowns, 
imagining the last time the two were near a janitor's closet together. He disappears in the shallow 
room before coming back out with a step ladder and placing it in front of the already bloody sink. 
He gestures Techno to sit and lean back, which Techno only does after raising one eyebrow and 
gazing at him with uncertainty. 


"TI try not to hurt you." 


The chilled water flowing through Techno's scalp instantly calms him as Dream begins carefully 
picking his hair apart and rinsing the blood away. Dream's fingertips are so gentle that the pinkette 
closes his eyes to relish in the gentle feeling. The only other time he's been taken care of to such a 
degree was when Ranboo helped him out of the shower after a particularly terrible day of missing 
Dream with no remorse. Sometimes, it just feels so fucking good to let go of all that pride he 
constantly carries around like bags of solid concrete . 


"Dream?" Techno asks, voice barely above a whisper. 
"Yeah, Techno?" 


Techno opens his eyes as the faucet shuts off. "I'm really sorry for everything I've put you through. 
You're one of the most extraordinary people I've ever met." 


"I think you bumped your head a bit too hard." Dream gently smiles and traces his finger over 
Techno's glistening lips. "I don't hate you. I've never hated you, Techno Blade." 


The pinkette's mouth tingles from the touch. "I mean, you have every right to." 
"Yeah, I do. But, I just can't. What I can do is accept your apology." 


"Thank you, Dream.. for everything," Techno affirms, sitting up and staring his red face in the 
mirror. "I think I'm going to be stained red for a long while." 


Dream eyes Techno's sweater. "Of course, but if you walk home in that, somebody 
will definitely call the police on you for suspected murder. Wear my hoodie." 


"What? Absolutely not! I already stole it from you once.. and then kinda lost it.." 


The younger tugs his hoodie off anyways, revealing a yellow tee underneath. "Lost? What do you 
mean you Jost my hoodie?" 


"I hid it under my bed when I stole it, which was the day I broke into your track locker. When you 
were in the hospital, I wanted to return it, but I couldn't find it." 


"That's something we will also discuss later, okay?" 
Techno nods. "I have a lot to tell you, if you'll let me." 
"Yeah, Techno. I think we much to discuss. Not to mention, I could use your presence.." 


The pinkette slowly lifts his sweater over his head, presenting his bare torso with patches of red 
covering him. Dream has slightly backed up, squeezing his lime hoodie in his hands like it owes 
him vast sums of money. Those few, simple words dig into Techno's skin and propel him closer to 
Dream. 


"Do you really mean that?" Techno questions. 
Dream half-smiles. "Yeah. Maybe we could go somewhere priv-" 


They both halt upon taking notice of approaching footsteps. With little time to react, Dream is 
quick on his feet, for his runner reflexes are quite superior to everyone else's. He grabs Techno's 
bag and pulls him into a stall before slamming the door shut and covering the older's mouth. 
Techno's eyes widen, tasting the synthetic blood on Dream's palm. 


"-but, Sapnap hasn't even asked me to the masquerade yet! I know he's such a flirt, so what if this 
kid is just playing me? I feel like a fool," Alex grumbles. 


"Why not ask him yourself? He's such a himbo and never takes the hint, even when it's waved right 
under his nose," says George. 


Bad giggles. "Very true; Skeppy is the same way. I don't have to worry about him forgetting to ask 
me, though." 


"That's because you and him have been dating since middle school!" Alex gasps as all three boys' 
footsteps halt. "Fuck, who died in here?" 


"Somebody must've had their period," George suggests, standing directly outside of the stall Dream 
and Techno are hiding in. 


Alex glares at him. "This is the men's room, idiot." 
"Some boys have periods, Alex," interjects Bad. 


The youngest of the group nods and says, "Well, I guess that is true. Still, why in the middle of the 
fucking floor? Never mind that, we were talking about our stupid bitch boyfriends." 


George audibly laughs with much passion and retaliates, "You don't have a boyfriend! Until you 
ask Sap out, there's no chance you two will be official. The boy's brain is too small for such 
romantic plays." 


"Puck off, Gogy! No one asked you!" 


"Language!" 


Alex kicks at the stall door next to the hiding boys. "Not like you have a boyfriend, huh? You and 
your dumb crush on the cancer boy downstairs seem to be going nowhere fast." 


"Hey, sickle cell anemia is not cancer," scolds George, rolling his eyes. "It's whatever, anyways. 
You know, I always do my best to stay out of Techno's way when it comes to Dream, but now, he's 
like obsessed with him? I'm so tired of Techno, honestly. He's a bigger hypocrite than anyone I've 
ever met! Screw him, honestly. I have no idea what Karl sees in him." 


Techno draws his eyebrows together while reaching for the door handle, but Dream tightens his 
grip in the nick of time. Dream's arms locked around Techno's torso transport him back to the 
sweet night they spent wrapped in each other's warm solace during the safety of slumber. Even 
though it hurts to be this close to him, Techno stays still and continues wishing for death. 


"As long as he is happy, I'm happy," Bad replies. 


"You're always happy, Bad." Alex loudly sighs and glares at George. "Honestly, who cares what 
Techno thinks? He's not all that. Go after Dream! If you want to deal with all of his baggage and 
universal hatred, be my guest. I am concerned for Karl, though." 


George nods in agreement. "He'll come around eventually. In the meantime, maybe I'll manage to 
work up the courage to ask Dream to the masquerade. Are you guys ready to go?" 


"Yeah, come on! Skeppy's supposed to be walking me to psychology." 


Both Alex and George fake a gagging sound as they trounce on out of the bathroom. Techno is 
able to let out a sigh of relief once they're gone, but he's still rather displeased with them, especially 
George. Techno has never felt particularly elated or angered to be in George's presence, but now, 
things are different. In fact, Techno gets the impression that George's dislike for him may just lead 
to the traitor's identity. 


Dream unlocks the stall door and passes his hoodie to Techno as they awkwardly step back into the 
main part of the bathroom, avoiding eye contact. Dream clears his throat as Techno dresses himself 
in the warm clothing item, smelling of strawberries and whipped cream, probably what Dream had 
for lunch. It's slightly too big on him, for even though Techno and Dream are roughly the same 
height, Dream has more definition. 


"Don't pay any mind to their ramblings, Techno. We'll talk tonight, okay? I'll message you on 
where to meet me, okay?" Dream asks, crossing his arms over his chest. 


The pinkette nods. "Yeah.. Sure.. Okay.." 


They don't exchange any other words as Dream exits the bathroom, taking Techno's ruined sweater 
along with him. Techno looks at himself in the mirror one final time, red skin and messy hair 
giving him the appearance of a washed up raver. Not to mention, the bump above his left eye is so 
easily noticeable that not even his bangs can cover it. He tries to gather himself, but it's so hard to 
when Techno feels like the world is at his throat. Techno gathers his things, leaning down to pick 
up the discarded envelope, but when it's in his hands, he squints in confusion. 


The threatening letter, Techno's one possible link to his tormentor, is gone. 


The smell of evening sea breeze flows in from the nearby coast, swirling through the white oaks 
and hitting against the mountains capped in crisp snow. Above the winding foliage, the mourning 
doves soar high while crying out like a vast orchestra, all attuned to the same rhythm in different 


keys. Falling leaves soar past loose hair, pinker than the glow shimmering along the surface of the 
new sunset. A large butterfly with lavender-tinted wings glides past brown eyes that curiously 
follow its flight path. Simply beautiful. 


Techno pads across the thick grass, nearing closer to the swing set at the edge of the park that 
overlooks a valley of wildflowers down below. There are two wood panels held up by rusted 
chains, one taken up by a figure with blonde hair and outstretched arms. 


"I'm glad you made it," Dream says, voice as airy as ever. 

"How'd you know it's me?" asks Techno. 

Dream angles his head back to smile at him. "Nobody else ever comes here." 
"I take it you find yourself here often?" 


The younger nods as Techno sits down on the swing next to him. "Yeah, I found it on a long run 
once. This place must have been abandoned like ten years ago, at least. Everything's broken and 
unstable. Fits me well, I'd say." 


"Very true. I almost got lost, you know. A family of squirrels tried to burrow in my hair." 


"Can you blame them?" Dream picks a leaf out of Techno's mane. "Stay in one place for too long, 
and the bees will try to drink from you." 


Techno good-naturedly rolls his eyes. "You're a nerd." 
"Thanks." 


They both look away, as if on cue. Techno's hair gets caught in an incoming breeze that parts his 
bangs enough to reveal the crimson-rimmed bump on his forehead, filled with patchy purple and 
navy blue. He quickly reaches up to cover it, but Dream is already staring back at him with the 
same expression he's worn all day. It makes Techno's stomach do a flip as he rapidly blinks and lets 
out a sharp exhale. 


"I scrubbed for an hour and a half. I don't foresee a reality in which I am free from this red prison 
for days," comments Techno, looking down at his stained hands. 


"That bump, Techno.. What if you've fractured your skull?" 
The pinkette waves away his remark. "Don't worry about me, Dream." 


"Try and stop me!" Techno sticks his tongue out, drawing Dream's eyes to the ring. "Did that hurt? 
I'm terrible with needles." 


Techno shrugs. "A bit. I want more, though. How long have you had your catheter, then? It must be 
your lifesaver considering how often you receive medication through your veins, right?" 


"The first several years of my life were a piss party when it came to needles, but I received my first 
central venous catheter implant when I was about seven. Twice a year, I undergo an operation to 
get a brand new one, which always makes me feel anxious as hell. No needle pain, though," he 
explains, pawing at the tube underneath his shirt. 


"It's so insane to me that I never knew such a device existed before you came into my life. I feel 
like I've been blind to so much, and you've given me a new perspective..." Techno grips onto the 


chains as he begins lightly kicking his legs to propel himself forward. "You.. uh.. make me want to 
be a better person." 


Dream mimics his motion and replies, "Well, I never imagined you saying that to me. I never 
imagined us being here either, to be honest. This is my secret haven, and now, you're a part of it.. 
Things change, I guess." 


"I'm not much for change, but.. maybe.. it's not all that bad." 
The blonde grins. "You're right, Techno. Change.. can be really healthy." 


Techno feels himself begin to laugh the higher he climbs into the atmosphere with Dream by his 
side. They both begin to holler and try to gain more air than other, exchanging playful glares and 
shouts. Dream shoots his arms into the sky as if he's about to catch one of the clouds in his hands 
while the bolts grind against the rusty bars barely holding the swing set together. The structure 
shakes and groans, but neither of them attempts to stop as they just keep finding themselves going 
higher and higher. 


"You're too slow!" 
"Try and catch me!" 
"Loser!" 

"Idiot!" 


The boys don't cease even their havoc as the bars pick up from the ground and slam back down 
with enough force to send them flying. The sound of their laughter drowns out the sound of the 
upper metal bar snapping in half and throwing them down the hill. Techno and Dream cry bloody 
murder during their tumble, every body part catching on rocks and sticks, landing side by side with 
smiles on their bloody faces. 


"Ouch.." Techno breathes, still riding out his euphoria. 

Dream looks over to him, eyes beaming. "That was fucking amazing." 
"Did you break anything?" 

"I hope not. You?" 

Techno shakes his head. "Dream, I have to tell you something.." 


The blonde's smile dissipates as he rolls on his side, a trickle of blood running from in between his 
lips. Techno hesitantly reaches forward to wipe it away with his thumb, examining the liquid on 
his hand. Dream's eyes widen as he clamps a palm over his mouth just in time to catch the blood as 
it boils from his throat. He quickly sits up and spreads his legs to hurl on the patch of grass in front 
of him. Techno places a hand on his back and tucks Dream's hair behind his ear as the blood comes 
raining out of him in tumultuous waves. 


Once the blood stops spilling, Dream has to lean on Techno to catch his breath. "I'm okay. That just 
happens sometimes, no biggie." 


"Are you kidding me? Dream, puking blood is NOT normal. But.. I think I know how you can fix 
it." 


Dream raises an eyebrow and asks, "What do you mean?" 


"I talked to Dr. Astor on Saturday about a bone marrow transplant.. There's still time for you to get 
cured! I have so much to tell you, Dream.." 


His eyes widen. "You talked to my stubborn asshole of a doctor? Techno.. that's the most caring 
thing another human has done for me. Tell me everything!" 


Techno giggles and traces his fingertips across Dream's forehead. The younger kindly smiles, 
blood still painted across his lips and chin. Their hands connect for the first time in what feels like 
ages, and Techno finally realizes that they fit together so well, like two lost puzzle pieces finding 
each other in the never-ending void of loss. 


"Okay, so.. Cara and Ant already gave the go-ahead for chemotherapy, but-" 


The sound of a twig snapping startles Techno into silence as he and Dream both look up to the top 
of the hill they just tumbled down. More footsteps follow, Techno trying to spot what lurking 
creature could be here with them. The pinkette doesn't move an inch or even dare to breathe as 
multiple flashes from a camera stun both of them, sending their souls screaming, straight to hell. 


"We're not alone," Dream whispers, letting go of Techno's hand. "And, I think I know who 
followed us.." 


The older casts his gaze downward. "Who?" 


Suddenly, a polaroid picture comes dancing from the top of the hill, clearly just having been 
thrown by the culprit. Not wanting to make any noise, Techno carefully crawls on his hands and 
knees over to the flower it has landed on, squinting at the dark photo as it comes to life. An 
imagine of Techno and Dream holding hands as Dream lies on Techno's lap has been captured on 
the cardstock. 


"Ranboo." 


Chapter End Notes 
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block has been killing me for the past couple of weeks, and every second spent on this 
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A Thing About You 


Chapter Summary 


"I'm not much on mystery; 

Yeah, you gotta be careful what you dream. 
I thought this might pass with time; 

Yeah, I thought I was satisfied. 


But oh, baby, let me tell you; 
I got a thing about you." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 13! This part was especially enjoyable to write. Enjoy~ <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Human error provides the basis of every big picture decision, revolutionary discovery, and 
darkened emotion that propels this species forward and pulls it even further back. No being exists 
without the ripest of flaws that manipulate one's desire to cause destruction. War, capitalism, 
poverty, murder—they all breed chaos with the sole intention of tearing down 

everything good humanity has conjured, if anything at all. 


Nothing is more powerful than hate. 


And, that is exactly what is simmering in Techno's russet-toned eyes. Dream stares back at him 
with just as much disgust and loathing despise. Four balled fists, two pursed mouths, one energetic 
concoction of negativity. At arms length away, Techno swings as hard as he can with his right 
hand, just barely grazing Dream's jaw as he dodges the blow and attempts to knock Techno off of 
his feet. They trade places, growling with anger, and each fire a few side shots. 


"What is wrong with you?! You're a wretched creature, Clay Dream!" seethes Techno. 


"Says you!" Dream spits in Techno's direction. "You make me recoil at the thought of living one 
more day, breathing the same oxygen as something so vile!" 


Techno boxes his ears and manages to scratch three marks into Dream's left cheek, immediately 
sprouting trickles of blood. "I'll ruin you more than I already have. I'll drive you out of this fucking 
state if I have to! Lonely, little orphan has no friends. Sad, pathetic loser is hated by all! Don't you 
see the power I have over you? You're nothing!" 


"Says the egotistical maniac that is currently in his rapid descent from grace! You can only be 
praised for so long before the people you ruthlessly step on get tired of your fucking feet. Ever 
heard of King Louis XVI? They chopped his head off and reclaimed France!" 


The pinkette sneers. "Think you can take my country from me?" 


"Not just your country, Techno.." Dream shoves Techno up against the dining room table and 
grabs onto that tantalizing braid, wrapping it around his hand like a whip. "But, everything else 
you've ever had as well." 


Dream yanks on Techno's hair, causing the older to cry out and attempt to free himself. Techno 
knees Dream in his stomach, but Dream maintains his death grip. Tears sprout to Techno's eyes as 
the pulsating in his scalp rises, refusing to give in to the blonde's will. Techno grabs at Dream's 
neck with his free hand and squeezes as Dream pulls the braid again. They both groan and shout as 
Dream manages to push Techno fully on the table now, knocking over half-full glasses and barely 
touched food from the breakfast that was barely able to begin. 


"Let me go!" 
"Let.. me.. go.. first!" gasps the younger. 


Techno releases only to dig at Dream's hand until he's escaped. He climbs off of the table and kicks 
at Dream, but the runner is quick to react, grabbing his leg and sending him to the ground. Dream 
hovers over Techno with a grin, face still purple from yesterday's excursion, now with fresh blood 
from their ongoing battle. 


"Die! " 


Nails scratch, feet kick, words fly, and wounds fester. Just as Techno manages to rise from the 
ground, Dream delivers a fast blow right to his piggy nose. Blood spatters across the pinkette's face 
as he retaliates by punching Dream in the eye. Before either of them can gain the upper hand, arms 
restrain Techno from behind and pull him away. 


"What the fuck is going on?!" Wilbur demands to know, trying to hold his twin's arms down. 


"Your freak show brother's about to get his ass kicked!" shouts Dream, even though he's being held 
back as well. 


Wilbur manages to get Techno to stop flailing, but his grip doesn't loosen. Sapnap, who's holding 
Dream in place, gives Wilbur a terrified look as the taller boy comes down from his high and 
submits to defeat in Sapnap's arms. Both of their chests are pumping rapidly as that same look of 
hate bares into one another. Within seconds, the dining room is filled with curious teenagers just 
trying to get one more glimpse of the havoc. 


"Techno! Are you okay? Did he hurt you? Oh, my sweet boy, your nose is gushing!" Karl panics, 
rushing over to nurse his boyfriend's wounds. 


Techno furiously huffs. "I'm fine, Karl. He, on the other hand, is seconds away from death. Well, if 
only Wilbur would let me the fuck go!" 


"Absolutely not! You know what happened the last time you and Dream fought, and Dadza would 
skin you alive if you really got expelled because of a feud. I have your best interest, brother." 


"I say, let 'em do it! Dadza doesn't need to know, aye?" suggests Tommy, picking up a slice of toast 
from an abandoned plate and going to town. "Needs butter. Anybody have some butter in their 
pockets?" 


Ranboo nods. "Yeah, here.. Wait, no. I think I keep my butter in my other dress pants.." 


"Useless! Come on, somebody's got to have some butter!" Tommy gripes. 


"Can you shut up about the butter?" Wilbur intervenes, bopping the youngest Blade sibling on his 
blonde head of curls. "Now, Techno, please. Don't dig yourself into a hole because you hate this 
kid. He's not worth it." 


Karl uses a napkin to dab at Techno's nose as he adds, "Wilbur's right. Dream doesn't deserve your 
sweat and blood." 


"You people make me sicker than him.. Get off me, Sapnap!" Dream demands, finally wriggling 
his way out of the sophomore's grip. "This isn't over.." 


Dream storms out of the kitchen and past the gawking crowd as Wilbur finally lets go of his 
brother. Techno wipes away his blood and more or less convulses at the feeling of supportive 
hands grasping at his shoulders. He doesn't want their praise or sympathy right now. 


"Come on, Techno. Let's go finish getting ready for school and not worry about that prick, okay? 
He's not going to bother you now.." coos Karl. 


"No, I'm not going to school today. He's gone too far, Karl! I can't deal with Dream anymore, and 
if I have to argue with Phil for hours on end, I don't care. I'm determined to get him kicked out of 
this place!" 


Wilbur chases after Techno as he heads for the door. "You can't be serious, right? Dad is teaching 
class today!" 


"If he loves me, he'll make the fucking time to hear me!" 


The pinkette slams the door in his twin's face before marching away, hands still balled at his sides. 
He manages to get a whole ten steps away from Boarding House 7 before Dream slinks up to his 
side, favorite hoodie now on and rolled up to his elbows. He grins at Techno, nail marks present 
and eye aflame. 


"Think they bought it?" 
"Definitely. You're quite the actor, Dream," Techno compliments. 
Dream snickers. "Not all of that was acting.." 


"Oh, shut your mouth. Neither was mine, but I still did a beautiful job. My nose did not appreciate 
how hard you punched me, though. Like, damn!" 


The blonde has to hold his stomach as he full on laughs now, wheezing like a tea kettle that's been 
left on the stove for far too long. "Sorry, Techno. You did a number on me, as well. Race you to 
Phil's place?" 


"You're so on." 


Techno and Dream smirk at each other as they head off down the walkway, pushing and trying to 
trip the other when one gets ahead. Though Techno is limber, nimble, and skilled as ever, he can't 
outrun the boy with the speed of a cheetah on steroids. He lags behind Dream during their entire 
race, so much so that Dream has to periodically slow down to let Techno catch up and try to 
sabotage him. Even then, it doesn't take them long to arrive at Phil's apartment building. 


After looking around the parking lot to make sure nobody is spying in on them, Techno takes the 
spare key he stole from Wilbur's bag and unlocks the aging Buick. Dream hops into the passenger's 
side as Techno fires up her raspy engine. They whiz out of sight of Snowchester High, giggling like 


the mischievous rats they are. With all four windows down and not a seatbelt locked in sight, 
Techno doubles the speed limit and speeds through the backroads with Dream by his side. 


Together, they are an invincible duo that wields the chaos the universe once gave them to destroy 
each other. Now, they only use it to destroy themselves. 


"Normality? I don't even know what that is. I've always lived my life assuming I would die young 
and painfully. How am I even supposed to feel about the slim possibility of normality?” Dream 
asks, pushing his way through the foliage. 


"Don't react yet. Reaction is for after the surgery is successful." 


Dream pauses to stare at Techno. "You said it yourself. There's only a twenty percent chance I find 
a match, and even then, I have high chances of dying during conditioning or after the operation. 
Maybe I want to go out on my own accord, no chemo or medication.. or miracle surgeries. I just 
don't foresee myself getting that lucky." 


"Luck has nothing to do with it," Techno assures, climbing over a fallen tree trunk. "You're strong, 
Dream. Imagine how much stronger you'd be with blood that actually works." 


The blonde has to laugh at this one as he ties his hoodie around his waist. "I wish I could ask my 
mom. She'd know just what to say.." 


"Oh, Dream. I don't particularly enjoy when you make me feel for you." 
"And, I don't particularly enjoy when you feel for me. Should we keep going?" 


Techno wipes the sweat from his brow and nods. "We must be close to the peak. If we had service 
out here, I could use the compass on my phone, but alas.." 


"What happened to you being the human GPS?" Dream mocks. 

The pinkette side-eyes him and defends, "Nothing! Just for your sake, that's all." 
"Since when do you care about other's sakes?" 

"Since you stumbled into my life, towing a shit ton of baggage." 

Dream sticks his tongue out. "Harsh." 

"Not harsh enough." 


The two boys continue their ascent up the mountainside, periodically getting caught in the thickets 
and hounded by swarming crows. The serene sounds of nature flow across Techno's eardrums as he 
vaguely makes out an owl's hoot and the footsteps of scavenging deer. The buzz of glistening, 
green-backed beetles follows them deeper into the tangled canopy of soaring oaks and pines. Every 
once and awhile, Dream stops to gather a brightly-colored flower and add the bulb to the growing 
bouquet poking out of his backpack. 


"Do you hear that?" questions Dream, stopping in his tracks. 
Techno narrows his gaze in the direction of Dream's eyes. "Hear what?" 


The younger grins. "Running water. Maybe you have a use after all.." 


"Hey, I'll hit you. Watch your mouth." 


Dream snickers under his breath and begins leading Techno further into the emerald haven of 
burrowing life and silky webs. He clears a path for Techno to follow with his fingerless gloves, for 
the unkind forest is less likely to cut Dream as he shoves through with protection. Even then, their 
bare legs and arms have acquired quite a few dings and scratches from such an adventure, away 
from all humankind and needless pollution. 


"We're close," Dream informs, stepping right into a bundle of leaves. "Hold onto me so you don't 
get lost or caught in.. quicksand." 


"Yes, because quicksand is my biggest worry right now.." 


The pinkette bites down on his bottom lip as he grabs onto Dream's hips, just to be safe. He can 
barely see anything at all caught in such lush forestry, but with Dream to guide him, Techno 
doesn't doubt that they'll snuff out whatever instinctual trail Dream is hellbent on following. The 
cunning runner seems to know exactly what he's doing. 


"Here!" 


Techno holds on tight as Dream picks up his pace and takes a hard left into even denser woods. 
Branches slap them both in the face, but Dream doesn't slow down until he and Techno are bursting 
out of the wilderness and into a clearing, which quite literally takes Techno's breath away. The 
sound of a gurgling stream finally hits him as Techno is faced with the most gorgeous waterfall 
he's seen in all his time in Oregon. It's spilling directly into a crystal clear basin, the perfect depth 
for a midday swim. 


"Maybe you aren't all that useless either," gasps Techno, as he watches a brilliant cardinal splash in 
the shimmering basin. "Don't tell me this is another one of your secrets.." 


"It's not." They lock mischievous eyes. "It's our secret, Techno." 


They toss their bags on the fresh soil and sit down to partake in a much needed drink. Techno 
sucks absentmindedly on his water bottle's nozzle as his parched throat screams out of relief. The 
humidity, even in early autumn, is hellish in such compacted woods, but that little bit of water 
makes a huge difference for Techno's state of mind. 


"Would you go through with the operation.. if you had a bone marrow donor?" asks Techno, still 
not wanting the subject to dissolve away. 


Dream shrugs. "Maybe. I just really don't want to go through so much chemotherapy in such a 
small window of time. It'll destroy my body more than sickle cell anemia already has.." 


"I know you're scared, Dream. I'm scared too, honestly. But, there's so much this world could offer 
you if you'd just stay a little longer, no? Cara and Ant signed off on chemo, right? Let Phil and I 
help you get emancipated while you find a bone marrow donor. Then, live your fucking life. 
What's there to lose?" 


The blonde's lips purse. "Myself. I've always lived like everyday is my last day, and what happens 
if I do come out of this surgery as a real person? Where do I go from there? College? Work? It's 
like, I've spent seventeen years accepting that I'm going to die so young. Human connections have 
never been important to me, and.. I don't know how to change that. What if.. in the end.. I still die 
alone, just more miserable and unfulfilled?" 


"What if.." Techno's pinky dances along the back of Dream's hand. "What if you aren't alone?" 


"What do you mean by that?" 


Techno blows a strand of pink out from his face. "You could lose this part of yourself, yeah, but 
you could also gain a part you never knew had the opportunity of existing. Fall in love, have kids.. 
Live." 


"I don't know about all that. If I can't love myself, who can?" questions Dream, watching a spider 
crawl across his left sneaker. 


"Well, there's George. He seems to be pretty smitten with you.." 

Dream guffaws. "Yeah.. uh.. Gogy is not my type." 

"Oh, I get it. You aren't into boys. That's cool." 

The younger nudges Techno. "I never said that. It's just, he's too predictable.. too safe." 
"Too safe? Isn't that what you want? Safety? Reassurance?" 


"Nah. I'd only ever consider someone that challenges me to no end. Someone that doesn't throw me 
a bone. Someone that drives me crazy.. and thinks with their own mind, no one else's." Dream 
turns his hand over to accept Techno's fingers into his. "Someone who says exactly what they 
think, one-hundred percent of the time. Someone that plays by their own rules and doesn't give a 
fuck about being.. well.. safe.” 


Techno abruptly lets go of Dream's hand and rises to his feet. "You're smart, Dream." 
"Say again? I almost thought you complimented me.." 


The pinkette looks down at Dream's menacing smile, but he refuses to return such an expression. 
Instead, he kicks off his shoes and socks and tugs his tee right over his head. Techno steps up to 
the water's edge as he pulls his shorts off and flings them behind him. He undoes his intricate 
braid, which took Techno a good minute to get just right this morning, and shakes out those 
artificial waves of bubblegum pink. 


"You coming?" Techno inquires, peering around his shoulder to spot Dream. 
Dream swallows down a lump in his throat. "I'm not supposed to get my catheter wet." 
"Shame." 


Without a hint of hesitation, Techno grips onto the edges of his boxers and rips them from his body 
as well. As naked as ever, Techno wades into the cold basin until the clear water is up to his waist. 
He strokes the smooth surface with his lanky fingers before surrendering himself to God and 
diving deep into the icy stream. No more than thirty seconds later, Techno swims back up for air 
and stands in the waist-high area once more, facing Dream now. His hair is messily splayed across 
his shoulders as beads of water drip down his face and chest. 


"What's it like?" Dream softly asks. 
"Ethereal. Like the purest of water I've ever felt." 


The blonde's pupils dilate as he keeps his gaze fixated on Techno's own orbs. Their stares never 
waver as Dream lets his hoodie fall to the ground, followed by his shoes, socks, and tee-shirt. The 
trust between them strengthens as Dream relinquishes his shorts and boxers. He steps into the 


liquid diamond, slowly but surely propelling himself nearer to Techno. When just ten feet separates 
them, Techno holds up his pointer finger. Dream nods, mimicking the motion and adding his 
middle finger. Techno finishes their silent promise by holding up his ring finger as well. 


At the same time, Techno and Dream both dip below the surface and open their eyes once they are 
fully submerged. Techno's hair acts a halo, while the light seeping in from the canopy above 
illuminates Dream's freckles to appear as stars on the apples of his cheeks. He begins swimming 
over to Techno, but Techno takes off in the opposite direction. Dream follows him as the older 
heads directly for the waterfall. 


Techno is the first to poke his head back up, for he's not used to going two full minutes without a 
breath of air. Dream, on the other hand, waits for quite a few more seconds before joining Techno, 
for he's spent his whole life with faulty lungs. The roaring waterfall drowns out the sounds of the 
lively forest surrounding the two boys as they wade in front of one another, brown eyes to green 
eyes. Though they can't hear each other, that look is more than enough. 


The pinkette carefully grasps below the surface for Dream's catheter, which has lost its circular 
shape in the swim over to the waterfall. The piece of tape is no doubt lost somewhere in this mock 
ocean with them, but there's no use in searching for it now. Techno brings the red and blue lumens 
up to eye-level and carefully places his lips against each tainted cap in an act of solidarity. Dream, 
whose orbs are sizzling with emotion, gently trails the back of his hand along Techno's cheek. 


"They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable to communicate. ... They 
looked at each other, baffled, in love and hate." 


As if on cue, they both sink back into the water until they're fully submerged again. Techno makes 
a grab for Dream's hand as they loosely float in the infinite omnipotence, devoid of all human 
sense except for touch. As long as those ten fingers are interlocked, time doesn't rule the universe. 
Techno and Dream do. 


The slender needle is inserted into Techno's right arm as he squeezes his fist and watches his limb 
tremble. Phil holds onto his other hand, reassuringly rubbing Techno's shoulder as one vial of 
blood turns into ten. Techno's stomach curls inward as he watches his precious life water fill up the 
glass tubes and stack onto the nurse's tray. Phil caresses his son's forehead quite gently to wipe 
away the prickles of sweat. 


"Doin' all right, bud?" asks Phil. 


Techno nods and deflects his gaze from the needle. "I'm great. Totally not about to pass out or 
anything." 


"Is this normal, Dr. Astor? He's shaking violently." 


"Yes. Have you ever considered that your son might be anemic?" Dr. Astor questions, removing 
the needle from Techno's inner elbow. 


Phil shakes his head. "No, never. Maybe this whole thing isn't as safe as we thought-" 
"Dadza!" Techno exclaims, hushing his father. "I need to do this. And, I can't without you." 


Dr. Astor groans while bandaging Techno's arm. "He'll be fine, Mr. Blade. It's Clay that needs the 
most concern, for this operation is a highly lethal one." 


"Why are you trying to guilt trip me for wanting to save him?" snaps Techno. 


"You are merely prolonging the inevitable, child. How will the Frosts feel once they've discovered 
your little plan to abuse their signature?" 


Techno rolls his eyes. "How am I abusing anything? They gave the go-ahead for chemotherapy, 
and a bone marrow transplant requires chemotherapy. Who, really, is in the wrong here for not 
even making it an option presented to them or Dream?" 


The doctor looks up from his work. "Is your boy always like this?" 


"Quite. He never backs down from something he believes in. I'm proud of you, Techno," Phil 
answers, moving his son's bangs out of his eyes. "You want some water?" 


The pinkette nods as Phil tips the cup to his lips. The nurse holding the tray of Techno's blood nods 
to Dr. Astor before exiting the room. Techno slowly rises into the upright position as the doctor 
wheels in front of him in his chair. The second nurse stationed in here wraps a blood pressure cuff 
around Techno's uninjured arm as a third shines a bright light into each of his eyes. Dr. Astor pulls 
a small mallet from his lab coat and taps both of Techno's knees, in which they respond by quickly 
jutting out. 


"Blood pressure is one-twenty over eighty," informs the second nurse. 

"Pupils dilate rapidly," chimes the third nurse. 

"Reflexes act quickly," finishes the doctor. 

Phil narrows his eyes at each of the medical professionals. "He's in good health, then, yeah?" 


"Perfect for his age, maybe even above average. Your son is prime for the picking when it comes 
to donating his marrow, but none of that matters if his and Clay's HLA differs." 


"What's an HLA?" Techno asks, raising one eyebrow. 


Dr. Astor removes his gloves and lowers the spectacles on his aging face. "A human leukocyte 
antigen is a marker that determines what cells belong in your body, which is why not any old stem 
cell can be put into a patient and be expected to work properly. At least eight markers must match 
in the donor and recipient in order for the graft to potentially take." 


"So, that's where my blood is going?" 


The doctor nods and continues with, "A lab technician will be looking at the HLA markers on his 
and your white blood cells to see if there are a fair amount of markers, which is unlikely. Even 
then, a number of tests more will be used to determine if you are a reasonable candidate there 
afterwards. So much goes into a bone marrow transplant, young child. You don't even know the 
half of it." 


"Well, I'd know if you taught me instead of ridiculed me for trying to save my friend.." 
"Your friend? I thought Clay was your associate.." 
Techno's eyes widen. "Uh, I.. I.. that was.. uh.. " 


"That's right," interrupts Phil, patting his son on the back. "They're friends. Good friends, even, and 
Techno wants to do everything he can to help Dream. You understand, don't you, Doc?" 


Dr. Astor purses his lips. "I see where Dave gets his personality from." 


Before Techno can bite back, his phone begins buzzing. He lets out a long sigh, expecting Karl to 
be questioning where he's off to on this evening and how his "talk" went with Phil this morning. To 
his surprise, Dream's caller ID pops up on the screen with a picture of him in his track uniform, 
covered in sweat after a heated race. 


"Excuse me for a moment," says Techno, speeding into the hall and quickly hitting the accept 
button. "Hey, Dream. What's up?" 


"Hey, Tech. I'm just letting you know that I'm gonna be working on our project tonight, okay? I 
know I haven't done much, but that is going to change considering we have one week left." 


The older's heart skips a beat. "Yeah, of course. Why couldn't you just tell me when I made it 
home?" 


"I, uh.. I actually won't be home for a couple days. I figured I'd tell you before I left so as not to.. 
worry you, per se," Dream explains, a hitch to his voice. 


Techno raises both eyebrows. "Where are you going?" 


"Back to Ant and Cara's place for a bit. I'll be home soon, okay? I've been thinking a lot about that 
bone marrow transplant you've been campaigning for, and.. you're right. This is what I want, 
Techno. I'm scared shitless, but I have to take a chance on myself. Not to mention.. they've.. uh.. 
been heavily considering sending me off to New York for treatment. I need to try to reach out to 
them as much as possible while Phil helps me become independent." 


"Wait! Dream.." Techno clenches his eyes shut. "Let me come with you." 


He can't stop the words from passing through his lips, for they're out in the air before Techno has 
the idea to retract such a malignant demand. The following silence wraps around Techno's still 
trembling body like thorny vines. Techno, though smart and forever devious, is a completely 
different person when it comes to Clay Dream. 


"You mean that, Techno?" Dream breathes, in apparent shock. 
"Yes, at least for one day. I feel like my presence could be.. helpful." 


Dream lets out a happy sound. "Yeah, okay. Come with me, Techno. Why don't you make the drive 
after school tomorrow, huh? They're already here to get me, and you don't need to miss two days in 
a row for me." 


"Deal. We'll talk tonight, okay?" 

The blonde clicks his tongue. "Perfect. Prepare yourself for an adventure, Blade." 
"With you? Any day of the fucking week." 

"Funny." Dream slightly laughs. "Goodbye, Techno." 

Techno smiles to himself and replies, "Goodbye, Dream." 


The pinkette idles in the hallway for a few seconds longer with his phone pressed against his chest, 
absorbing the gravity of the situation he's just shoved himself into. As the nurse that carried away 
Techno's vials of blood passes him to enter his room, Techno races after her. Dr. Astor is looking 


intently at a stack of papers as Phil hovers over his shoulder 
"Son.." Phil mutters, eyes gently twinkling. 
"What? What?! Tell me!" 


Dr. Astor looks up, eyebrows drawn together and expression charged with seriousness. "Well, I'll 
be damned. You're a match, kid." 


And, Techno Blade has never been so sure that there was a reason to send Clay Dream hurtling into 
his life, broken blood and all. Their hearts could, at last, begin to beat as one. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Restless 


Chapter Summary 


"I don't belong to no one; 
I don't belong at all. 

Got my face in a corner; 

Got my back to the wall. 


And, pretty baby, I'm restless; 
You look restless too." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 14! Here we have the LONGEST installment of You Wreck Me to date, 
spanning over 6,000 words. Enjoy it, lovelies! 


Side Note: The tags have updated. Please review them before proceeding. :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Pangs of thunder rattle the cement walls as waves of rain spill down onto the metal rooftop and 
echo through the still halls and half-empty classrooms. Techno's clicking heels are lightning strikes 
of their own, eluding to his not-so-inconspicuous position. His sharp lips are pursed, hands curled 
inward at his sides, as he keeps his gaze fixated in front of him. Techno has blood on his mind, the 
iron taste tingling on his tongue with each step. 


At last, Techno takes a sudden turn into the last room at the end of the hall. There, in the back of 
the class, sits Ranboo, staring out of the blurry window as the rain taps the glass and emits a soft 
grey aura about the space of unfilled desks and discarded papers with half-assed grades smudged 
across the top. Techno trots right in and crosses his arms while glaring holes into the lonesome 
sophomore. 


"Oh, Techno. Hi. You look nice," greets Ranboo, gently smiling as he glances away from his 
water-logged view. "Do you want to sit with me?" 


Techno shakes his head. "Not particularly. We need to have a talk." 
Ranboo's lips quiver as he looks back to the window. "Yeah? About what?" 


The pinkette slams his bag down on Ranboo's desk and begins vigorously digging through his 
textbooks. As soon as his burning fingertips touch the polished cardstock, Techno snaps at the 
polaroid like a viper intent on devouring its prey. He pulls out the picture of himself and Dream, 
rather too close for comfort in the flower-filled valley below Dream's safe haven, and holds it up in 
front of Ranboo's face. 


"Uh, that's a nice picture? You and Dream look very happy!" 


"Don't bullshit me!" Techno demands, stomping his right heel. "I know you're the one who's been 
trying to ruin my life. You broke Delilah, stole Dream's hoodie from me, destroyed Dream's 
favorite book, put fake blood in my locker, wrote me a threatening note, and followed me to that 
playground! You can't hide it from me anymore!" 


The younger's eyes widen. "I.. uh.. Techno.. uh.." 


"Why? Why?! I came to you during my lowest moments. I thought.. I thought you were one of the 
only people I could trust. Well, fuck me for being so goddamn dumb. You're atrocious!" 


"Please, Techno, stop!" begs Ranboo. 


Techno snarls at him. "How are you going to defend yourself, Ranboo? Dream already told me that 
you broke my sabre and asked him to take the fall." 


"I did go to him! That's true, but Techno.." Ranboo clutches his chest as he blinks rapidly and 
diverts eye contact, something he's never been good with. "When.. we.. broke into Dream's locker, 
I thought.. I thought you were wrong. But, Techno, you're the least wrong person I know of. I 
didn't break your sword, I promise!" 


"Then, who did?! Who's after me? They're not only bringing me down, but Dream too. Don't you 
care about protecting him?" asks Techno, cringing with disgust. 


Ranboo rapidly nods. "I do! The person that hates you didn't steal Dream's hoodie from you.. 
Someone else did." 


"There's more than one fucking traitor in our house? Ranboo, somebody's after you too! How can 
you pretend to be my friend if you're protecting more than one person?!" 


"You don't understand, Techno! I'm trying to protect you too.." 


The pinkette grimaces. "Whatever. You're just as sick as the person.. er, people.. that you are 
letting hurt me and Dream. We know what you're doing, and you've lost two people today. I hope it 
was fucking worth it." 


"Techno! Techno, wait!" Ranboo chases after Techno as he storms out of the classroom. "Please, 
don't go!" 


A crash of thunder bares upon the school building, emanating Techno's rage. The taller, more 
awkward of the two, gazes at Techno with watery eyes, pasty face ablaze with flushed cheeks and 
acne scars. Ranboo's suit is wrinkled, red tie barley hanging off of his thin neck. The poor sap 
looks so pitiful, duel-shaded hair a mess and plastered against his forehead with natural chaos. 
Techno just can't seem to find it within himself to appreciate the tortured soul today. 


"What do you want? I have class in three minutes, all the way across campus.." 


"I wasn't.. I never.. I didn't.. I'm not the one that this picture of you and Dream. I don't know who 
did.. I'm sorry, Techno. I'm so, so sorry." 


Techno rolls his eyes. "If you meant that, you'd tell me who's trying to hurt me and my Dream.. uh.. 
Dream. Stay out of our way, Ranboo. You've been warned." 


Ranboo's lanky fingers claw at the air as Techno swiftly turns around and begins trouncing on 
down the hallway. As angry and hurt as Techno is, he can't stop to think about any of the possible 
kids out to get him and Dream, for it would just bring his emotional state from the floor level and 


shove it straight into the cold, hard, dead ground. Techno, though he knows he's incredibly flawed 
and selfish, is willing to stop at nothing to ensure Dream's safety. 


In fact, Techno will do whatever it takes to keep the blonde runner out of harm's way. 


As the fiery pinkette exits the English department and steps into the morning rain, he pays no mind 
to the hidden fact that a pair of sneaky eyes are trained on him. With every step Techno takes, he is 
being watch and preyed upon like the vermin he is. Oh, how the tables have turned.. 


Phil's Buick gently rolls to a stop outside of a large building of brick and glass, her engine 
stuttering and huffing before finally giving out. Techno leans his neck to the left and then the right 
as he desperately tries to work out the knots that have formed over the long and painful drive in the 
pouring rain. In fact, it seems to be on the verge of flooding this large city, much bigger and more 
densely crowded than tiny Snowchester by the coast. Techno has never been in-land before, 
though he's lived in Oregon for two years now. 


Techno braces himself, pulling up the hood of his purple trench coat and tucking his hair inside as 
the rain hinders his view of the foggy city around him. Men in business suits are hastily pacing the 
walkway in front of the apartment building, umbrellas clutched close to their heads. In the distance, 
children's laughter breaks through the monotony of the rain, splashing in puddles and drinking up 
the water from the sky. Techno smiles at the prospect of doing such an immature thing, for he and 
Wilbur rarely got the chance to back in California. 


The pinkette lets out a sigh as he allows himself to succumb to the tears of God, overstuffed 
backpack stolen from one of the boys barely shielding Techno from the rain. His heels traverse 
past the water running into the gutter as he rounds the large plaza in search of the door. The wind 
knocks his hood back and nearly takes his backpack with it, but Techno isn't letting it get away 
today. He places a hand above his eyes and squints into the blowing ocean. Even though it took 
him a good three hours to drive here, the rain followed him in hot pursuit. How fitting. 


At last, Techno's numb hands grasp around a slick handle, and he lets himself into the posh lobby. 
The few people on their merry way pay little mind to the dripping wet teenager, looking like he 
was just ripped right out of an underwater anime and plunked in their building. So as not to slip, 
Techno takes off his heels and holds one in each hand as he carefully glides, bare feet across fresh 
tile. 


"Can [help you, sir?" the doorman questions, from his place behind the desk. 
"Yes, I'm here to visit the Frosts and their son, Clay." 


He pulls out a large book and turns a few of its pages. "I was told you'd be coming soon. Sign here, 
please." 


Techno dries his hands on his equally as soaked coat and takes a pen from the desk. Where the 
man points is a column entitled, "Ant and Cara Frost, G24, Visitor Sign-In," with exactly zero 
names printed underneath. The other columns bordering the Frosts' are inked out with varying 
guests, but not theirs. Techno tries not to let it faze him as he writes his formal title, Dave Blade, 
and meets the eyes of the curious doorman. 


"It must be expensive to live here, huh?" asks Techno, looking around at the high walls and 
overhead chandelier, sparkling with thousands of meticulously crafted crystals. 


The man nods. "Quite. That's why I am here, sir. Do you know where you are going?" 
"I assume to apartment G24. Where exactly is that?" 

"Seventh floor, make a left when you exit the elevator. Enjoy your stay, Mr. Blade." 
The pinkette tries to smile as he forces out, "Thank you. I will." 


He squishes his way over to the large elevator and impatiently waits for the doors to open. The 
way his frozen feet ache is making Techno wish for a long, hot bubble bath complete with scalding 
tea and a banger playlist to drown out any bad thoughts. Techno practically shouts when the doors 
finally part, nobody around to witness his miniature breakdown. The way his clothes are sticking to 
his body could only be compared to waking up from a night terror.. while wearing a snowsuit. 


Techno's eyes catch on every little thing he passes while ambling along the hallway, for he's never 
seen such personality in an apartment building. The walls are extremely high and covered in 
various paintings and flyers. Rainwater begins to pool every time Techno pauses his journey to 
study a particular picture, but at least he'll be able to follow his trail if he needs to make a quick 
escape later in the day. 


Once he finally makes it to the Frost's abode, Techno slightly hesitates before knocking. The wait 
nearly drives a spike through the spaces between each of his ribs, but he tries not to panic too 
much. Just as Techno's hope is about to disappear, the knob begins to turn, and soon, a pair of 
familiar emeralds is sweetly gazing at the sopping teen. 


"Techno! God, you look a mess. Come in, come in," orders Dream, opening the door for him. 
"Thanks. I didn't know it would be raining so far in-land.." 
Dream lightly laughs. "If it rains in one part of Oregon, it rains in them all. How was the drive?" 


"Fine, I suppose. Dad's Buick is so fucking uncomfortable for twenty minutes, let alone three 
hours. Miss me?" 


The blonde purses his lips and glances at disheveled Techno. "Sure. Is it bad I'd almost rather be at 
the boarding house than here?" 


"Fuck yeah, it is! This place is so fancy. You never told me your foster parents were loaded.." 
"I didn't know I needed to. Why the lack of shoes?" Dream questions. 

Techno rolls his eyes and says, "You try walking in wet heels! I'm not good at everything.” 
"That, I can see. Well, follow me so you don't catch a cold." 


Dream sets off down the hallway, Techno following in tow. They pass the large dining room and 
family room, which are both decked out in high windows, spanning from floor to ceiling. Dream 
stops at the end of the hall outside of a closed door, which Techno presumes is his. They exchange 
nervous glances before Dream takes in a deep breath and lets Techno inside. As if on command, 
the boy's breath is immediately taken away. 


"Holy shit.." murmurs Techno, absorbing the sight of what appears to be a full-blown hospital 
room equipped with everything his bedroom at the boarding house has, times twelve. 


"Welcome to my world." Dream pads across the wood-paneled flooring and takes a seat on the 


edge of his bed, fitted with guardrails and wheels. "This is all my med shit from Florida. It's much 
higher quality than what I have in Snowchester. I mean, look at this bed. It's comfy as fuck, and the 
one at the boarding house feels like sleeping on gravel." 


The older runs his fingers along the beeping cardiac monitor that's the size of flat screen television 
above Dream's bed. An abundance of wiring is trailing from the device and connecting it to various 
cuffs and a high-tech pulse oximeter. Dream's IV stand is extending from the nearby wall, but it's 
clear that it can be detached and used in motion if needed. On the next wall hangs three 
stethoscopes, a blood pressure gauge, boxes upon boxes of latex gloves, alcohol wipes, and gauze 
pads, six different thermometers, an otoscope, and what Techno can only guess is extra tubing to 
connect a saline bag to his catheter. 


"Looks like you've got a whole hospital in here." 


Dream nods. "I do. Back when I lived here full-time, I never went to the doctor's office or the 
hospital for check-ups and blood transfusions. They always came to me." 


"Well, fuck! I get why you hate the Frosts for making you go to a damn boarding school now. 
That's insane that they took this all away from you.. I just don't understand.." 


"About that.." Dream abruptly stands and glides over to his wall of glass that overlooks the rainy 
city. "I may have lied to you a bit, in a fit of rage. It was my choice to be shipped off to the coast, 
actually. I, uh.. I wanted some independence and the chance to make my own decisions, whether it 
came to running or my health or what time I took my meds or anything. But, I guess I can only do 
so much for myself with legal guardians breathing down my neck." 


Techno raises an eyebrow. "You came to Snowchester High to escape the life you never wanted, 
and instead, I made every waking moment hell for you? I see." 


"That part wasn't ideal, per se, but.. I'm my own person there. I found you, Techno. You found me. 
I don't regret giving this up," Dream explains, carefully pulling Techno's drenched coat off. 


"You're too good for my companionship. Why me, huh?" 
Dream smiles and runs a hand through Techno's wet hair. "You give me something to live for." 


The pinkette has to look away so as not to start bawling, for Dream has given him the exact same 
thing in return. Though it's been a rocky relationship for them thus far, Techno appreciates every 

second he is allowed to bask in the presence of Clay Dream. All of this suffering just has to mean 
something.. 


"I'm not sure if I'm emotionally equipped for all of this sappiness right now," admits Techno, 
stepping over to the desk by the windows. "Where are the Frosts at?" 


The younger follows him and quickly steps in front of Techno's view to stop him from looking at 
whatever is on his desk. "Should be back in an hour or two with dinner. Why don't you go have a 
shower and get changed while we wait?" 


"Okay.." Techno tries to peek at whatever is on Dream's desk, but it seems as though one of them 
is much more determined to hide it than the other is to see. "Where will I be staying?" 


"Guest room in the other hall. I'll meet you there after your shower, yeah?" 


Techno nods. "Perfect. Catch you in a bit, Dreamy." 


They both share a tender smile, but little does Dream know, Techno is hiding something sinister 
behind his grin. He's officially on a mission. 


Sneaky eyes peer out from the crack in the bathroom door. Once he makes sure the coast is 
perfectly clear, Techno quietly steps into the hallway and listens for any sign of movement, to 
which he quickly notices Dream is occupied in the supposed guest room on the other side of the 
apartment. Techno has to laugh to himself, for the blonde clearly hasn't picked up on his scheme. 
Freshly showered and wearing comfy sweats with a crop top, the clean weasel dances his way over 
to Dream's room and allows himself inside, the heartrate monitor left to flatline without a patient 
hooked up to it. 


Techno crosses the room in strides, keen on figuring out what Dream didn't want him to see. Yes, 
this is clearly an invasion of privacy and a blatant disregard of any boundaries Dream may have set, 
but nothing can stop Techno from cracking this case wide open. There, on Dream's opalescent 
desk, neatly sits ten books plucked from the shelf on the wall with varying objects set on top of 
them. One has a paper weight, another has a mug, two have vases, and so on. This set-up seems 
strange, but not incriminating by any means. 


"What are you hiding, Dream?" whispers Techno, examining the paper weight in his hands and 
picking up the book it was on. "Of course, you read Bradbury. I knew I liked you for a reason, 
other than your blabbering mouth." 


The pinkette opens up the novel and begins flicking through the pages until Techno finally gets the 
answer he's been looking for. Pressed between two pages toward the back of the book is a pink 
carnation, as delicate as it was just yesterday when Dream picked it from the forest and put it in his 
backpack among the other blossoms. Out of curiosity, Techno selects another book and finds a lily 
of the valley in that one. The third houses a common daisy. The fourth, a tiger lily. The fifth, an 
edelweiss. The sixth, a dandelion. The seventh, an Egyptian lotus. Before Techno can look inside 
the eighth book, Dream's bedroom door slams. 


"What are you doing?!" 


Out of fright, Techno drops the mug in his hand and just barely manages to catch it. "Dream! Fuck, 
you scared me!" 


"I should have known you were too big of a snoop to take the hint! For God's sake, Techno." 
"Why are you pressing these flowers, anyway? And, why couldn't you tell me?" 


Dream stares down at the floor. "They were supposed to be a surprise! A surprise.. 
for you. Whatever, it's not important. My foster parents are home." 


"Me? Wait, come back!" Techno begins running after Dream as the younger takes off. "No one has 
ever pressed flowers for me before.. That's one of the most beautiful gestures I could ever imagine. 
Thank you, Dream. Really, thank you. I'm sorry for ruining the surprise." 


The blonde shrugs and replies, "It's fine. Someday, I'll end up surprising you." 
"Oh, Dream. You do every single day. No need to ever worry about that." 
They share gentle smiles as a booming voice calls, "Clay? We're home!" 


"Coming, Ant!" Dream shouts back, eyeing Techno. "You ready for this?" 


"You fucking know it. Let's burn this bitch down." 

Dream widens his eyes. "Maybe not that excessive.." 

"Okay, whatever. How's about we go politely tackle this conundrum, aye, pal?" 
"Better." 


Techno internally braces himself as Dream leads him into the dining room. Mr. and Mrs. Frost are 
gathering china and silverware and setting the table as the teenagers walk in. Techno feels almost 
nervous, though he knows he's a catch and should not have anxiety over officially meeting his 
associate's parents. Er, friend. Yeah.. Friend. 


"Ah, Techno, right? Pleasure to meet you again,” greets Mrs. Frost, waving the boys over. "I can 
speak for both Ant and myself when I say that we never expected our Clay to bring a friend over. 
We are delighted to have you, Techno." 


The pinkette slightly frowns at the clearly back-handed compliment. "Uh, yeah. I'm glad to be 
here." 


"So, Techno. What do your parents do? Surely, to be at such a prestigious school as Snowchester 
High, they must be esteemed individuals, yes?" asks Mr. Frost, sitting at the head of the table. 


"Actually, my father's a teacher at our school, so all three of us kids get free tuition. I don't have a 
relationship with my mother, really." 


Mr. and Mrs. Frost exchange awkward glances. "So, you don't come from money?" Mrs. Frost 
questions. 


Techno shakes his head. "Not exactly. Is that a problem?" 


"Of course, not," answers Dream, pulling out a chair for Techno and sitting next to him. "Right, 
Cara? Ant?" 


Mrs. Frost slowly nods. "Sure. Help yourselves, boys. It's pricey food." 
"Personally, I prefer pizza.." mumbles Dream. 


"Oh, Clay. Always so ungrateful." Mr. Frost places some calamari on his plate. "What do they feed 
you at that school of yours, huh?" 


The older clasps his hands together as Dream makes him a plate. "Whatever Housemother cooks 
for us. She's really great at it." 


"Hmm. Interesting. Well, why don't we discuss whatever you brought your friend over to, huh?" 
asks Mrs. Frost, staring at both of the boys. 


Dream tilts his head. "How did you-" 


"We're not stupid, Clay. Well, go on. What's so important that you had to come home to tell us? 
Have you qualified for that damn running thing you've been adamant on participating in, despite 
your doctor's orders? Spit it out, Clay," demands Mr. Frost. 


The blonde clears his throat and scoots in closer to the table. "No, no, that's not it. I, uh.. was 
hoping to once again discuss my upcoming chemotherapy.." 


"Clay, you can't be serious, right? I thought we made it perfectly clear that within the next month 
or two, you'll be starting. Honestly, it would make so much sense for you to go to New York 
University Langone Health, for they will be able to give you some of the best treatment in the 
country! That's what we're planning right now, correct, Ant?" 


Mr. Frost nods. "Yes, NYU Langone Health. They can also study your illness, Clay. You'd be 
much comfier there." 


"I don't want that! Don't I get a say in anything that happens to me? Oregon is where I belong, not 
New York. I want to stay here!" exclaims Dream, grasping Techno's hand under the table. 


Techno grips him back. "With all due respect, don't you guys think Dream is capable of making his 
own decisions? New York is so far, and it would be incredibly strenuous trying to adjust again.. 
Not to mention, we have an.. idea.." 


"What kind of idea?" Mrs. Frost inquires. 


"Well, there's this operation called a bone marrow transplant, and it can actually cure sickle cell 
anemia. Since you both already signed off on chemo, he's good to go through with the 
chemotherapy portion, once a donor is confirmed. Doesn't that sound nice?" 


The husband and wife lock eyes again before Mr. Frost pipes up with, "Curing his disease? I've 
never heard of such a thing. Listen, we've already got this all figured out. You boys don't need to 
go off making decisions like this when it's up to us, nobody else." 


"Ant, you don't understand. This could save my life! Don't you care about me at all?" 


"Of course, we care about you!" Mrs. Frost crosses her arms. "Why do you think we are planning 
on sending you to New York?" 


Dream rolls his eyes. "To get rid of me and reap the monetary values of having a foster son!" 
"Clay, do not talk to your mother like that." 


Techno places his palm against Dream's back, but the blonde is already exploding with, "She's not 
my mom! And, you're not my dad! This is my decision, not yours! I want this surgery, and I want to 
stay in Oregon! Quit pretending like you give a fuck what happens to me.." 


Mrs. Frost practically jumps out of her seat. "You've taken my appetite away, Clay. Come 
apologize to me when you've shaped up. For now, I'm going to lie down." 


"Look what you've done!" scolds Mr. Frost, violently pushing his chair in. "You surely know how 
to be a burden, don't you, Clay? Whatever schemes you're trying to pull, put them to bed. You're 
getting long-term chemotherapy, and you're getting it in New York City. No more will be said 
about this, boys." 


As Mr. Frost exits the kitchen, Dream's hand in Techno's falls limp. Techno pulls him close and 
allows Dream to rest his head on the older's shoulder. Those toned arms lightly wrap around 
Techno as he holds on to the one person that seems to give a single fuck about his problems and 
feelings. It truly is them against everything else. 


"I'm so sorry, Dream. Phil is going to get you out of this, okay? He knows about this shit, and he'll 
walk you through the whole thing. Don't worry.. Please, don't worry.." 


Dream tightens his grip and nuzzles his face in Techno's neck. "You're the only thing I have in this 


world, Techno." 


"And, you've got me for the long run. I care about you so much. I.. I couldn't imagine not fighting 
this with you," Techno professes, caressing Dream's back. "I'm here, Dream." 


As the rain pounds against the windows and drowns out of the sounds of sorrow, Techno delicately 
holds the pieces of Clay Dream together, insistent on never letting him break. After all, their blood 
connects them, far more than Dream even knows yet. They are infinite, together. 


"I'm quite fascinated with how good you are at painting your nails. Who taught you such a refined 
skill?" Dream asks, peering at Techno's finished hand of perfectly blue nails. "Marvelous." 


Techno snickers to himself. "It's really not that hard. In fact, I taught myself." 
"You're joking! You make it look so easy." 
"Years of practice, Dreamy. How's about you finally let me paint yours?" suggests Techno. 


The blonde shrugs and inches back over to his side of the bed. "I dunno.. I just don't think I have it 
in me to pull them off." 


"Whatever! A pop of color would complement you well, nerd. Afraid of rocking your feminine 
side, huh?" 


Dream shakes his head. "Never. I'm just not you, Techno." 


"You don't have to be. Now, what color do you want?" asks Techno, unzipping the cosmetic bag 
and dumping out the rest of the polishes he brought. 


"Hmm, you don't have lime. There's no green at all, for that matter! Choose for me." 


Techno rolls his eyes and snatches up the baby pink. "Maybe I'll consider investing in green, just 
for you. Hand, please!" 


The younger hesitantly places his open palm on Techno's thigh and winces at the feeling of the 
cold paint as it glides against his first nail. Techno smirks at him very briefly before caressing 
Dream's hand so that it relaxes for him. Once his whole appendage is done, Techno delicately 
blows on his nails and presents Dream with the finished artwork. 


"That's nice, I suppose. I like your blue more, though.." Dream admits. 


The pinkette unscrews the sapphire bottle. "What if I paint your other hand with blue and I paint 
my own with the pink? Then, we can match." 


"That's perfect." Dream smiles as Techno taps his nose and gets to work. "I really thought your 
mother would have taught you. Am I closed minded?" 


"Not at all. You know, I was so used to the house smelling of polish at least once a week, for she 
changed her color all the time. Maybe I started painting my nails just to hold on to a little piece of 
her. Who knows?" 


Dream bites down on his bottom lip. "My mom used to do the same. The smell is kind of 
comforting, no matter how toxic. 


They both can't help but laugh now as Techno adds, "So true. What was your mother like?" 
"Kind. Sweet. Strong. A little dash of everything good, you know what I mean?" 


Techno nods. "I thought mine was too, but.. I was proven wrong. Better then than now, I guess. I 
just wish she would have given me a reason why.. Sorry, I'm rambling." 


"No, it's fine! It's refreshing to hear you actually open up." Dream intertwines his blue nails with 
Techno's pink ones. "It's hard, I know. But.. it doesn't have to be." 


"Maybe.. Dream, can I ask you something? Feel free to decline." 
The blonde squeezes his hand. "Anything, Techno." 
"How did your parents die?" 


A lighting strike fills the silence that follows Techno's raw question, so uncalled for and not needed 
in the slightest. Still, the curious boy just couldn't resist the urge to ask, for he's tried for so long. 
Right here and now, sitting in Dream's bed on this late, rainy night in Dream's foster parent's 
apartment seems as close as they could ever get. There just isn't a better time. Right? 


"It's, uh.. a long story. One that I've never told anyone, actually," Dream chokes out, looking down 
at their connected hands. "Forgive me if my recount is a little shaky, but I.. I would like to tell 


you. 


Techno places his dry hand in the back of Dream's hair and gently massages his scalp, leaning in 
closer to him. "I'm here for you, Dream." 


Dream rapidly nods. "And, I adore you for it. Well, it all started in middle school, I suppose. I was 
homeschooled for almost all three years because I was too sick to go in-person. My parents weren't 
really equipped to become my teachers, but they did all that they could. That included both of them 
taking up extra jobs to pay the medical bills and my live-in nurse. It was hard, though. Really 
hard." 


"It's not your fault, though. You never asked to be born with sickle cell!" 


"I know that, now. Back then, I couldn't help but take responsibility. Dad started drinking to cope 
with the pain and ended up losing his main job. We had to let the nurse go, which resulted in time 
spread more thin and my parents missing shifts to take me to the hospital and my various 
appointments. Their beautiful relationship was falling apart because of me.. I, uh.. I ended up doing 
something really stupid." 


The pinkette turns Dream's face towards his own. "What the fuck did you do?" 


"I think you know, Techno." Dream clenches his eyes shut. "I tried to kill myself. I thought that if I 
was dead, all of their problems would just dissolve! But, clearly, it didn't work. After that, my mom 
started looking at me like I'd tried to kill her instead of myself. I ruined our bond, and we both 
could sense it. Dad's drinking got worse. One night, on his way home from the bar, he fell asleep 
behind the wheel. Mom was broken beyond belief." 


Techno pushes Dream's bangs back and dabs away the oncoming tears. "Sweet boy, I hope you 
never fucking ever try something like that again. In fact, I'll make sure of it. You're gonna live 
through this, you idiot." 


Dream smiles through the tears. "Whatever you say, Techno. Long story short, between my suicide 


attempt and my father's death, Mom couldn't handle her life anymore. One morning right before I 
started high school, she made me a breakfast of strawberry oatmeal and toast and left to run some 
errands. The police found her body swinging from a tree three days later." 


"Oh my fucking hell.." 


"I know, right? My reaction exactly. None of my family members wanted to take in a sick fourteen 
year old, so I ended up here. I went to school in the city for awhile until I was sent to Snowchester. 
Now, you know. Do you.. think any less of me?" 


The older raises both eyebrows. "Absolutely not! Dream, nothing you could ever say to me would 
change my opinion of you. Your sickness is not a result of some fucking curse, it's you. What 
happened to your parents, it's not your fault. Not even close, as a matter of fact. They loved you, 
Dream. They really loved you." 


"God, you don't know how it feels to hear that for the first time in my life. Thank you, really.." 
Techno presses their foreheads together and says, "No need. You're safe with me, Dream." 
"I know." 


A few seconds of breathing in each other's spaces seems to last a million years before they both 
pull back at once. Techno can feeling the blood pulsating in his flushed cheeks as he clears his 
throat and begins packing his nail polish away. Dream watches him intently in the dimly lit 
darkness of the room, another wail of thunder shaking the building. 


"It's late; I should probably head to bed. You good with that?" 
"Yeah, of course. Talk in the morning?" 
The older nods. "No doubt. Sleep well." 


Techno removes himself from the warm sheets of Dream's bed and softly waves goodbye before 
padding down the hallway to his own room. A hollow sense of need digs its way into Techno's 
chest cavity as he draws the curtains in his temporary room and slips into the lonely bed. He knows 
he should be exhausted after the early morning, long drive, and late night, but Techno's mind is on 
full volume. He sighs to himself and buries his face in the pillows. 


After tossing and turning for twenty solid minutes, Techno loudly groans and stops restraining 
himself. He dashes up from the bed and throws open his door like it owes him money. Right there 
in the hall, staring back at him, is Dream, who clearly was on his way to Techno's room. They both 
pause, taking in the sight of each other, and then fall into a clingy bear hug. 


Dream grasps Techno's hand and begins leading him through the shadows. They up end in the 
family room as Dream unlocks a glass door, presumably the entryway to a balcony. It's been 
protected from the rain by the balcony just overhead. Dream sits down on the wood paneling, eyes 
fixated on the falling water in front of them. Purple streaks of lighting flash across the crisp, cloudy 
sky, and the sounds of thunder and rain block out any possibility of a conversation. 


At last, Techno sits down next to him, shivering from the coolness that early autumn rain brings. 
Dream immediately responds by wrapping an arm around him and allowing Techno to rest his head 
on the younger's shoulder. Techno can feel Dream's fluctuating pulse as he relishes in the scent of 
the boy he's been tied to for weeks now. He's never felt so certain about any other human being in 
his life, but Clay Dream isn't any other human being. He is everything good in this cruel, hateful, 
disgusting, hellish, destructive, godforsaken world. 


As they sit there in the reassuring darkness, Dream's free hand lands on Techno's cheek. Techno 
picks up his head from Dream's shoulder and meets those shimmering eyes that would make the 
moon afraid to shine, if only she weren't hidden behind the storm clouds. Techno can feel the 
blonde's breath on his lips as his mouth lightly hangs open. Dream's thumb strokes Techno's 
bottom lip while eyeing them like precious gemstones. The older's heart stops as he runs his 
fingertips from Dream's cheekbone and down to his neck, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their 
wake. 


Time slows down. 
Did the rain stop? 
They're so close. 
So close.. 


Right before their lips touch, Dream reels back and clamps a hand over his mouth. Techno's eyes 
widen as he instinctively jumps away from the spasming boy. Dream's back arches as his flaming 
cheeks triple in size. Before Techno can even try to ask what's wrong, blood starts spewing from 
between Dream's fingers and covering the balcony in front of them. The pinkette drops to his knees 
and tries to stabilize Dream as he continuously heaves his blood up in miserable waves. Tears run 
down his cheeks almost as fast as the red liquid pours from his mouth. 


Dream cries out as the blood finally stops gushing and instead runs down his chin like a leaky 
faucet. Techno uses his bare arm to wipe off as much blood as he can as Dream's quacking arms 
attempt to lock around him again. The sky cymbals continue to crash as Dream stares death in the 
face, all in the wake of an almost beautiful moment between two sworn enemies. 


Well, except, time is the really enemy here now. 


How tragic. 


Chapter End Notes 


THEY. ALMOST. KISSED. Just about 70k words in, and this is the farthest we've 
gotten in terms of romance? Sheesh, how do y'all put up with me? Anyways, I hope 
this extra long chapter was a treat! It doesn't happen very often. ;) Please feel free to 
leave me a comment! All of them put a huge smile on my face and help me through 
my worst days. Much love! <3 


Follow my Twitter account > @ phantomsunsets < for a head pat. I'm one away from 
100 followers! I post updates, teasers, and my take on Minecraft content / lore. See 
you all again soon! 


Alright For Now 


Chapter Summary 


"Goodnight baby, sleep tight, my love; 
May God watch over you from above. 
Tomorrow I'm working, what would I do? 
I'd be lost and lonely if not for you. 


So close your eyes; 
We're alright for now." 


Chapter Notes 


Here we go, Chapter 15! Enjoy, my beloveds. <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Soft-colored irises rimmed in a darkened version of such a glowing hue fill the space surrounding 
dilated pupils are not just windows to the soul, no, they are mirrors that reflect all of the tenderness 
of a cherry blossom in mid-April or the milky spots on a mother fawn's back. They shimmer like 
ripples on a lake at dawn, proving to the world that eyes are as close to God as humanity could 
ever wish to get. 


"You're gonna freak! Alex literally bought a beanie that matches his suit perfectly, and Sapnap 
laughed in his face. They're such a mess, honestly. It's cute, though," Karl raves, adjusting his 
screen so that Techno can see his face. "Sapnap still hasn't asked him to the masquerade, and I 
don't blame him! Wearing a beanie to bed is one thing, but to a formal dance? God, that kid.." 


Techno gently smiles into his camera lens. "I think they're both the perfect amount of extravagant 
for each other. You know, you balance them out pretty well." 


The brunette sweetly rolls his eyes. "Yeah, let me just date them both so they can work out their 
issues. I miss you so much. There's too much romance in this house!" 


"I can agree with that. How's Wilbur doing with his Niki dilemma?" asks Techno, raising an 
eyebrow. 


"Just as bad as before.. Maybe even worse. Everyone wants to be us; I can guarantee it. We have 
the perfect relationship. Will you come home sooner?" 


The younger shake his head. "I can't. Tonight, though.. I have a lot on my agenda today." 


"I bet. How's the college tour going, anyways? I bet the city is nicer than this honking town. I can't 
wait to leave," moans Karl. 


"It's fine. The campus is beautiful," Techno lies, sitting up in his bed. "How is everyone else? No 


need to talk about my boring college visit." 
Karl shrugs. "Normal, I suppose. Well, except for Dream." 
"What about Dream?" 


A sigh emanates from Karl's lips as his expression fades into sorrow. "He's been so insufferable. 
All he does is yap on and on about how he's so glad that you're gone and hopes you never come 
back. Dream keeps saying terrible things about you and making fun of the fact that your mother left 
you. It's so disgusting, Techno. Please, just come back and shut him up. It's putting a damper on 

the whole household. We need you." 


Techno draws his eyebrows together as his bare skin dots with goosebumps. He clears his throat 
and moistens his lips, though it's hard for Techno to act normal after hearing this blatant lie from 
his own boyfriend. Karl has no reason to gaslight him to such a degree, especially by bringing 
another person into the equation. 


"Oh, really? Ha, go figure. No biggie." 
"No biggie?! Techno, he's besmirching you! Don't tell me you've gone soft.." 


The pinkette's eyes widen. "Never! But, there's nothing I can do about it right now. I.. uh, have 
more important matters to attend to. In fact, my tour guide is here to take me to breakfast. We'll 
talk more when I get home, okay? Bye, Karl." 


"Bye! I love-" 


Techno hangs up the phone before Karl can finish his sentence, head immediately falling into his 
hands. His heart is beating way more rapidly than usual, which does not help his anxiety at all. 
Being at odds with the universe is one thing, but Techno's own boyfriend contributing to his bleak 
fate? That's a whole new level of getting fucked over. 


"Techno?" 
Upon hearing Dream's voice, Techno snaps his head up. "Oh, hey.." 


Dream kindly grins. He's standing in the doorway of the guest bedroom without a shirt on, IV stand 
clutched in his right hand. The coils of tubing are running from the saline bag, to the infusion 
pump, and then to the two syringes that are connected to the red and blue lumens dangling from 
Dream's chest. It feels like forever and a half ago when Techno first saw Dream hooked up like 
this, fatigued from a sleepless night spent with a less than ideal suitor. 


Has anything really changed? 
"Good morning. Everything okay?" 


The older nods and rubs at his temples. "I just talked to Karl. It was a weird conversation, to say 
the least." 


"Oh.." Dream nears the foot of the bed, fingers clearly squeezing the stand tighter. "Wanna tell me 
about it? I'm a pretty good listener." 


"No, that's fine, but thank you. How are you doing? I feel like I don't ask enough." 


Dream bites down on his bottom lip and looks at the floor. "I prefer it when people don't, as I hate 


having to think about the truth." 
"What's the truth?" Techno questions, eyes locked on the drip chamber. 


Finally, the blonde glances back over to him. "Weak. Weaker with every passing day, and that 
scares the hell out of me. Isn't this shit supposed to help?" 


They both look to his messy set-up, but Techno quickly pipes in with, "I'm grateful for every 
moment I don't see you choking on your own blood." 


"I'm sorry you had to see that again. It started as just a thing that happened if I exercised too hard, 
but now.. it can happen at anytime at all." 


"What does it mean, Dream? How much longer can you deal with this?" 


Dream tugs on his catheter. "I don't know. I don't think my blood transfusions are taking anymore. 
My body seems to be rejecting the blood, after all this time. It's like everything I've always done to 
keep myself alive is.. useless. What if this is all for nothing?" 


"Don't say that, please." Techno glides out from the sheets and stands in front of Dream, unable to 
rip his eyes from the tube in his chest. "You're still here, aren't you?" 


The younger crosses his arms in order to shield Techno's view of his catheter. "I'm dying." 
"Live with me." 

"How?" 

Techno places both palms on Dream's shoulders as their eyes meet. "Do you trust me?" 
"Of course." 

The pinkette's smile makes a guest appearance. "That's enough for now." 


"If you say so, Techno." Dream's infusion pump loudly beeps, disrupting their moment. "Hey, it's 
done. Wanna go get some coffee?" 


"That sounds like a dream. Where to?" 


Dream motions for him to follow as he says, "There's a stand down the street, assuming it hasn't 
been washed away by yesterday's flood." 


"The joys of living in a city, huh? God, I miss California.." 
"Exactly how I feel about Florida. Down for a road trip?" 


Techno can't help but laugh. "With you? Yeah, sure. We'll drive to Cali first and then cross the 
entire damn country to make it to the east. I'm sure nothing would go wrong." 


"Your dad's Buick couldn't get us past state lines," Dream giggles, scrubbing his hands under the 
faucet in his room. "Say, do you care to help me with this?" 


The older pumps two globs of soap onto his palm. "I was hoping you'd ask. Where do I begin?" 


"First, you need gloves. I only have extra large, so I apologize in advance for your baby hands." 


"These baby hands have before and could again kick your wimpy ass," gripes Techno, shoving his 
hands into the baggy gloves. 


The blonde lies down across the end of his bed. "You unscrew the connecting caps on my lumens. 
They're the blue and red bits-" 


"I know that!" Techno steadies his hands as he leans over Dream and carefully detaches the pieces 
that hold the tubing and syringes to his chest. "Where's your trashcan?" 


Dream shakes his head. "Not so fast. All materials go into a medical waste bag. You can grab one 
from the wall where my other devices are hanging from." 


"Fancy. What next?" 


"Place the connectors, empty syringes, and tubing inside. I reuse the tubing as much as I can, but 
this is useless since we're going home tonight. You see that metal tray?" 


Extending from the wall is a pull-out table in which the metal tray in question is positioned on. 
There are four syringes full of clear liquid with a couple of alcohol wipes and gauze pads next to 
them. Techno pushes the table nearer to where Dream is stretched out. 


"Do you really trust me with these? What if I fuck something up?" Techno whines, afraid to touch 
the syringes. 


The blonde folds his hands over his stomach. "I already said that I trust you. Trust me?" 
"Yes. I'm not sure I trust myself, though.." 


"Nonsense. Just follow my instructions, okay? Take the wipes and scrub the tips of my lumens, and 
then, do the same with the gauze, fifteen seconds each. Toss 'em in the bag when you're done." 


Techno takes in a deep breath and shakily picks up the wipes first. He nervously cleans the 
entryway to each lumen and then dries them, silently counting to fifteen each time. Dream smiles at 
his meticulous work and then points at one of the syringes. 


"What now, Einstein?" asks Techno, gripping it. 


Dream grins. "That's sodium chloride. It cleans my line. Gently push out the bubble at the top and 
then inject it into one of my lumens. Use that method that Dr. Astor did when he drew my blood, 
remember? I always aspirate on my final round of solutions. Push a little, pull a little. Then, do it 
with the other sodium chloride to my second lumen." 


"Roger that, Doc. You'd make a fine medical professional, know that? Much more reasonable than 
that Astor fellow." 


"Funny you say that. My mom thought the same." 


The pinkette slowly runs through the steps in his mind while smirking. "Would you consider it? I 
know she was a nurse. How fitting would it be if her son was a doctor?" 


"Pretty fitting. I don't know, though. We'll just have to see if I get there.." 
Techno clears his throat. "Now?" 


"Same process with the heparin. We've gotta make sure I don't get blood clots," Dream chimes, 
stretching his arms above his head. 


He follows through with the same process, discarding each syringe after he's used them all up. 
With nothing left on the tray, Techno caps each lumen with extra gentleness and presents his 
finished product to Dream. 


"I didn't kill you. Do I get an award?" 


"Not yet. You have to tape my tube in a loop now, making sure it goes upward on my peck. Do 
you know why I need it taped in a loop?" 


The older shakes his head while discarding his gloves and searching for the tape. "I assume there's 
a reason, but I can't put my finger on it." 


"So it doesn't get caught on something. Tape's on my desk." 


Techno catches himself gazing at the pressed flowers spread out amongst Dream's literature as he 
fetches a piece of medical tape. His eyes linger for a second too long before he forces himself to 
turn away and secure Dream's central venous catheter into a loop. Dream places a hand over 
Techno's art project, seemingly happy with his job. 


"That's smart. Are we all done?" inquires Techno, helping Dream up from his bed. 
Dream nods. "Coffee time." 


They both smile at one another as Dream begins dressing for the day, leaving Techno to sit on the 
bed and contemplate the morning. Techno would gladly sacrifice any amount of any day for the 
rest of his life to help Dream out with his medication, especially as the blonde becomes weaker. 
They don't have forever, but Techno can only hope that they have today. 


"Hey, Dream?" 
"Yeah?" Dream responds, pulling his lime green hoodie over his bedhead. 


The pinkette purses his lips and looks at the nail polish painted across his fingertips, the same 
color scheme that Dream himself has going on. "I think Karl is out to get me." 


That's when Techno's phone dings, an incoming text from his boyfriend. Dream sees it too, 
eyebrows furrowing at the peculiar timing. Techno's cheeks turn bright red as their eyes finally 
meet, all color drained from Dream's face. 


Karl: have a wonderful day! i've got a surprise for u tonight. ;) 


"This is the most work I've put into anything in the history of ever," groans Dream, hopping up 
from the dining room table and rubbing his eyebrows. "You want some more pudding? I'm still 
hungry." 


Techno momentarily glances up from his laptop screen. "Yes, please. How's the slide deck coming 
along, huh?" 


"I've had to lower the font size six different times to fit every bit of information on each slide. My 
ass is killing me from sitting all day." 


"Tell your foster parents to invest in some chairs that aren't made of glass, maybe? Sure, they may 
cost a fortune, but so does the ass lift they're going to have to pay for when we finally finish this 


project,” says Techno, shifting in his seat. 


Dream snickers while filling their bowls with more pudding from the stovetop. "You'd definitely be 
the type to get such a scandalous operation, huh?" 


"Without a doubt. Where the hell did you learn to make banana pudding, by the way? For someone 
that can't drive, you clearly have spent time mastering the art of dessert craftmanship.." 


The blonde hunkers back down in the chair in front of Techno while diving into the yellow custard 
like he hasn't eaten in a week, even though this is his third bowl. "Listen, just because I don't know 
how to operate a vehicle doesn't mean I haven't mastered a thing or two in my life. Banana pudding 
wizardry is my greatest skill." 


"I can give it to you there.." He shovels another bite of the gooey warmth into his mouth, making 
sure his hair stays out of the way. "I think I'm about done with our speech, though. Wanna hear 
some of it?" 


"Absolutely. This just means I can click through our slides while you speak, and I'm totally here 
for it." 


Techno rolls his eyes while clearing his throat. "In the novel Lord of the Flies by William Golding, 
a group of prep school boys crashes on a deserted island and must establish their own mock society 
in order to survive. Along the way, tensions rise as the chief, Ralph, and the bloodthirsty boy that 
wants to be chief, Jack, become involved in a petty feud that soon turns deadly. As each child 
begins to lose their humanity, the Lord of the Flies comes into play, acting as the chaos and 
destruction that festers within each being." 


"Damn, Tech.. Sound like anyone you know?" 
The pinkette shakes his head. "Not at all." 


"Figures you'd say that," Dream laughs, closing his laptop and resting beside it. "Let's call it, 
please. I'm so fucking tired." 


"All right, whatever. What do you want to do before we leave?" 


Dream drags his finger through his empty bowl to gather the remnants of pudding to lap up. "I 
guess I should thank you for coming here. I probably would have blown up on the Frosts if you 
hadn't been here to help me. So, yeah, thanks. Really, thank you.." 


"I wanted to be here. You deserve support, Dream." 


"That means a lot. I haven't had a support system in a long time, and even though you are ill- 
tempered, arrogant, and highly inexperienced, I appreciate all that you've done. I'm gonna try my 
best to help you as well, Techno. Whoever is sabotaging you, Karl or not, we can figure this out 
and put a stop to their shitty games." 


The older tries to nod as he admits, "I don't know why Karl would try to hurt me, but maybe I'm 
just blind. I trusted Ranboo, after all. Clearly that was a mistake.." 


"Don't beat yourself up over it. Whichever one of them is behind this definitely just wants to see 
you suffer. You can't let them win, Techno." 


Techno swallows down the lump in his throat. "I'll try. I'm on high alert now. You're the only 
person in the entire boarding house that I trust, Dream." 


"I'm flattered. Finish up on your work while I wash dishes, 'kay?" Dream asks, tapping Techno's 
nose as he grabs his bowl. 


"Yes, sir." 


They both share a soft smile as Dream walks into the kitchen, humming a gentle tune as he busies 
himself with clean-up. Techno sighs to himself and ambles over to the wall of windows, taking a 
look at the blossoming city all around the apartment building. The setting sun casts a tangerine 
glow on the afternoon traffic. Everyone is in a hurry to get home and be with their families right 
about now, but Techno wouldn't mind spending a couple more days here. After all, he doesn't plan 
on coming back for awhile.. 


The phone in Techno's pocket buzzes against his thigh and snaps him out of his daze, caught in the 
living picture of real, human life. He sighs to himself while accepting the call and paying no mind 
to whoever is trying to reach them. Techno assumes it's Phil, maybe Karl, or possibly a 
representative of Dr. Astor. 


"Techno," he alerts, speaking into his phone. 


"Kid, where the hell are you? You've missed practice all week and didn't even bother showing up 
to tonight's meet!" scolds Techno's fencing director. 


The pinkette's eyes widen. "Oh, damn. Sorry, Coach. I've been really busy. In fact, I'll be busy for 
awhile.." 


"What in God's name does that mean? Your ass better be here in five minutes, or you're gonna be 
in some serious trouble! We need you, Blade." 


Techno looks to Dream as he obliviously washes dishes, soap bubbles fluttering around him and 
catching in his untamed locks of blonde. Dream grins to himself as a rather large one pops against 
the tip of his nose. He blows a palmful of suds into the air and steps back to let them settle around 
him in the most precious way Techno could ever imagine. 


"I'm sorry, Coach. I quit the fencing team," Techno carefully states. 


"You what?! This is your future! You're the best teenage fencer in the Pacific Northwest! You can't 
quit, Blade. You just can't do that!" 


Fencing has given Techno the ultimate purpose for the past multiple years of his life. When his 
mother left, there was fencing. When Phil couldn't spend a second with his children to keep his 
family afloat, there was fencing. When local bullies poked fun at him for having long, bubblegum 
pink hair, there was fencing. When the world changed its mind and decided he was the pinnacle of 
human perfection, there was fencing. 


But, now? There's Dream. 


"I'm not coming back. Good luck with your team, Coach." Techno pulls his phone away from his 
face and hovers over the end button. "You'll need it." 


Breathing a sigh of relief, Techno sets his phone on the table and walks into the kitchen. He begins 
drying the utensils, bowls, and pots Dream has cleaned and puts them away in their respective 
cabinets. Dream winks at him in such a way that tints Techno's cheeks with just the perfect amount 
of rouge to elude to the notion that he would risk it all for Clay Dream. 


In fact, Techno already has. 


Crisp, autumn air fills the speeding Buick as Techno steps on the gas pedal, easing off of yet 
another interstate exit and careening onto the gravely road ahead. He looks to his right and places a 
palm on Dream's back to make sure he's still warm. The boy has been sleeping with his face 
pointed towards the window for almost three hours now, and Techno really doesn't want his 
sporadic driving to be the death of Dream. 


The sun has been gone for the entire drive, but luckily, Techno inherited the good genes in respect 
to eyesight, unlike his poor twin. He's kept the radio low, occasionally listening to the comforting 
crackle of static when the car gets too faraway from the last tower to hold a signal. Though it's been 
a lonesome drive, Techno doesn't mind all that much. Dream didn't get enough sleep last night, and 
if he entrusts Techno to safely transport him home while he naps, Techno does not plan on 
betraying that trust. 


Dream softly whimpers in his sleep, allowing techno to believe that he's still alive. Techno 
carefully ruffles the back of his hair to knock him out of whatever nightmare he's trapped in now. 
The older simply lacks the heart to pull him away from the precious gift of sleep, even when 
Dream's mind is at odds with itself. Dream's head quickly turns to face Techno, a trail of drool 
running down his chin. Techno forces himself to stifle a snicker, rather delighted to see Dream in 
such a vulnerable state. 


"Take all the time you need, Dreamy.." whispers Techno, switching the radio station once again. 


Barely fifteen minutes pass before the "Welcome to Snowchester" sign smacks Techno right in the 
face. Techno would have been willing to drive another seven hours if it meant Dream could 
comfortably sleep next to him and regain some of his tentative strength. Still, he doesn't have much 
of a choice. Techno reaches over to Dream and gently tickles his Cupid's bow with his index 
finger. Dream mindlessly slaps him away a few times before one eye pops open, his pupil taking 
up most of the iris his emerald green used to rule over. 


"What're you doing?" he mumbles. 

"Waking you up. We're back to the campus." 

Dream lets out a long yawn. "Already? I just fell asleep.." 

"Yeah, over three hours ago! You slept like a baby, for your information. Feeling any better?" 


The blonde stretches his arms over his head while slowly emerging from the passenger's side door. 
"A little bit. My neck kind of hurts." 


"That's the beauty of a Buick. Come inside for a moment, won't you?" 
"Seriously? Techno, it's late; I just want to go home and crawl into my bed.." 


Techno rolls his eyes and defends, "Come on, we both know you have to squirt some sodium 
chloride and heparin into your chest bladder before going back to sleep!" 


"I miss the days when you never listened to a word I said," murmurs Dream, ambling after Techno 
as the pinkette speed walks into the dimly lit apartment building. "How long will we be?" 


Stopping halfway up the staircase, Techno quickly turns around to silence Dream. "Quit your 
whining! Have you no manners, young runner?" 


"Not when I'm tired and cranky, fierce swordsman." 


The older smirks to himself at such a snide remark and drags Dream all the way up to Phil's living 
quarters. The bags under Dream's eyes are much more dense and purple than usual, but there is no 
chance Techno is allowing him to miss this opportunity. Techno faintly knocks on his father's door 
and tries not to explode out of his skin in the time it takes Phil to unlock and open said door. 


"Techno, my son. And, Dream! So glad to see you both. How was the city? Well, we can talk about 
that later. Come in!" he exclaims, ushering the boys in. 


"Thank you, Mr. Blade. Er, Dadza.." Dream responds. 


A man standing in a pressed, blue suit turns around rather suavely when the door creaks open. He's 
waiting in Phil's lounging area with a half-smile, brunette hair slicked back above his dark 
eyebrows. Dream gives Techno a nervous glance, taking a few steps closer to him. Techno wants to 
be his source of solace in all of this confusion, but he can only do so much with his limited 
knowledge. Luckily, there's a Dadza to help them both through these hellish times. 


"You must be Clay Dream," greets the man, shaking Dream's pale hand with a mighty grip. "Allow 
me to introduce myself. My name is Machrie Sycamore, and I am a lawyer that specializes in the 
emancipation of minors." 


Dream's mouth falls open as he looks from Techno to Phil. "Wait, what is happening?" 
"Congratulations, Dream. Your case is being taken on by Mr. Sycamore," Phil announces. 


"Holy shit! You're kidding, right?" Dream clamps a hand over his mouth and jumps in place for a 
few seconds. "Techno, you knew about this?!" 


The pinkette nods. "All Dad's doing, though. He's been contacting different law firms in the 
surrounding counties for days now.." 


"This is absolute fucking insane.. Am I really gonna get emancipated, Mr. Sycamore?" 


Machrie clasps his hands together and answers, "I've heard much about your situation, and I do 
believe that you will be seeing freedom very shortly. May we talk, Clay?" 


Dream wipes at his eyes and slowly lowers himself down to the couch. "Yeah, of course. I've got 
all the time in the world." 


"Well, my work here is done. I really need to get back home and tend to Karl's neediness, but you 
have fun, Dream. See you in the morning, yeah?" 


The blonde opens his arms to accept a tight hug. "Perfect, Techno. God, I adore you for this. Never 
mind that; we'll talk tomorrow." 


"Good luck, Dreamy," 


Before leaving, Techno shakes Machrie's hand and gives his father a quick hug as well. He feels an 
extreme sense of elation knowing Dream's in good hands with Phil and Machrie, especially after a 
rather chaotic stay with the Frosts. Techno is willing to fight for him, no matter what it takes. Some 
people are worth the world, yes, but Clay Dream is worth the universe. One way or another, 
Techno will find a way to place the universe right into Dream's deserving hands. 


The singing crickets carry Techno through the courtyard in a mental haze. Life has been blowing 


by him a whirlwind lately, but Techno has never felt more right about anything. Dream anchors 
him, even during their hardest moments. Techno is greatly confused about his budding relationship 
with the runner, but he doesn't want to let it go.. maybe ever. In Dream's presence, the world is a 
peaceful place. 


As Techno passes by the football field, his eyes catch on a solemn figure sitting in the stands and 
staring into the sky. That two-toned hair could easily be spotted from a mile away, and Techno can 
feel his skin crawl at first glance. Instead of scaling the fence to sit alongside Ranboo, he just keeps 
walking.. and walking.. and walking. Within the matter of a few minutes, he's standing in the 
unusually vacant parlor. 


"Karl? Wilbur? Boys? I'm home!" Techno shouts, letting his backpack of dirty clothes fall to the 
floor. 


Techno scans the lounge and dining room before making his way upstairs. The hallway lights are 
all on, but it seems like all the life in the house has been drained away. If the boys were here, then 
they just left moments before Techno walked inside. He lets out a long sigh and trails into the 
bedroom he didn't miss all that much. Techno fumbles for the desk lamp while kicking various 
items in his way, wishing Wilbur knew how to use a laundry hamper. 


The soft lighting casts a warm halo at the end of Techno and Wilbur's room, comforting the 
pinkette to no end, but as soon as he turns toward his bed and prepares to climb inside his sheets, a 
blood-curdling scream radiates from deep within his foggy lungs. Techno feels his physical form 
waste away under the acidic graffiti splayed across his walls in red paint. Whoever did this clearly 
wasn't expecting Techno home so soon, nor were the others. 


The fresh scent of bitterness still lingers in the air from the new paint. Broken shards of glass from 
the window litter the floor like priceless diamonds and sapphires. Techno loses his balance among 
the wreckage and ends up falling. Is that more paint? Is it his blood? He doesn't know.. Can't 
know.. 


LIAR! 

CHEATER! 

DIE! 

GO TO HELL! 

YOU ARE NOTHING! 
DREAM WON'T SAVE YOU! 
YOU WON'T SAVE DREAM! 
BURN! 

BURN! 

BURN. 


Suddenly, the hateful messages of fire become the unspoken truth as Techno loses his grip on 
reality and fades into the hell laid out just for him. The world is an unkind place tonight. 


Maybe it was never kind in the first place. 


Chapter End Notes 


Can you tell I was spiraling at the end? God, I wrote this entire bad boy in the span of 
24 hours and feel drained as fuck right now. My writer's block was especially 
prevalent with this chapter, so I do apologize. I'm not proud of my work here, but hey, 
at least I finished it. Time for me to head to bed before I pass out at my computer 
screen! 


Anyways, as always, please feel free to leave me a comment, as they make writing so 
special for me! Follow me on Twitter > @ phantomsunsets < if you want to keep up- 
to-date with teasers, release information, and hellishly fresh memes. I love you all so 
much. :) 


Damaged By Love 


Chapter Summary 


"He's got nothing to hide; 
And he hides it so well. 
Keeps broken dreams; 
To fix up and sell. 


So young; 
And damaged by love." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 16! This one brought me a lot of joy to write. Hope you all like it! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Attention can be compared to the presence of bitter amber. It forms around a focal point, 
illuminating a life once lived without a moment to prepare for its sudden demise. Resilient eyes 
sear into one's core the way the sticky amber begins to harden. Before the creature has time to 
process its fate, there is no way out, no possibility of ever escaping the limelight. Sure, attention 
can last forever, but at what cost? Well, the answer is simple. 


Sacrifice your life for something, and someday, you may be worn around the neck of someone you 
never even loved. 


"Nobody is leaving this room until one of you confesses. You boys have no idea the trouble you 
have put me and Housefather through! The quicker you can come forward; the sooner we can 
resolve these issues. Punishment will only worsen if you keep your lips sealed," Housemother 
warns, eyes red and puffy from fretful crying and lack of sleep. 


Techno grips onto his forearms and glares at each pair of eyes intently watching him. "Someone 
say something! Anything! If this whole thing isn't one grand operation, then at least one of you 
mongrels had to have seen someone breaking my fucking window and climbing through it last 
night!" 


"Language.." Bad mutters. 


The pinkette stares at Bad with insane bewilderment, eyes crossing from the sheer force of his 
diseased gaze. "I will tear you apart with my bare hands and feed you to the vultures, fucker." 


"Please, Dave!" Housemother sighs and runs her small, pale hands through such a messy head of 
hair. "Whichever one of you has been tormenting your fellow housemate, come forward this 
instance. You have caused a lot in property damage! This kind of behavior cannot be tolerated, and 
it is every single one of you boys' job to report the detrimental actions of your peers." 


The groggy teenagers look back and forth with paranoid, haunting expressions. All of them are in 
their pajamas, under eyes so terribly purple from the long night. Tubbo, the only kid who's been 
able to sleep through this exchange, has been drooling on Ranboo's shoulder for over an hour. 
Techno's ratty hair frames his sleep deprived and angry face as he searches every pair of eyes in the 
room for a hint of guilt, maybe vile happiness for the work they've successfully pulled off. 


"Fine, if you won't come forward on your own, I'll pull it out of you.." growls Techno, slowly 
panning his gaze across each of the boys once more. 


"What does that mean?" Sapnap whispers to George, though everyone can hear him. 


Techno puts on a Cheshire smile. "So glad you asked, Sappy! Why don't I start with your best 
friend, yeah?" 


George raises an eyebrow. "Huh? What did I do?" 


"Don't play the innocent Brit card with me. I know how you really feel about me. Not to mention, 
the whole world would be blind not to notice how you idolize Dream!" 


Dream, who is standing in the back corner of the room with his arms over his chest, awkwardly 
looks to George. George glances back at him, cheeks turning aflame as soon as their eyes lock. He 
clears his throat and faces Techno again, but Techno isn't smiling anymore. The pinkette is right up 
in his face, bloodshot orbs piercing through him. 


"You know nothing!" defends George. 

"I know you took that note from the bloody bathroom scene. Who else would have?" 
The older stifles a gasp. "You were in there?" 

"Fuck yeah, I was. So was my next suspect.. Alex Quackity!" 


Alex lifts his eyes up from the floor, clearly just having fallen into a light sleep before hearing his 
name cast into the air. "Wait, what does any of this have to do with me? Why would / be out to get 
you?" 


"You threatened me what feels like forever ago in regards to Karl. If you thought I was cheating, 
which is so untrue, wouldn't you be the first to target me?" Techno asks, foaming at the mouth. 


He shrugs and answers, "Well, yeah.. I didn't think you were cheating, though. Before yesterday, 
that is." 


"What?! I'm not cheating on Karl! Dream and I hate each other; you all know this!" 


"I dunno.." pipes in Fundy, sniffing the air and pawing at his fox ears. "You two always seem to be 
conveniently gone at the same times. What are you hiding?" 


Techno anchors himself over the furry, eyes narrow. "What are you hiding, suspect number three?" 
"Me? Why me of all people?!" he yips. 


"I know you have a thing for Schlatt. I've seen you two holding hands outside of school! He acts 
like he doesn't know the identity of the person he's been helping, but what if it's you, huh?" 


Fundy draws his sharp eyebrows together. "Maybe I do have a thing for Schlatt! That's none of 
your business, though. For your information, his business isn't mine, either! Our.. friendship.. is not 


to gain intel on you cheating!" 
"I'm not cheating!" 


Housemother places a hand on Techno's shoulder. "Honey, you're going to scream your throat raw 
if you don't calm down. What I'm hearing is that you suspect George, Alexis, and Floris, correct?" 


"That's not all." Techno takes his sweet time in walking across the room until he's standing in front 
of his own twin brother, curls in disarray and glasses nowhere to be found. "Wilbur." 


"You're joking, right? This is a joke?" Wilbur groans, staring up at his brother. 


Techno shakes his head. "We both know why I suspect you. You saw something that your jealous 
brain misconstrued, and now you're doing everything you can to dethrone me! Admit it!" 


Wilbur abruptly stands and shoves Techno backwards. "Dethrone you? You're not a fucking king! 
You're just like the rest of us; maybe even worse! Get off your high fucking horse and realize that 
this world doesn't belong to just you, Techno." 


"So it is you!" accuses Techno. 


The brunette guffaws. "You're off your rocker. To be a stuck-up asshole is one thing, but to blame 
heinous actions on your own brother is low, even for you. Get out of my way, Techno. I'm done 
with you." 


All of the sitting boys silently mutter amongst themselves, no doubt discussing such a horrific halt 
to one of the most adored friendships at Snowchester High. Wilbur and Techno have been 
inseparable best friends for years, but now, Techno feels light years away from the boy he shared a 
womb with. Tommy, the poor fellow, just stares longingly at the empty space Wilbur once 
occupied. Techno can't imagine what his kid brain is thinking right now. 


"This is getting too heated. Do you have any other suspects, Techno?" asks Housemother. 
Techno nods, stepping in front of his teary-eyed boyfriend. "Karl.." 
"What..?" Karl sniffles, dabbing at his irritated eyes. 


"TIl only reveal this much. You texted me yesterday that you had a surprise for me, and when I got 
home, my room was vandalized. How can I not think it was you?" 


Karl's lips quiver. "Techno, I never sent you a text yesterday. Why would you accuse me of this? I 
never.. never thought you were cheating.. You know I love you." 


"What?" Techno fumbles through his pocket to pull out his nearly dead cellphone, immediately 
shoving the bright screen in his face. "Look! How can you lie to me so blatantly when I have 
proof?" 


The older's eyes widen as he reaches for his own phone. "Techno, I'm not lying! You can see my 
messages. I never texted you that. Somebody.. must've taken my phone.." 


Techno has to cover his mouth while turning to face Dream, whose expression has remained 
neutral throughout the whole interrogation. He crosses the room without saying a word, examining 
both Karl and Techno's phones. Neither of them have to mutter a word for both Dream and Techno 
to understand that yesterday's operation was one of intense planning and manipulation. Each attack 
has only escalated, and Techno can barely begin to imagine what is next for him. 


"All right, that's enough. Boys, go on back upstairs and get ready for school. We'll talk more of this 
tonight, and if anyone wants to confess, Housefather will be in his office until he leaves for work, 
and I'll be cooking breakfast. Go on, now!" she orders, stepping out of the family room. 


Ranboo shakes Tubbo awake as the skittish boys begin to disperse. Karl lingers for a second longer 
than the rest, sorrowfully glancing at his boyfriend. Techno reaches to wipe the tears away, but a 
trail of fresh ones begins as soon as the previous has ended. He wants to apologize for calling him 
out in front of everybody, but Techno feels trapped in his own skin. The pinkette says nothing as 
Karl's touch leaves him. 


At last, Techno is finally left all alone to rot away inside the amber he has unknowingly cast 
himself in. Someday soon enough, he'll be a necklace for the person that has sought his demise for 
so long now. What an ironically beautiful way to die. 


Dream's POV 


With the wind in his hair and the finish line in his sight, nothing can stop the nimble athlete. Ever 
since Dream started running on a team and not just on his own at night after slipping out of his 
hospital bed, he's been a blur of lime green, always wearing that damned hoodie with holes in the 
cuffs and frayed pull strings. He's not afraid to sweat in it during a June heatwave or succumb to 
hypothermia during a December frost. The hoodie is a part of him and his never-ending desire 

to run. 


"Time!" Dream shouts, nearly colliding with the fence as he skids to halt. 

Ranboo itches his pale wrist as he hovers above Dream in the stands. "Forty-nine seconds." 
"Puck. Fuck! I'm getting worse." 

"That's way faster than I could go.." mutters Ranboo. 


Dream wipes away the dust from his eyes and kneels low to the ground. "Time me again! I need to 
be under forty-eight. Hurry!" 


The younger boy gulps as he pushes his duel-toned hair back and presses the stopwatch. Dream 
bolting off again. Without the hurdles set up, he should be going way faster than usual, but his 
decaying body can only be worked so hard before it falls apart under him. Dream pumps his arms 
as fast as they'll go while taking the longest strides he can muster up. As soon as Ranboo comes 
into his line of sight, Dream forces himself to pick up the pace. 


"Time! Time!" 

Ranboo incessantly taps his foot as he answers, "Dream, this seems kind of-" 
"THE FUCKING TIME!" 

"Fifty-one!" 


The blonde internally screams at himself as he collapses onto the track and breathes like an 
oxygen-deprived maniac. He reaches into the front pocket of his hoodie for his inhaler, shoving it 
in-between wet lips and taking a deep breath of the medication. Ranboo slowly climbs down from 
the bleachers and idles a few feet from Dream, hands behind his back. 


"Techno would be disgusted if he knew I was spending time with you.." Dream huffs, refusing to 
pull himself off of his back 


Those awkward shoulders shrug. "Probably, yeah. Why are you, then?" 
"Tell me who it is, Ranboo." 


Ranboo turns away with a whimper. "You know I can't do that. If I was going to spill secrets, I 
wouldn't start with that one." 


Dream raises and eyebrow as he sits up and asks, "What else do you know?" 


"A lot. Er, I think. My thoughts are all over the place without my memory book. I'm having a hard 
time remembering what I swore to protect." 


"You're hurting Techno by keeping such secrets! Why don't you care?" 


Different shaded eyes look over to Dream with immense hurt. "I care far more about Techno than 
most people.. That's exactly why I need to keep him safe. You as well, Dream." 


"I don't care if I get hurt." Dream rubs the sweat from his face. "Techno is all I care about, as 
insane as that sounds. Does everyone really believe he's cheating on Karl with me?" 


Ranboo slowly nods. "I think everyone pieced together that your stunt the other morning was fake.. 
Wilbur mentioned he asked Phil if you were okay from that brutal fight, but Phil said you hadn't 
been around. Then, everyone took account of your absence from school, and we all just kind 

of.. knew. Are you guys together?" 


"What?! No! We're not even really friends, Ranboo. Why would we.. Why would we be.. Fuck!" 
"So, you don't have feelings for Techno..?" 


Dream glares at Ranboo as the thought crosses his mind. Ever since they met, Dream and Techno 
have been at odds with one another. Their mutual hate has always acted as an impenetrable barrier, 
keeping them from discovering the other's humanity. But, ever since their huge fight and sub 
sequential punishment, everything has felt so much more.. necessary. Dream wants to live when 
he's around Techno. The fiery pinkette has made him believe again. 


"L. I don't know, Ranboo. He wrecks me. He fucking wrecks me, and it's so hard to be around him, 
but it's all I crave. The way Techno just exists so vibrantly and without regret entrances me. What 
does all of this mean?" questions Dream, shielding the midday sun from his eyes. 


The taller softly smiles. "It means you love him." 
"I've had enough. I'm going home." 


"Wait, no!" Ranboo chases after Dream as he speeds off, just barely grabbing him by the hood as 
he exits the gate. "What.. are you.. so afraid of?" 


The blonde guffaws. "You're joking, right? What am I not afraid of?! I can't love Techno; that's 
crazy talk! He has Karl. I have running.." 


"Dream.. you won't be able to run from your feelings, no matter how fast you are. Besides, you two 
are quite literally perfect for each other. Not like Karl; he's an absolute snake-" 


Ranboo immediately cups a hand over his mouth as Dream grips his forearms with much force. 


"Talk, now. I'm not letting you leave here until you've spilled your guts about Karl fucking 
Jacobs." 


"Please, don't make me do this-" 


"Talk! What makes him a snake, huh?! Ranboo, you have caused a lot of damage lately, and I'm 
not afraid to beat the information out of you. Want a mouthful of blood and a few missing teeth, do 
ya?" Dream reels back, crossing his arms. "Walk away, then. The second you start running, I'll be 
right there, ready to break you in half." 


The younger, though he has the height advantage, quivers under Dream's glare. "You.. aren't s- 
serious, r-right..?" 


Dream raises an eyebrow. "Why don't you find out?" 


There's a moment of hesitation before Ranboo puts one foot in front of the other, which leads to 
Dream violently grabbing the shaky teenager and throwing him up against the chain-link fence. 
Ranboo cries out as the side of his face is forced against the structure, body pinned in place 
without an inch of room to himself. Dream's hot breath pierces against his neck, but he refuses to 
give into scared Ranboo. Techno's safety is worth the blood on his hands. 


"Stop! Let me go! I'll tell you if you promise not to hurt me!" shouts Ranboo, his voice cracking 
with unfiltered terror. 


The blonde releases his hold on Ranboo's face without backing up. "Speak." 


"Okay.. Okay.." Ranboo slowly turns his face towards Dream. "When you were in the hospital, 
Techno was not making light of your situation or ragging on your parents.. He was devastated that 
Housefather and Housemother wouldn't let him visit you. During that time, he clung to Karl 
because he was scared and depressed. I really think that Techno feels nothing for him at all, and 
Karl lied to you because he caught wind of your growing friendship..." 


The anger in Dream's eyes drains away as he pictures the day in question when Karl cornered him 
while Techno went to pack for a night with him at Phil's. He'd never felt so betrayed by Karl's 
thorny words, and even to this day, Dream has been carrying the weight of villainy from his only 
friend, just to find out that nothing Karl said is true. 


"You.. How.. Really?" Dream gasps. 


Ranboo nods. "Yes. He caught me listening in on your conversation and threatened me. Then.. he 
ripped up my memory book. I'm in boiling water if you tell him or anybody else! Please, Dream.. 
Please don't do this to me.. I'll do anything!" 


Dream backs away from the boy he's been terrifying and hurting. His skin feels like it's about to 
come off in sheets, leaving him with only bones and blood that doesn't work. Dream has to hold 
every ounce of emotion inside his core with all of his might to keep from sobbing or screaming. He 
presses his back to the fence, sliding down and hugging his knees close to his chest. 


"Ranboo..?" 
The fretful boy carefully lowers himself down next to Dream. "What is it?" 
"I think.. I." 


"Get it out, Dream. I won't judge you.." 


The blonde peers over to him, eyes red and watery. "I think I'm in love with Techno." 


Techno's POV 


Techno, as lavish and luxurious as he is, has been dreading this very moment ever since the 

word masquerade was muttered in his very presence. He takes a deep breath while toying with the 
strands of his endless mane. Sapnap trails just behind him as Karl holds open the glass door for 
them both. The rows upon rows of displays and mannequins give Techno a painful sense of dread. 


"I really just want to put this morning behind us. Let's all pick out our amazing outfits for the 
upcoming ball and not think about anything else, okay?" instructs Karl, grasping Techno's hand. 


Sapnap nods. "I won't even mention that the entire boarding house thinks your relationship is 
falling apart! Do you think they sell jerseys here?" 


"This is a high-end fashion shop specifically for tuxedos and gowns, dipshit," mutters Techno. 
The sophomore shrugs and turns to Karl. "How was I supposed to know?" 


"Because we're here for suits, sweetie. Why don't you go look around, 'kay?" Karl asks, pointing 
way towards the back of the store. 


"Fine by me. I hope they have blue!" 
Techno eyes his boyfriend. "Think they'll have blue?" 


"Of course, they will. Sapnap is smart, I swear! Well, when it comes to sports. I guess that's why 
he's on the football team and not a mathlete.. Anyways, are we all good? This morning was.. really 
emotional." 


The pinkette softly smiles and answers, "Yeah, I'm sorry you had to see that. And, I'm sorry I 
accused you.. I'm not thinking properly right now." 


"I know, my love. We can talk more about this all later, though. Not to mention, that pest of a kid, 
Dream. Let's just think happy thoughts for now! Come find me when you've picked a suit." 


Techno nods as Karl plants a soft kiss on his cheek and trails off in the direction he just sent 
Sapnap. Though he's not excited for this shopping trip, the quicker he picks out a tux, the quicker 
he can get home and finally sleep. School today wasn't easy running on absolutely no rest and way 
too much raw paranoia, but there is still time to salvage the afternoon. Techno begins to slowly 
wander through the racks, trying so desperately hard to picture himself in any of these suits. 


"God, these are all so bland," he mutters, eyeing the monotone jackets and equally as depressing 
dress pants. "Where's the bling? The patterns? The fucking personality?!" 


"Techno, is that you?" 


As soon as the familiar voice calls out to him, Techno spins around on his heels and is faced with a 
reassuring grin. "Niki, hi. Are you shopping for the masquerade?" 


Niki Nihachu tucks her lavender locks behind her ears while motioning over someone from the 
other side of the rack she was just perusing. "Yes, and I'm with a friend. You've met Sam, right?" 


A tall blonde with kind eyes rounds the corner and gives a gentle wave. "Hey, Techno." 


"Sam, of course. We have Spanish together, right?" he questions, taking notice of the boy's fairly 
impressive stature and muscle definition. 


Sam nods, wearing a handsome grin. "Si. Do you want to look around with us? We just got here, 
actually." 


"That would be great. I'm so unsure of what I want.." 


Niki runs her hands along a few glittery dresses. "Same here. There are so many gowns, and yet, 
none of them have called out to me so far. What about you, Sam? See anything you like yet?" 


"Well, there's a really nice vest up at the front of the store, but I don't know.. What if Ponkie isn't 
impressed?" 


"Who's Ponkie?" asks Techno, following Sam. 


The pair shares a sly expression before Niki says, "Ponk is Sam's almost boyfriend. Ever just know 
two idiots that are so in love, but won't admit it to each other? That's Sam and Ponk." 


Techno pictures Alex and Sapnap, but something tells him he knows two other idiots just like that.. 
"Yeah, totally. Don't sweat it, Sam. Things will fall in line when they're ready to." 


"Thank you, Techno; that's what I've been saying!" 


Niki gently laughs. "You're such a dork, Sammy. Why don't you go try that vest on with some 
black pants while Techno and I aimlessly search about the place?" 


"Sounds good to me. See you both when I'm ready to wow you!" Sam exclaims, heading off with 
the vest in tow. 


"He seems really nice, Niki. I take it you are close?" 
She nods. "Sam is one of my best friends. You and Wilbur should hang out with us sometime!" 
"Td love that, really, but.. Will and I aren't on the best of terms right now.." 


Niki interlocks arms with Techno and leads him down a row of dresses. "Everything will be just 
fine with you two, okay? You're brothers, and no matter how bad things get, you'll always have 
each other." 


"I hope so.." Techno's eyes catch on each gown they pass, all of them calling out to him and 
begging his fingertips to touch their material. "But-" 


"Niki! Help me! I'm stuck!" Sam shouts, from the changing rooms. 
Techno and Niki share a concerned look before Niki groans, "I'll be right back. Don't get lost!" 


As she bolts away to free Sam from his designer prison, Techno is totally free to look through the 
dresses that have been screaming for him ever since he stepped foot in the store. All of the elegant 
styles and colors rock his world far much more than any of those blocky suits. Techno's hands 
caress the ruffles and trace the sequins, rub the velvet and stroke the satin. Vibrant pinks and 
tasteful reds stimulate his senses as he finds himself falling in love with each texture, color, and 
style. The lace is elegant, the spaghetti straps are sexy, and the necklines are just the perfect 
amount of revealing. 


The pinkette quickly scans through the multitude of gowns at his disposal, gawking over the 


shortest ones and nearly fainting at the longest ones. Techno has never worn a dress before, but the 
desire has always been there. Now, it's on full volume, begging him to slip into a statement piece 
and steal the show. Just as he's about to fall apart, Techno's heart stops in his chest. 


This is his dress. 


Techno's unworthy hands grab at the hanger as he snatches the most gorgeous creation of black and 
red his eyes have ever graced. This short dress with just the right amount of tulle so that it's not 
bulky nor flat would end right above his knees. The A-line sucks in at the upper-waist, starting in 
on a torso-conforming bodice, completely black with embedded glitter in a blood red shade. The 
sweetheart neckline is decked out with a fair strip of tulle, leading up into the sheer neck cap that 
ends in an upward-facing ruffle, dotted with more red. The laces in the back blend in almost 
perfectly with the black bodice. In simplest terms, it's perfect. 


"What'd you find there, Techno?" Niki asks, peering over his shoulder. "Oh, that's so gorgeous! 
Are you going to try it on? Wow, I love the neck cap. It's formal, yet so stylish." 


"You think I should?" questions Techno, clearly bewildered. 


Niki smiles and nods. "No doubt! I think you'd look amazing. You want my help lacing it up? I 
think Sam's pretty set on that cute vest.." 


"Yeah, Niki.. That'd be great.." 


Once again, she takes his arm and leads him off in the direction of the changing rooms. Niki 
politely waits for Techno to undress, still caught in a daze from what he's about to do. Once his 
legs have slipped into the dress, Niki tenderly helps pull it up his body as Techno holds his hair out 
of the way. The sweet girl takes her time in tightening the bodice. In the mirror, Techno watches 
himself transform in the freeing gown, never having felt so pretty in his life. 


"Look at you, Tech! You're stunning," she breathes, adjusting his hair around his shoulders. "I 
think this is the one for you, yeah?" 


"Yeah.. I love it, Niki. I really love it. I've never worn a dress before, believe it or not." 


She claps her hands together with a cheer. "There's a first time for everything! You've inspired me, 
Techno. I really just am not feeling any of those dresses out there.. I think I'm gonna get a tuxedo 
instead." 


"Wow, I'm proud of you. You're going to be the coolest person at the ball!" Techno asserts, 
twirling around in his new dress. 


"Well, if you're there, I think it'll be a tie!" 


They giggle with each other for a moment before Karl calls, "Techno?! Where are you? Sapnap 
and I have our suits on!" 


"Shit, can you help me out of this?" 


Niki immediately begins undoing the laces running up Techno's back. "Certainly, friend. Let me 
know if you want to get together for tea soon, yeah? I feel like I never get to see you." 


"Definitely, Niki. Thank you so much for all your help today. Give my thanks to Sam as well, 
yeah?" 


She taps Techno's nose and replies, "Of course! See you later, Tech." 


After Niki quietly steps out of the dressing room, Techno makes his way out as well, leaving his 
gown inside to swipe before the boys leave. In front of the mirrors in the tiny hall beyond the 
changing area stands Karl, decked out in a purple suit with silver swirls, and Sapnap, who has 
taken it upon himself to pick out a bright red tuxedo. 


"Where's your suit?" asks Karl, interlocking hands with his boyfriend. 


Techno forces down his smile. "You'll have to wait until the masquerade to see, okay? I promise 
the wait will be worth it." 


Karl and Sapnap both shrug and nod as they get back to modeling their outfits and yapping on 
about something Techno can't quite hear. All he can think about is how badly he wants to show 
Dream the dress he picked out. Techno wants to see those green eyes shimmering with approval as 
he grabs onto Techno's waist and spins him around and around and around and around. He longs 
for a dance with Dream hugged close to his body, head in the nape of his neck. 


Techno just wants Dream. 


And, maybe, he always has. 


"This is going to be so fucking amazing!" 
"Shh, Housemother will hear you!" 

"I need to call my bank before we do this.." 
"Who's driving?" 

"What if we die?" 


As if on cue, Housemother enters the family room with her arms planted firmly on her hips. "What 
are you boys up to? I hear scheming.” 


Tubbo side-eyes Bad. "You tell her since you're the favorite." 


"Fine, whatever!" huffs Bad, standing up from the crowded couch. "Housemother, we want to 
travel this weekend into Washington to get our tuxedos, shoes, and masks for the ball.." 


Housemother sighs. "Washington? Absolutely not! I thought some of you boys went suit shopping 
today..?" 


"Only a few of us found clothes! Not to mention, Sapnap and I don't have shoes or masks," Karl 
defends, joining Bad's side. 


"You kids really expect me to trust you overnight in another state? I'll need a better case 
than that! After this morning, I really should be grounding you all from the masquerade," 
Housemother asserts. 


Eleven voices collide at once, begging Housemother to give them all some independence that they 
don't really deserve. Techno rolls his eyes and, unable to stomach being around these teens any 
longer, slips into the foyer to breathe air that isn't shared with those that despise him. He 
immediately finds himself gravitating to the front door, relishing in the mournful songs coming 


from the cricket choir and the smell of freshly cut grass. 


Techno sits down on the front porch and stares up at the glistening stars. They are a rare sight here, 
for the sky is usually hidden by the cloudbank. After the long day Techno has had, viewing the 
distant fire feels almost bittersweet, for they seem to be shining only for him in a moment that he 
no longer wants to exist in. Why must space mock him so? 


"Figured I'd find you out here. It's so noisy in there, huh?" Dream asks, quietly sitting down next to 
Techno. 


The pinkette half-smiles. "I didn't hear you come out.." 
"I think you were lost in thought. Wanna talk about anything?" 


"I don't know.. Today was long, and my head kind of hurts," admits Techno, rubbing his palms on 
his bare arms as a chill crawls up his back. 


Dream tilts his head. "Are you cold? You can have my hoodie, if you want." 

"Oh, no.. that's fine.. I'm-" Techno stops midsentence as he audibly shivers. "I'm okay.." 
The younger playfully rolls his eyes and wraps an arm around Techno's shoulders. "Better?" 
"Yeah, Dream. I'm better now." 


Techno's head instinctively falls against Dream's warm neck in pursuit of warmth. Dream's 
fingertips reach to stroke Techno's red cheek as the pinkette cuddles up closer to him, finally 
feeling at peace for the first time today. Techno can't stop himself from blindly searching Dream's 
chest for the familiar bump of a small tube taped in a loop. He cups the device just to let Dream 
know he's right there and doesn't plan on leaving anytime soon. 


"How are you feeling, Techno? We haven't talked today, and I'm a bit worried about you. Whoever 
vandalized your room really has gone too far. I'm so sorry.." 


"Don't apologize. The person that did this clearly wants to stay hidden. This is my own fault, 
Dream. I'm not a good person, and I brought this upon myself," Techno admits, tracing the catheter 
under Dream's hoodie. 


Dream leans his head against Techno's while saying, "You're so wrong, Techno Blade. The 
happiness you bring me in a world that's keen on making sure I never feel joy should be illegal." 


"Well, you're just flattering me, now." 


They both gently laugh, finally looking at each other in the darkness of the night. Dream's eyes 
reflect the stars that don't seem to be mocking Techno as loudly anymore. With the dying boy here, 
dusk cannot suck out Techno's soul and fill his tampered mind with destructive thoughts. Dream is 
everything that Techno should not be allowed to have. He is carved glass in front of a thousand 
lights of varying colors. He is the epitome of sunshine. He is a literal dream. 


"Maybe, but it feels right to me. Do I feel right to you..?" 
"Always. Thank you for being here, Dream," murmurs Techno. 
The blonde presses his forehead against Techno's. "Thank you for not giving up on me.." 


"I'd never make that mistake twice." 


"Promise?" 
"Promise." 
"Forever and ever?" 
"Forever and ever." 


Techno lets his eyes shut as Dream's palms hold his face, thumbs stroking his cheeks as they 
breathe in each other's personal spaces. Dream touches their noses together as Techno's hands grip 
his shoulders. Under the cover of shadow, Techno lets his mind ascend well past Boarding House 
7, Snowchester High, Oregon, this damn country, straight into the sky and then past it. His mind is 
among the stars, free to separate from his physical form. Even then, Techno's aura can feel the 
touch of Clay Dream. 


Shrouded in a halo of psychedelic light, Techno presses his lips against Dream's in a gentle 
exchange of peaceful love. Dream's fingers tangle through Techno's locks as the older pulls Dream 
closer to him. The passion and heat transferring with each movement causes Techno to fly higher, 
taking Dream with him as he mentally continues to promise he'll never let him go. 


They're eternal for just this one kiss. 


Chapter End Notes 


It only took 3 & 1/2 months and almost 80k words, but WE FUCKING DID IT! THEY 
KISSED!! Things will only get crazier from here, so hold on tight! Expect the 
unexpected, always. ;) Let me know your thoughts, theories, questions, and concerns 
about this chapter in the comments! I read and respond to them all. <3 


I posted a picture of the dress I based Techno's masquerade gown off of on my Twitter 
account > @ phantomsunsets < if anyone is interested in seeing it! I also post updates 
and teasers for my work over there, so don't forget to follow. Much love, and I'll see 
you all soon! :D 


The Wild One, Forever 


Chapter Summary 


"Well, the moon sank as the wind blew; 
And the street lights slowly died. 

They call you the wild one, forever; 
Said, ‘Stay away from him.' 

Said, 'He could love no one if he tried.' 


But then something I saw in your eyes... 
Told me right away; 
That you were gonna have to be mine." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 17! Glad you could make it. :) Enjoy!! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Nothing fills the soul with such gratitude, purpose, hope, and desire more than the warm touch of a 
lover's fingertips nipping at bare skin with the sole intention of creating cherry-dusted marks of 
euphoric fantasies. Hips to hips, lips to lips, and heavy-lidded eyes searching tender thighs; the 
rhythm is unbreakable as the beat of two hearts acting as one carries on. Though forever is 
nonexistent, right now is more precious than a thousand breaths of teenage lust, alluringly toxic 
and hellishly addictive. 


"Dream.." 

"How'd you guess?" asks Dream, carefully shutting the door behind him. 
Techno's aching mouth curls into a smirk. "I could feel you." 

"I only came up here because I knew Wilbur wouldn't be around. Are you well?" 


The pinkette tugs Dream onto his bed by the wrist. "Cut the chit-chat. We need to put last night's 
kiss behind us. In fact, we should never speak of it again." 


"I agree," Dream admits, sighing. "It was a huge mistake, and we need to forget all about it." 
"Thank God. It was a total fluke, right? I didn't even like it!" 

Dream nods rapidly. "I'd even say [hated it! You disgust me!" 

"Yes, holy shit, you repulse me so fucking much. Even looking at you now, I feel nauseous." 


The blonde clutches his chest. "Right?! I'm considering clawing my eyes out!" 


Techno grins. "Yes! God, I hate you so much. I hate everything about you." 
"I hate you too, Techno Blade.." 


Without a second to spare, their mouths collide together in a fit of passion, borderline rage, and 
tempting hunger. Dream crawls over Techno, pushing his wrists down on the bed up by his head. 
Techno's thighs wrap around Dreams torso as the younger licks into his mouth and tightens his grip 
on his trembling forearms. Techno manages to free one hand just so he can tug on Dream's split 
ends, relishing in how soft his freshly washed hair feels between unworthy fingers. 


"Techno? Are you in there?" hollers Karl, from the other side of the door. 


Involuntarily biting down on Dream's lips, Techno's eyes burst open as he pushes Dream to the 
floor. He lands with a thud, a frightened look on his red face. Techno hastily lifts up the part of his 
covers that fall off the bed, ushering Dream under as they both silently panic. Dream manages to 
roll under just in time for the handle to twist open. 


"Yes, Karl. What's up?" Techno asks, trying to nonchalantly pose on his messy sheets. 


"There's my little bug. I missed you at breakfast! I totally understand why you didn't come, 
though." Karl pads across the room to sit next to Techno. "I have developed a list of questions to 
ask each of the boys, one-on-one, to try and pry some information out of them. For as many hours 
as we're gonna be on the train today, one of them is bound to crack!" 


Techno sweetly rolls his eyes. "I still cannot believe you idiots convinced Housemother to let you 
travel into Washington overnight! What if one of you is murdered? Poor Tubbo won't last a second 
in the real world.." 


"Don't worry, we'll all be taking shifts to make sure he doesn't accidentally wander into traffic or 
become an international drug lord. Is there no way I can convince you to come along?" 


The pinkette shakes his head. "Sorry. I just don't trust any of them at all. I still can't believe you 
people invited Schlatt!" 


"All Fundy's idea, remember. Plus, Schlatt's friend Charlie is coming to keep an eye on him. I think 
Sapnap also invited some kid named Pants. No, not Pants.. It's, uh.. Porn? No, not that.." 


"Punz?" 


Karl's eyes light up as he exclaims, "Yes, Punz! Jack Manifold as well. You know, from the 
fencing team." 


Techno sucks in his cheeks to keep from frowning. "Yeah, of course. He's a great fencer. Have fun, 
okay? Don't spend too much money.. or get lost." 


"You have my word. Goodbye kiss?" 


The younger slightly smiles as Karl leans in and takes his lips. Their kiss is short and simple, 
which is how they usually are. When Karl pulls back, he licks his mouth with an eyebrow popped 
up. Techno internally screams as he realizes Karl is tasting Dream's cherry Chapstick. 


"Well, you better get going! See you tomorrow, yeah? Bye, Karl!" 


"Bye, Tech-" 


But, before Karl can finish, Techno has pushed him out of the door. He sighs from relief and sits on 
the ground in front of it so that no one else can walk in without Techno putting up a fight. He's not 
in the mood to be hiding Dream like a stowaway, for it just makes him feel as guilty as he knows 
he is. 


"Can I come out yet?" asks Dream, his voice muffled from under the bed. 
Techno gently laughs while saying, "Go ahead. You're not busted today." 
"Praise the lord, I guess." 


Dream inches his way out of the confined space and ambles over to Techno's side. The boys share 
a gentle look as Dream places his hand on top of Techno's, the gesture comforting Techno to no 
end. Every little touch from Dream calms him more than ever, smothering that flame of Techno's 
that's always begging to shoot out and light the world around him on fire. Without Dream, Techno 
knows he wouldn't be able to handle the heat. 


"It's going to be an interesting weekend, isn't it?" 


"You could say that. I do have a blood transfusion at noon, though, so I'm going to be groggy and 
weak afterwards." 


The pinkette places his head on Dream's shoulder. "I'll come with you and read to you, okay? Put 
your mind at ease for all those boring hours." 


"I'd appreciate that more than you'd ever know. Promise me something?" Dream carefully 
questions. 


Techno sinks further into Dream's grip. "Promise you what, Dream?" 
"That everything's going to be okay. Promise me, even if it's a lie.." 


"I promise that everything is going to be okay," mutters Techno, though he is greatly unsure of his 
own words. 


Dream breathes out as if hearing that from Techno has lifted a great burden from his shoulders. 
Techno picks up his head and faces Dream, trying so hard to fight himself and come to an 
equilibrium with his greatest wish. It's no use, for Dream is a world of pleasure in a universe of 
pain. Their lips come together once more as every concern melts away into oblivion. 


How can something so wrong feel so that? 


That's when somebody knocks on the door. 


Two bags hang from the metal IV stand next to Dream's temporary bed, one clear and colorless 
and the other as deep red as a fresh rose in peak springtime. Both of them are connected by one 
very long, slender tube that separates into two points at the end so that the saline can connect to 
Dream's blue lumen and the blood can connect to Dream's red lumen. The tubing spread across 
Dream's torso is vibrant with heat and life. 


"...With the Gardiners, they were always on the most intimate terms. Darcy, as well as Elizabeth, 
really loved them, and they were both sensible of the warmest gratitude towards persons who, by 
bringing her into Derbyshire, had been the means of uniting them," softly speaks Techno, placing 


the withered book in his lap. 


"Mmm," Dream mumbles, finally opening his eyes. "I liked that very much. Jane Austen is a 
prolific writer. Will you read it again?" 


Techno raises an eyebrow. "You want me to read Pride and Prejudice again?! I just spent two 
hours finishing it for you!" 


"Yeah, but I never got to hear the beginning in your voice. Again?" 


The pinkette shakes his head and runs a finger through Dream's bangs. "Afraid not. The nurse will 
be in here soon with your snack anyways. It's about time they check your vitals to make sure you 
aren't dying." 


"Techno, I am dying with each and every second of my life that ticks away, but that's beside the 
point! What else did you bring to read, huh?" 


"Let's go with Little Women next. You good with that?" 
Dream nods and says, "Absolutely perfect." 
"Glad to hear it. You want some water?" 


Those pupils quiver as Dream eyes his plastic cup of ice water on the bedside table. He 
instinctively licks at his chapped lips while grinning, which makes Techno roll his eyes. Techno 
carefully lifts the cup to his mouth and places a hand behind his head while he drinks. A dribble 
runs down Dream's chin as he finishes a long gulp. Techno wipes it away and instructs Dream to 
relax and lay back down, knowing he's uncomfortable and tired. 


"Hey, Techno?" 


"What is it, Dreamy?" questions Techno, as he opens the next novel and pushes up his reading 
glasses. 


The blonde rubs the pad of his thumb along Techno's nearest hand. "Do you think of me differently 
when you see me so weak?" 


"What kind of question is that? I'd feel no remorse in kicking your ass, if that's what you mean." 
Dream snickers to himself. "I like you." 
"Is that so? Clearly, I'm not doing my job, then." 


They share a kind smile, Dream's eyes barely cracked open as he looks up at Techno with pure 
enjoyment on his too-pale face. Techno uses part of Dream's blanket to cover his legs as he wets 
his fingers and begins flicking through the parchment of the book in front of him. He shakes out 
the waves of his hair and lets those Rapunzel locks trail down his back and sides so that Dream can 
toy with them as he reads. All in all, Dream never tears his gaze from Techno. 


Techno and Dream both glance to the door as the nurse walks in. "How are you feeling, Clay? I 
brought blueberry yogurt with granola and some orange slices." 


"Just fine, Nurse Wendy. A little sore, but other than that, I'm okay," reports Dream. 


She nods and helps him sit up before placing a tray across his lap. "Perfect. Don't mind me; I'm 
just gonna quickly check your vitals and be on my way." 


"Take your time, Nurse Wendy." 


As the young woman busies herself in studying the indicators on the various machines Dream's 
connected to, Techno places his reading glasses on his head and faces Dream. The blonde feeds 
Techno a bite of the yogurt before downing some for himself. While Nurse Wendy hums and jots 
down this and that on her clipboard, Dream places an orange wedge between his lips to playfully 
smile at Techno. She waves goodbye as soon as she has finished up and lets herself out. 


"Hospital food is the shit!" Techno exclaims, accepting another bite of yogurt. 
"Welcome to my world, Techie. I live off of this." 
The older helps himself to an orange slice while responding, "You've got it made, kid." 


Dream giggles and is about to retaliate when his phone across the room begins loudly ringing. 
They share a confused look as Techno lowers himself off of the bed to grab it. There's no caller ID 
for this mystery individual, but the area code is the same as Snowchester's. 


"Who is it?" 


Techno shrugs and places the phone to his ear. "Hello, this is Clay Dream's device. Techno 
speaking." 


"Mr. Blade, my boy! Is Clay nearby?" questions the man at the end of the line. 

"Uh, yeah.. Who is this?" 

The man clears his throat and shouts, "Well, this is Machrie Sycamore, attorney at law!" 
"Oh, my apologies! What can we do for you, Mr. Sycamore?" 


Dream's eyes widen as Techno puts him on speaker. "Not an issue, my boy. I come bearing 
wonderful news. In a typical emancipation case, it can take two to four months to get to the courts, 
but since Mr. Dream is terminally ill and with limited time available, this case is on the fast track to 
being heard!" 


"Fuck, you're joking, right?! That's amazing!" Dream gasps. 


"More than amazing! I will be contacting the Frosts myself to deliver the news that they have two 
options: to suspend your treatment altogether or let you seek out your own remedy with bone 
marrow transplantation. Until you are out of their care legally, I will do my best to keep your 
chemotherapy postponed." 


Techno grips onto Dream's hand as the younger eyes him with so much joy. His orbs glisten with 
fresh tears, for it's rare that any news he receives is even remotely positive. Techno cannot help but 
kiss his cheek over such an emotional release. 


"They aren't going to be pleased, but I don't give a fuck. Mr. Sycamore, you don't know how much 
you're saving me.." 


Mr. Sycamore good-naturedly laughs. "I'm just getting started, dear boy! Don't thank me yet. I 
have a few phone calls to make, including to that doctor of yours, but don't you worry. Soon, Clay, 
your life decisions will be up to you and only you." 


"I'm ready for it.." 


"I know, son. I'll check up on you in a couple of days, okay? We'll need to have an in-person 
meeting soon. Goodbye for now." 


Before either teenagers can return the farewell, Mr. Sycamore's line goes silent. Techno moves the 
dining tray out of the way to get a soft hug from Dream, complete with shaking, tears, and a gentle 
peppering of kisses. 


"Dream, this is so insane. You're so close to freedom.." Techno breathes. 


Dream wipes at his eyes while grinning like a madman. "I can finally start searching for a donor! I 
know I shouldn't get my hopes up just yet, but this feels so real." 


"It is real, Dream. More real than I can even begin to tell you." 


Their lips softly collide for just a few seconds worth of tingles. Techno supports Dream's tired 
body by anchoring his arms behind the younger's back as they nuzzle each other. Dream kisses the 
tip of Techno's piggy nose just for good measure. 


"Let's not waste any time, okay? You finish your yogurt while I start Little Women." 
"Deal. Techno?" 


Techno waits until his glasses are perched on the bridge of his nose and the book open once more 
to finally look at the giddy, exhausted boy. "Yes, Dream?" 


Dream nudges him with his foot. "I still like you." 
"TI let it slide, just this once." 
"Good." 


The blonde sets his bowl aside and hunkers back down into bed, eyes closed and mind no doubt 
ready to be entranced by Techno's gentle reading. Techno clears his throat and watches the boy he 
adores drift into an easy slumber, smile still painted across such a beautiful face of pink lips, long 
eyelashes, and sun-kissed freckles. 


"Christmas won't be Christmas without any presents,’ grumbled Jo, lying on the rug. 'It's so 
dreadful to be poor!’ sighed Meg, looking down at her old dress." 


"Since when are you so helpful?" asks Housemother, as Techno drains the spaghetti noodles and 
gets back to seasoning the cooking sauce. 


Techno shrugs while tasting his creation. "I just like Italian food. How's the salad coming along, 
Dream?" 


The blonde turns toward them both, tomato seeds all over his soggy hands. "Fine.." 


"Make sure there's a lot of cucumber," Techno instructs, taking the pot off of the stove. "Niki really 
likes cucumber." 


"Got it. Do you think she'll like.. me?” 


The pinkette bops him with the serving spoon. "Of course, she will! If she can like Wilbur, she can 
like you. And, though I've met Sam only once, I can guarantee you'll get along with him just fine." 


"You kids. I never imagined the both of you getting along. When did this even happen?" 
Housemother questions, setting four sets of china and silverware on the counter. 


Dream smiles at Techno. "Don't worry, Housemother. It's all an act!" 


"I'm sure. Let me just get the bread out of the oven and be on my way! I need to call George and 
make sure he's keeping the boys well-rounded in Washington." 


"Why'd you put him in charge?" gripes Techno. 


Housemother rolls her eyes and answers, "Because he's the most responsible! Well, second to 
Darryl, of course, but I didn't want to put too much pressure on him. He's too sweet for that." 


"Too sweet.. Right.." The doorbell startles Techno from his angry thoughts of George. "I'll get it!" 


Techno removes his oven mitts and red-spattered apron as he dashes into the parlor and wipes the 
sweat from his forehead. He unties his hair and fluffs the loose curls he fixed into those pink 
waterfalls before they all began cooking. As soon as Techno feels confident enough to open the 
door, he comes face to face with Niki and Sam. 


"Hello, Techno! You look so pretty with your hair curled!" greets Niki, immediately giving Techno 
a side-hug. "We brought you a cake." 


"Niki! Sam! Thank you guys so much; please, come in." 
Sam places a hand on Techno's shoulder as he says, "No problem. Where's your friend at?" 


"Friend? Oh, uh, Dream! Right. He's finishing up in the kitchen, actually. Our housemother helped 
us make spaghetti with salad and garlic bread." 


"That sounds great. It smells so amazing!" Niki exclaims, as Techno leads them through the house. 


As soon as they enter the dining room, Dream is perched in front of the table with a large glass 
bowl of salad, one of spaghetti noodles, and another of tomato sauce. He's already set the table and 
poured drinks for the group. His cheeks redden as he gives a slight wave. 


"Hi, I'm Dream.." 


Niki returns his wave. "Nice to meet you, Dream! I've seen you race against Illumina, and I'd have 
to say that you are very good. I'm Niki, by the way." 


"Oh, thank you.. Running is definitely my passion." 
"You might even be better than Lumi," greets Sam, smiling at Dream. "My name is Sam." 


The two shake hands before Sam pulls out a chair for Niki and sits down next to her. Dream and 
Techno sit on the other side of the table and begin filling their plates with the food they spent so 
long on perfecting for Sam and Niki. 


"Thank you guys for coming. The other boys left for Washington this morning, so we thought it 
would be the perfect time to invite you over," Dream explains, looking kindly at Techno. 


Niki places both hands on her cheeks out of excitement. "Dream, I wish you could have gone 
shopping with us yesterday. Did you tell him what you picked out, Techno?" 


"Oh, not yet. I'm not sure Dream is all that interested in the masquerade..." 


Dream raises an eyebrow at Techno. "I never said that.." 

"So, you wanna know what I'm wearing to the ball?" Techno asks. 

"Yes, actually." 

The pinkette shakes his head. "Too bad, you'll only get to see it if you go to the masquerade." 
"Fine, I'll go," Dream sighs, before taking a bite of spaghetti. 


"Hey, that's good news for us! Sam and I don't have dates, so we'll be there to keep you company 
while Karl and Techno dance," Niki sweetly assures. 


Techno looks down at his food to hide the visual disdain apparent on his face as Sam kindly adds, 
"I wouldn't mind helping you find a suit, either. Some say I have impeccable fashion taste." 


"Who says that?" asks Niki, playfully elbowing him. 
Sam winks. "Me." 


"Thanks, Sam. I'll definitely take you up on that offer," replies Dream, though his voice falls flat 
with each word. 


Niki and Sam get back to happily eating their food as Techno sneaks a glance at Dream. He's 
stirring the pasta around on his plate while tapping his fingers on the table, clearly not in the best of 
moods anymore. Sure, neither of them having any way of knowing Techno and Dream's 
predicament, but that doesn't make such a comment hurt any less. Niki's right, though. 

Techno will be dancing with Karl. 


As Techno becomes even more lost in his thoughts, Dream starts violently coughing into his hand. 
Techno snaps out of his sorrow and holds his napkin over Dream's mouth to catch the blood. The 
two in front of them peer at Dream with concern as Techno lightly rubs his back and tries to catch 
the dripping blood so as not to alarm them any further. 


"Don't worry, guys. Dream's okay, I promise." 


The best friends quickly get up from the table to huddle next to Dream and Techno. Niki places her 
own napkin on Dream's mouth when Techno's becomes too soaked to handle any more blood. Sam 
wipes the red droplets off his chest, much to the surprise of Techno. He's never seen anybody take 
of Dream this way, for Techno has convinced almost everyone to find Dream vile for no reason at 
all. Maybe not everybody is like the boys Dream and Techno live with.. Maybe not everybody is 
full of hate like Techno. 


"There you go, Dream. All better?" Niki asks, as Dream finishes his choking session. 
"Yeah.. Yeah, thanks.. Sorry.." 


Sam leaves the dining room to dispose of the bloody napkins and soon returns with a wet napkin to 
help Dream tidy himself up. "No need to apologize. We don't judge, Dream." 


Niki and Sam wash their hands before sitting back down and beginning to eat like nothing even 
happened. Techno keeps one hand gently rubbing circles on Dream's back as the younger nurses 
his glass of tea and holds onto Techno's thigh. Techno knew that Niki and Sam were good people 
before inviting them here for dinner, but for them to jump into action without a second thought 
affirms that idea. Those two are worth the world. 


"We hope you both are still hungry! Sam and I made strawberry cake." 
The runner nods, pushing away his plate of spaghetti. "That sounds great." 
"Yeah, I agree," Techno says. 


The two guests grin at each other and jump up from the table as Sam responds, "We'll cut it really 
quick!" 


As they disappear into the kitchen, Techno quickly turns to Dream. "Are you okay? That was a 
rough one. Do you need anything?" 


"No, no.. That's okay. Techno, Niki and Sam are perfect. I think I love them." 


"Me too," giggles Techno, placing a palm on Dream's cheek. "Plus, you have to go to the 
masquerade now." 


Dream smirks at him. "Save me a dance?" 

"You wish.." 

Techno lets Dream tangle his hands in his hair. "More like, I dream. Kiss me?" 
"On one condition.." 

"And, that is?" 

The pinkette parts his lips and whispers, "Kiss me back." 


Slowly but surely, Dream's mouth presses against Techno's. Techno sucks on his bottom lip, not 
minding the metallic flavor of his fresh blood. When finally Techno reels back, his mouth is 
painted in vibrant red. Dream rubs his thumb across Techno's lips and carefully licks the blood 
from his hand. Their eye contact never breaks, even as Niki and Sam reenter the room, carrying 
two plates of cake each. 


Dream and Techno are hooked on each other, and the world would be blind not to see it. 


Dream's POV 


The little boy quivers in his giant hospital bed, often producing gurgling noises and tiny yips as he 
rolls from his left to his right side repeatedly. His mother sits at his side, holding one of his patchy, 
damp arms as he inaudibly cries out to her from his state of half-slumber. She softly coos to him 
through her running tears and periodic sniffles. 


"It's okay, my little Clay. I love you so much," she professes, though her voice is shaky. 


The door quickly opens, the child's father walking through with a wide-eyed expression. "How is 
he? I had to find my own fucking replacement at work for this." 


"Very sick. They don't know if he's going to make it.." 


"What the fuck did I tell you? I told you he shouldn't be allowed to go to the beach with that damn 
tube in his chest!" he shouts, though his wife is clearly distraught. 


She grip her son's arm tighter. "He promised me that he wouldn't get it wet.. I didn't know-" 


"You didn't know?! That's always the fucking excuse! Our son's life is on the line, and you don't 
fucking know." He paces the length of the room and throws his hands up in the air. "How long do 
you expect me to keep doing this? I never rest, I care for the sick kid, my bank account is dry, the 
bills are piling up, and I'm fucking tired! How much longer?" 


"What is that supposed to mean? We'll take care of him forever.." 


The boy's father places a hand over his face. "He's dying because of you! He has a heart infection 
because you let him get in that damn water!" 


"D-Dad..?" the child whimpers. 
"I'm here, Clay. I'll always be here.." 


His mother and father look at each other with pain apparent in such red eyes. The man wraps an 
arm around his wife, though their fight will leave a mark on their once perfect relationship forever. 
The moaning boy continues to flop around in his bed, barking in horrific hurt. His mother cups his 
face and leans in to give him a soft kiss. 


"Don't give up on me yet, my little Clay." 


Dream instinctively clutches his chest as his eyes open, startled from a past memory in the form of 
a nightmare by means of his phone buzzing under his back. He reaches for his device in the 
darkness of the common room, trying his best not to wake the three slumbering bodies around him. 
Dream presses his phone against his ear, unsure of who could be calling him so late at night. 


"Clay, it's Dr. Astor. Why didn't you answer my first call?" asks the doctor, voice gruff and 
unamused. 


"I was sleeping, sorry. Why couldn't this wait until morning?" 


The doctor lets out a long sigh. "I was just about to go home for the night, but I was reviewing your 
records from today's blood transfusion. Clay, I am warning you, don't listen to that Sycamore guy. 
You need chemotherapy.. and fast. He's only allowing you to suspend your treatment to milk as 
much money as possible." 


"Astor, no offense, but I don't think you know much about law.." 


"Son, full offense, but you know nothing about the medical field. According to your records today, 
your white blood cell count has decreased by nearly half, and your red blood cells are down by 
twenty-five percent. You can't survive on this for long, Clay! Your organs will shut down! Drop 
this nonsense with your parents and start your chemotherapy," Dr. Astor instructs, nearly 
groveling. 


Dream quietly sighs. "My parents are dead. Cara and Ant are nothing of the sort. Anyways, I'll be 
fine. Mr. Sycamore promised my case would move quickly because of my medical issues. Don't 
worry about me.." 


"I'm warning you not to do this. Having a low white blood cell count isn't just dangerous, it's lethal. 
You could have a serious infection!" 


The blonde looks at Techno's sleeping body right next to him on the floor, Sam and Niki just a few 
feet away. These people, even if he just met two of them today, care for him so much. What is 


Dream supposed to do when he doesn't know how to care for himself? 


"I'm sorry, Dr. Astor. Even if I'm sick, even though I'm dying, I cannot give up on what I believe is 
right for myself. I want a future. Someone in my life convinced me that I deserve one," Dream 
whispers, daring to touch the back of Techno's neck. 


"Well, I have no power now that you've involved that scam artist. I'll make sure your funeral is an 
honorable one." 


The doctor hangs up right away, much to the demise of Dream. He sets his phone down on the pile 
of blankets he and Techno are lying on and tries to process what has just happened. First, Dream 
had a nightmare about his parents, which could easily have been the worst part of his evening, but 
Dr. Astor just had to call and ruin what little sense of self Techno has been helping him build up 
lately. Why is the world so unfair? 


Dream curls up next to Techno's side, concentrating on the comforting sound of his sweet breath. 
Techno's bare, milky arms look so warm to Dream, for he's never felt colder than he is right now. 
All Dream wants is for him to turn around and hold him close. Techno is the only person that 

makes him feel safe. In fact, he makes him feel more than safe. Techno makes Dream feel loved. 


"I wish you'd wake up, Techno.." whispers Dream, burying his face in the older's hair. "I wish I 
could tell you that I love you. I wish you would say it back." 


The blonde caresses the loop of tubing under his shirt, thinking back to the infection that nearly 
killed him from exposing his catheter to seawater. That careless incident of his childhood self was 
the straw that broke the camel's back of his parents' trust and love. Dream has caused so much hurt 
in his life, so why does he want to give it all to Techno now? 


Well, for starters, Dream is madly in love with him. 


"I hope I get the chance to tell you that before I die, Techno. You asked me to live with you, and 
that's exactly what I want to do. Please, don't leave me.." 


Dream pictures his father who left him, his mother who left him, and his foster parents who were 
never around to begin with. Something, maybe the faint song of the nightingales in the nearby 
courtyard, maybe the distant sounds of the nighttime breeze, tells Dream that the boy that once 
hated him and wanted to destroy him might just be the only one to stay. 


And, Dream believes it, for he is not unlovable. 


He's just a little wild. 


Chapter End Notes 


This chapter was a little slow, but don't worry, Chapter 18 will sucker punch you. ;) I 
wrote about half of this today, so please know that this isn't my best work. This 
weekend has been a bit rough. <3 Leave me a comment if you'd like! I'll respond to it! 
They bring me so much joy throughout the week. x 


Follow me on Twitter if you're cool! > @ phantomsunsets < 'Nuff said, aye? 


A Wasted Life 


Chapter Summary 


"I know you're walkin’ down a lonely street; 
I know you can't get out of the heat. 
Baby, it's alright. 


I know you have to feel a little used up; 
And no one can give you enough. 
Baby, hold on tight. 


Don't have a wasted life; 
I love you too much." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 18! May has been a very hectic month for me, so I do apologize for not 
uploading. Enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Karl's POV 


Loneliness is bittersweet. Well, Karl imagines it would be, anyways, for he doesn't know. Karl is 
never alone, and even when he is, he's not truly alone. He's in his own company, the presence of 
someone that thinks like him and sees the world in the same shades of pink and green that his 
heavy-lidded, down-sloped eyes always soak up and bask in, like milky warmth. Karl is not alone. 


The ground beneath him conforms to his bare feet with every jump as he soars higher and higher. 
The music moves him in circles as he pumps his arms in the air and swivels his hips to the beat. 
Morning sunlight reflects off of his pasty legs with each rise and fall. Karl's erratic dancing and 
permanent smile light up his own bank of euphoria, for this entire world is his to live in and 
control, always happy and never alone. 


And, of course, there's Techno too, who would never let him feel alone. 


A rushed knock on his door startles Karl to the point of falling off his bed and knocking over the 
hotel's cheap radio. The device utters its last shriek before breaking into three pieces of dusty 
plastic, batteries nearly rusted when they roll past Karl's feet. 


"Oh, honk.." Karl mutters, quickly placing the destroyed radio on the desk before pacing over to 
his door. "Who is it?" 


When nobody answers, Karl slightly cracks the door to peer into the bright hallway, smelling of 
chlorine from the downstairs pool and free breakfast that all of the boys will be partaking in 
shortly. Karl rolls his eyes upon seeing not a phantom in sight. Just as he's closing the door, a bright 


red envelope catches his gaze, haphazardly placed a few feet from his door. He raises an eyebrow 
and steps into the hall just to make sure one of the boys isn't pranking him. When nobody turns up, 
Karl quickly grabs it and heads back inside. 


Karl lowers himself to the floor and tears into the pristine packaging, squinting to read the elegant 
cursive in royal blue ink, clearly from an expensive fountain pen. He licks his lips and thumbs over 
the lettering, the pinkness of his skin becoming darkened by the storm cloud ink, still fresh from 
being recently scrawled onto the parchment. Karl tastes the bitter formula and inwardly winces as 
his saliva tints light aqua. 


To Karl Jacobs: 

Aren't you a slimy, little boy? I know how desperately you want to discover my identity, but my 
plans of finding the light will reserve a special occasion! In the meantime, I think we can help each 
other, dearest Karl. See, darling, I know good and well that you hate Dream. I do as well! Most 
definitely for polar opposite reasons, of course. I hate him because he makes Techno happy; you 
hate him because Techno clearly loves him. We all know you can see their love too! I'll remain in 
the shadows for now while you do the dirty work. Get rid of Dream. Not convinced? Attached 
below is a little motivator. I'll be in contact soon, friend. Don't fuck this up, or I'll be the one to 
steal your smile and make you cry. 

Love, ^-^ 


The brunette lifts his burning eyes from the letter as his nose involuntarily twitches. He tears apart 
the red envelope, reducing the beautiful encasing to shreds until his prize falls out: a single 
polaroid picture on shiny cardstock. Karl stares at the image of his own boyfriend longingly gazing 
at Dream, who's perched in his lap, hands connected and hearts a little too close for comfort. He 
growls to himself while jumping up from the floor and throwing his bedroom door open, stomping 
into the hotel's empty hallway. 


"Ranboo! Ranboo, I need you right this instance!" 


Karl stops in front of the sophomore's door and pounds away, giving up no more than ten seconds 
into his pity party to force the door open and march inside. Ranboo is lying under a mess of covers 
with his lips parted and a trail of saliva running down his chin. His eyelids flutter, but he's clearly 
slept through Karl's fit of rage. That is, until, Karl grabs him by the ear and pulls him right out of 
his bed and onto the floor as he whimpers and gasps. 


"K-Karl..?!" he whimpers, voice hitching in his throat upon seeing the angry boy. 
"Good morning. I'm enlisting your service." 
Ranboo's eyes widen. "What for?" 


The older shoves the polaroid in his face. "It's come to my attention that Dream is more of a 
problem than I thought. You need to get rid of him." 


"What? How am I supposed to do that? I don't understand!" 


"Hush!" Karl crosses his arms and begins tapping his toes out of frustration. "You know a lot of 
things about a lot of people. You have more secrets than anyone! I don't care what you have to do 
to get Dream out of my way! Just kill him if you have to! Techno is MINE." 


The taller boy clears his throat and begins rubbing at his neck, eyes focused on the ground. He 
rapidly nods while pushing the polaroid picture of Dream and Techno away. Karl sneers at him, 
endearingly patting Ranboo's head and grabbing onto his chin so that he's forced to look at him. 


"Okay, Karl.." 


Karl smiles. "I knew you'd come around. We leave for our train back home in three hours, and I 
expect you to have a plan by the time we reach Oregon. Dream's last race against Illumina for 
nationals is today, so get to thinking, memory boy. We'll talk soon." 


Without waiting for a response, Karl spins around on his heels and exits Ranboo's room, slamming 
the door in his wake. With a smirk tucked onto his magenta lips, he walks right past his own door 
and down the hall quite a ways, letting himself into the last room on the left. Sure, Ranboo has a 
lot of secrets, but Karl has quite a few himself. 


"Hey, Karl. How're you doing?" asks Alex, peering up from his mess of sheets. 
"Yeah, we missed you last night," Sapnap adds, directly next to Alex in the bed. 


Karl climbs up from the end of the bed and nestles between the two shirtless boys, holding one of 
each of their hands. "I missed you both even more. I've been doing a lot thinking." 


"Thinking about what?" questions Sapnap. 


The eldest boy looks to both of his friends, giving them a quick peck on the cheek before removing 
his own shirt and slipping under the covers. "The masquerade is going to be very interesting. I 
think you guys will like what I have to say.." 


"Do tell us!" Alex urges. 


Karl winks and leans back, letting the air expel from his lungs as he cozies on down. Sapnap's head 
immediately hits his chest, followed by Alex leaning into his neck. Their arms tangle around each 
other as Karl relishes in the love he has for these two that absolutely nobody else on this planet 
could fabricate. Well, except maybe for one certain pinkette.. 


"It's going to be a night that none of us ever forget, assuming we all make it out alive." 


Techno's POV 

"Are you ready for this?" 
Green eyes to brown. 
"Yeah, Techno. I'm ready." 
Silence. 

"Are you sure?" 

A shared smirk. 

"More than ready." 


Techno playfully shakes his head and runs his lanky fingers through his cotton candy locks to 
remove the ponytail holder from his damp hair. Dream glances at him every other second, though 
the older's own gaze never wavers. He likes when Dream watches him with that intent sparkle in 
his eyes, but Techno finds it even more enticing when he's too afraid to look for long. Still, Techno 
lays himself out on a silver platter whenever given the chance. 


"What if.." Dream begins, pawing at the cement with his left sneaker. "What if I'm not ready? On 
the off chance, that is.." 


"Really? You're gonna give me that bullshit?" 
Dream shyly smiles at him. "I'm not as confident as you, Techno." 


"I believe the word is arrogant. Still, you don't need to be. You're Clay fucking Dream, the fastest 
runner on this whole fucking planet!" exclaims Techno, shoving his arms toward the sky. 


"Arrogant.. yeah.." 


The pinkette nudges him with his elbow and says, "We've still got plenty of time before we need to 
get you back to campus, anyways. Let's go find you the meatiest sandwich in this hick town to get 
your protein levels up." 


"Is that such a good-" 


Before Dream can protest Techno's idea, the pinkette is tugging him along the sidewalk and 
picking up the pace. Dream snickers while keeping up with him. The folks trotting up and down 
the town square don't pay any mind to the way the teenagers look at each other with anything but 
subtle longing. 


"Techno?" 


They both stop in their tracks between two little shops made of canary-colored brick. "Don't tell me 
you're getting cold feet!" 


"No, no! I'm going today. I'm racing, even if it kills me. I'm just a little worried about.. something." 
"What kind of something?" Techno calmly asks, taking Dream's hands. 


The younger clears his throat. "I, uh.. had a phone call last night. It was from Astor.. about my 
bloodwork and such.." 


"What did he say? Don't spare me the details, Dream." 


A shallow breeze blows Techno's hair back as his expression sharpens, mind conjuring up the 
worst possible news. Though Techno hates to admit it, Dream's well-being is constantly on his 
mind. He can't wish his illness away, nor tuck it into the back of his brain for later consideration, 
for it's always right there. Emotional attachments have never gone well for him, which is why 
Techno seldom forms them. 


"Something about.. uh.. I don't know. It wasn't that important, really. He just seems to think that I 
really need chemo, still. Doesn't much trust Sycamore guy either." 


"Fuck him. If Phil found this guy, I trust him. Dr. Astor is who I don't trust," gripes Techno. 


Dream's shoulders droop momentarily. "You're right. Sorry, Tech. This whole situation has just got 
me down a bit." 


"I cannot put myself in your situation, Dream, but I can walk alongside you during this journey. 
Will you let me?" 


"Of course, I will. I'm not used to support, but.." Techno grins while planting his palms on Dream's 
cheeks. "I welcome your companionship." 


Techno winks. "I know you do." 


"Now that we've got that out of the way, how about we just head home? I'm really tired and could 
use a nap before the match." 


The pinkette slowly nods and replies, "Yeah, good idea. We've got quite a long walk back 
anyways." 


Dream and Techno connect hands before they turn around and begin idling along the path they 
used to get here in the first place. Techno is almost for sure that their adventure is momentarily 
over before his mischievous eyes narrow in on an abandoned motorcycle with a lanyard of keys 
draped over the handle nearest to the sidewalk. Nobody else seems to be paying any mind to the 
lonesome bike, glistening silver with matte black in the sexiest places. Techno finds himself 
drooling over the gorgeous machine. 


"What are you thinking about?" nervously questions Dream. 
The older points at the motorcycle. "Her. Isn't she a beaut?" 
"I guess so. I don't know anything about bikes, though.." 


"Neither do I, but I am able to recognize something that looks dangerous and a hell of a lot of fun 
when I see it. Are you down for a quick ride?" 


Dream's eyes widen. "You're kidding, right? Techno, that's stealing!" 
"Yeah, and? We'll return it in a few minutes!" 


He shakes his head rapidly and crosses his arms, letting go of Techno's hand in the process. "No 
way am I getting on that thing with you of all people. Do you even know how to operate it?" 


"Come on, it's no different from riding a bike! You can ride a bike, can't you?" 
The blonde rolls his eyes and mutters, "Well, yeah.." 

"See? Easy! Let's go. Please? Just for a drive around the block?" 

"God dammit, Techno. Fine! Whatever.. Just get on.." 

Techno shakes his head. "You have to get on first. I can't drive this thing." 


"What?! No! I don't even know how to drive a fucking car, Techno Blade! It's either you are taking 
us, or I'm not doing it," Dream states, grimacing at his counterpart. 


"Pussy! I don't know how to ride a bike, but you do. Get the fuck on this thing right now. I am no 
longer asking, Dream." 


Dream folds his arms over his chest and looks at the slick motorcycle. Techno watches its image 
glisten against his green eyes as his smirk grows, knowing he will get exactly what he wants. His 
existence has not been a sheltered one like Dream's own, and there is no way Techno will allow 
him to surpass this beautiful endeavor, such a delicious risk. If Techno doesn't crack open his shell 
and paint the walls with his guts, who will? 


"Hurry up." 


The pinkette celebrates to himself as Dream looks both ways before mounting the chrome beast 


and pushing his lime sleeves to his elbows. Those fingerless gloves of worn leather grip the 
midnight handles almost as if they were waiting for him to hold them, to guide them, 

to dominate them. Techno has to stop himself from salivating at the sight of his sworn enemy with 
sandy hair in disarray, eyebrows pressed together out of frustration, maybe even fear, as those 
freckles coat a background of once milky white that has turned fiery. 


"That's my boy," praises Techno, climbing on the back end of the bike and wrapping his arms 
around Dream's toned torso. "Let's break some rules." 


"Little do you know, every second spent by your side equates to an infinite number of broken rules. 
Hold on tight." 


Dream quickly forces the correct key hanging from the abandoned lanyard into the ignition and 
revs the bike's engine, shakily merging into the rather bare roads of town. Techno's fingertips dig 
into Dream's abdomen a little bit further with every jerky motion, for if they are destined to die 
today, he wants to be holding onto the boy of glass like his life depends on it. Techno can't help but 
to fixate on Dream's side profile each time he looks left and right before sailing through a stoplight 
and nearly skidding directly into the other lane. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to die with a view like 
this.. 


"Faster!" Techno demands. 
"Shut up!" 


Though he's clearly tense, Dream steps on the gas pedal and begins hauling ass, to the major 
delight of Techno. The older's hair flies behind them like a shimmering cape, free to catch the eyes 
of secretaries on their lunch breaks and men on business calls with cigarettes half-sticking out of 
their mouths. Techno leans his head back to let the silky wind caress his face with closed eyes and 
a mind in a completely different world. 


All he focuses on is Dream's warm body between his arms. 


Dream immediately begins to loosen up a bit as Techno delicately strokes his chest and ribs, 
melting in Techno's grip and pressing harder on the gas. They soar together, scream together, and 
experience life together on this stolen motorcycle, nearly shaking hands with Death every time 
Dream veers a bit too close to the yellow line or narrowly avoids being run down by a semi that he 
definitely cut off. The rules of the road, though Dream doesn't know them to begin with, don't exist 
in this moment. 


"You should go back!" shouts Techno, over the engine's purr. 
The blonde grips the handles tighter. "Not yet!" 
"Are you serious?! When did you become cool?!" 


Techno can feel Dream laugh by the way his body involuntarily quakes for a few seconds. Dream 
skids around corners, weaves between the cars that don't go fast enough for his liking, and dares to 
floor it past stop signs. Techno wants to relax and enjoy the ride, but with every glimpse of 
Dream's face, Techno begins to wonder if he's okay. He looks pained and madder than Techno has 
ever seen him before. 


"Dream, are you okay?!" Techno asks. 


"Fine!" 


The speedometer has a panic attack trying to keep up with Dream's erratic driving, each hasty stop 
and stomp sending Techno through several bouts of whiplash. He feels himself slipping every few 
seconds, his arms shivering as he holds on. As Dream narrowly avoids getting plowed by a city 
bus, Techno can't help but put this journey to an end. 


"Dream! Stop the fucking bike!" 

"I said not yet!" 

Techno tries fumbling for the handlebars. "Stop!" 
"You're gonna make me crash!" 


A symphony of car horns startles both boys away from their task. They look back at the road at 
once to see a police car barreling towards them, lights ablaze and siren roaring. Dream immediately 
hits the brakes to avoid driving directly into the vehicle, but Techno's arms can't hold on anymore. 
He just barely manages not to fly off the back of the bike because a guiltily looking Dream grasps 
onto his wrist. 


"Techno, I'm so sorry.." he whispers. 


The pinkette cannot form a single word as the officer exits his squad car with his gun drawn, aimed 
right at the two boys. "Freeze! Get off the stolen motorcycle, NOW!" 


"What the fuck have you done?" murmurs Techno, quivering as he steps off of the bike with his 
hands in the air. "Fuck.." 


Dream's pinprick pupils lock onto Techno's, but he cannot return the look of pity. He's angry, 
terrified, and in a whole world of shit right now. 


"You kids have the right to remain silent." 


Silence is deafening, borderline torturous. The sound of a ticking clock could be comparable to 
church bells at a time like this. Techno tries to focus on the soft sound of his breathing, but it's not 
enough. It will never be enough. 


"Can we talk about this?" Techno finally asks, looking to his side. 
Dream shuffles his hands, eyes trained on the floor. "About what?" 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" 

The blonde finally lifts his head up. "What the fuck is your problem?" 


"What's my problem? What's my fucking problem? Dream, you.. you almost killed us! How is that 
nothing of concern to you? Tell me what happened!" 


"Why do you care?" 


Techno has to hold himself back to keep from exploding now. He takes in a deep breath and rubs 
his temples to tame the beast within his body that claws at his throat and demands blood. The last 
thing either of them needs right now is Techno's sinful temper. 


"Don't say that to me, Dream.." 


"Why not, huh?!" Dream abruptly stands up from the cot and towers over Techno. "Nobody cares 
about me! I'm a waste! My life is useless and pointless. I can't do a single fucking thing right!" 


The older boy leans into Dream's tense face. "Dream, you know that's not true! You know that I 
care about you so much." 


"Oh, really? You made my life a living fucking hell for fun. I should just die!” 


Before Techno can retaliate, Dream's eyes soften all of a sudden as he fixates on the place behind 
Techno's head. The pinkette turns around, only finding the dusty cement of the holding cell behind 
him. Confused, he looks back to Dream, whose mouth is slightly agape and quivering. 


"What's happening to you?" mumbles Techno, lightly pressing his wrist to Dream's forehead. 
Dream's eyes finally lock on him. "Techno.." 


"What? What is it?!" Techno stands up to help him balance, concern growing. "Dream, you need to 
tell me what's going on!" 


"Can't.. breathe.." Dream wheezes, his voice low and raspy. 


Techno grabs his arm and helps him sit on the cot as he races over to the metal bars and begins 
banging on them with his knuckles. "Help! Somebody, help!" 


When no one answers, Techno immediately runs back over to Dream and wipes the chilly sweat 
away that's sprouting on his features. Dream's chest quakes as he gasps and holds his throat. 
Techno quickly rummages through Dream's hoodie pockets, trying to find his emergency inhaler, 
before Techno remembers that everything on them was searched and confiscated before being 
shoved into this tiny cell. 


"Breathe, Dream.. Just breathe, okay?" coos Techno, carefully lowering Dream's body down to the 
hard floor. 


Dream's expression portrays utter terror as Techno places a hand under his neck and fully opens his 
mouth. Though he's shaky and scared, Techno plugs Dream's nose and presses their mouths 
together as he empties his lungs into Dream's own airways. Placing one palm on top of his other 
hand, Techno presses down in the center of his chest as hard as he can. He rotates between mouth 
to mouth and CPR as Dream's eyes slip into the back of his head every few seconds. 


"Hey! Hey! What's going on in here?" shouts the guard, stomping back to his post. 


"My friend is fucking dying!" Techno responds, before returning to keeping Dream alive. "Give 
me his inhaler! Hurry!" 


The guard grumbles and exits the room once again, but his absence is immediately replaced with a 
familiar face. An older man in his late thirties with shaggy, blonde hair comes running to the cell, 
placing his hands on the bars, and narrowing his icy eyes on the horrifying scene unfolding in the 
jail cell. 


"Son." 
Techno quickly turns toward the man, still pumping Dream's chest. "Dadza?" 


"What is this?!" 


The pinkette breathes into Dream's mouth again as the younger begins seizing and coughing 
violently as he tries to breathe. Techno wipes his mouth and tries to look into his throat, but it's full 
of mucus and spit. With the guard now back and Phil unable to enter the cell, Techno is his last 
chance at staying alive right now. The oxygen from his lips will not sustain him with the mucus 
clogging his throat. Techno is running out of options. 


"Dream, I'm so sorry," he whispers, turning Dream on his side. 


Taking in a sharp breath, Techno shoves his pointer and middle fingers down Dream's throat as far 
as they'll go. He wiggles them around until Dream violently gags and begins puking all over 
Techno's hand and arm. Just as he finishes heaving the mucus and bile up, the guard comes back in 
and tosses the red inhaler through the bars. With Techno's unsoiled hand, he places the inhaler into 
Dream's mouth. 


"Breathe in for me, Dream, okay? Ready? One.. Two.. Three.." 


He presses down on the cannister of medicine, delivering two pumps into Dream's lungs as the 
younger breathes in as hard as he can. When Techno removes the inhaler, those banshee gasps 
begin to die down as Dream drinks up all of the air he possibly can. Techno intertwines their 
fingers as Dream comes back down to earth, tears dripping from his eyes as he gazes up at Techno. 


"Is he okay?" questions the guard. 
"Barely, no thanks to you!" snaps Techno, glaring at the man. 


The guard clears his throat. "Well, you kids are free to go. Mr. Blade here has posted your bail, and 
the woman whose bike you stole isn't pressing charges. We will be in contact with you, blondie, 
because you won't be able to get your license for a long time. Be off, now." 


As soon as he lets Phil in, Phil drops to the floor and starts examining Dream. "I'd be yelling at you 
both if Dream weren't in this condition. Come, let's get him to the hospital, son." 


"Yeah.. Okay, Dad." 


Phil gives his son a look of great disappointment as he sighs and lifts Dream from the floor. Dream 
has to lock an arm around each of their shoulders as he focuses on breathing. Techno and his father 
carry him out of the police department as the morning's events begin to finally sink in. Not only 
have the boys been arrested, but Dream has also missed his last chance at participating in track and 
field nationals, his only aspiration. 


The tides are changing in Techno and Dream's already strained relationship. 


Trapped thoughts seeking the surface of one's mind more often than not should stay exactly where 
they are, hidden in the darkened deep of No Man's Land. When a glistening ray of the purest light 

hits upon a wilted, throbbing idea just dying to sink its sharpened teeth into unsuspecting prey, the 
worst scenarios play out. But, no matter how terrible things can get right now, Techno is willing to 
take this chance and speak his whole truth. 


"Are you ready to go home, Dream?" 


The distorted silence, mainly consisting of Dream's heavy breathing and the sound of Techno's nail 
tapping against the coffee table is temporarily stunted as the younger seems to halt his intake of air. 
Techno glances ever-so-slightly to his left, just to make sure Dream isn't having another episode, 


before leaning forward and placing his elbows on the table in front of the couch just for a sensory 
change. 


"No." 


Techno sighs and squints at his watch. "Really? It's nearly midnight, and Phil's been sleeping for 
three hours while we just.. sit here." 


"Go ahead," Dream mumbles, his voice raspy. "I'll stay here." 


"Don't do this to me, Dream. We can take it nice and easy home, okay? I'll even lug your oxygen 
concentrator!" 


Dream rapidly shakes his head. "I just want to stay right here, Techno. What don't you 
understand?" 


"For starters, I don't get why you're shutting me out. We had a good thing going.." 


The blonde grumbles and leans back, a picture of sorrowful defeat with that nasal cannula strapped 
to his face, delivering rich oxygen right into his airways. His watery orbs blink a few times as 
Dream looks away. It's clear to Techno that he doesn't want to be seen like this, or seen at all, for 
that matter. 


"Well, I'm glad you thought that, Techno." 


"Dream! We'll have to communicate eventually, won't we? You can't just air radio silence, yeah? 
I'm not someone you can throw away when the going gets tough! I thought we had each other's 
backs.. I thought you wanted me to help you." 


A breathy sigh emanates from Dream's tortured lungs. "What can you help me with, huh? 


"I guess nothing, Dream. Nothing at all," Techno gripes, standing up from the couch and heading 
into the connecting kitchen. 


Techno clenches and unclenches his jaw repeatedly once he's sure Dream isn't staring at him 
before pacing the length of the narrow room just to settle his gun powder core. He's about to start 
convulsing, but he's quite literally saved by the bell. A loud knock at Phil's door pushes Techno 
away from the edge as he focuses on whoever is visiting this late at night. 


"Kye Illumina?!" 


"Hello, Techno Blade!" The tall boy with the blackest of hair and snarkiest of smiles allows 
himself to step foot into Phil's apartment without permission. "And, there he is. Clay 
motherfucking Dream." 


Dream perks up on the couch, unable to hide his oxygen supply. "What are you doing here?" 
"Isn't it obvious, Dream? I'm here for you." 
"What?! Why?" asks Dream, clearly suspicious. 


Techno steps between Illumina and his view of Dream. "Yeah, Illumina. What do you want with 
Dream, and how did you know to find him here?" 


"Ya know, Techno, I used to have high respect for you. Now, you're this prissy little shit's personal 
bodyguard, huh? What's it like to have your life coated in shit by this ingrate, huh?" 


The pinkette squares up to Illumina's stance, half of the duo smirking and the other half nearly 
about to blow a fuse. Techno gives Illumina a harsh shove back to the door, but it seems as though 
he wants to stick around. Illumina chuckles while casually stepping around Techno to get to Dream. 


"I feel it's in your best interest if you get the fuck out," growls Techno, holding onto Ilumina's 
bicep with a death grip. 


"I'm not here for you." The runner hunches over Dream with a sly expression. "Aren't you just a 
broken, little thing? Here I want you to read this." 


The blonde has no choice but to accept the piece of parchment as Illumina shoves it into his hands 
and turns to face Techno again. Techno watches those green eyes skim across the page with a dull 
aura radiating from his once bright soul. Unable to handle the anticipation any longer, Techno 
snatches it away from him and soaks up its contents as quickly as he can. 


"Holy shit. You got into nationals." 
Illumina grins and shoots his arms into the air. "I fucking did it! I'm going to Oregon nationals." 
"Be proud of your shitty win. You know Dream would be there if-" 


"If fucking what?" Illumina interrupts, getting in Techno's face. "If you hadn't sabotaged him? Or, 
hmm, maybe if he wasn't on death's door! Get a grip, Blade. Your little play thing is a shit runner 
and never stood a chance against me." 


Techno grabs him by the collar and slams him right against the wall, not paying mind to the books 
falling from the shelf or the possibility of waking his father up. He has far too much pent up rage 
not to take it out on Kye fucking Illumina. 


"What do you know about me, huh?! About Dream? About any fucking person that you talk down 
on? Get this, Illumina; you won't be loved forever! You can only put people down so much before 
the world turns on you!" 


The runner's cruel smile finally dissipates as he retaliates, "Talking from experience, Techie? Has 
karma finally curb stomped you into the ground? Has your friendless nature forced you to turn to 
Snowchester High's most hated kid?" 


"You don't know jack shit. Get out of this fucking place before I bust your fucking head open," 
warns Techno, no longer able to repress his boiling emotions. 


"Woah, Blade. Leaving the fencing team really turned you into an asshole. No way to take your 
anger out anymore, huh? Well, don't worry. I'll be going now." 


Dream slowly lifts himself up from the couch. "Techno, you quit the fencing team? Why?" 


"My bad, had you not told Dreamy yet?" Illumina weasels his way out of Techno's grip as fear 
causes him to loosen up. "Sorry I had to be the one to break the news. Oh, and Techno?" 


Techno loudly snarls while glaring at Illumina. "What the fuck do you want now?!" 


Illumina removes a crisp, red envelope from the inside of his letterman jacket. "For you. Don't 
worry, Dream; I'm not writing love letters to him. I'm merely a messenger. Goodnight now, fellas." 


"Techno, why the hell did you stop fencing? It's your passion!" Dream exclaims, as soon as 
Illumina has left. 


The older sighs and sinks down into the couch. "I knew how'd you react.." 


"Well, of course I'm going to react like this!" Dream sits down next to him, looking even more 
defeated than he has all day. "I just keep taking from you. I'm ruining you. Fuck, Tech, I thought 
you were the one wrecking me, but I was wrong. I wreck you." 


"Stop, Dream.. You don't wreck me. I just want to help you," Techno whines. 


Dream places his face in his hands, careful to mind the tubing strapped to his face, as he begins 
quietly sobbing. Techno has never felt more powerless, but anything he could dare say would only 
rub salt in Dream's multitude of wounds. This life together—whatever fantasy world they've been 
trying to hide in for the past few days—can no longer keep either of them safe. 


Not to mention, there's an ominous letter in Techno's hands that can only mean trouble. 


To Dave "Techno" Blade: 
Your life ends in 6 days. Be prepared. 
Love, ^-^ 


"What's in-" Techno stops the whisper as it comes out of his mouth. "Oh." 


The masquerade. 


Chapter End Notes 


Well, that's a wrap! I estimate about 8-10 chapters left before YWM is over with. This 
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No Reason To Cry 


Chapter Summary 


"Overcome me, bitter sweetness; 
Put me under a magic spell. 
Overcome me, all my sadness; 
Lead me on and wish me well. 


There's no reason to cry; 
It's alright." 


Chapter Notes 


Happy Sunday! Chapter 19 is here, and this is one of my favorites by far. :) Enjoy! 


WARNING: Please check the updated tags before you continue. The last scene (3) 
contains mildly graphic depictions of self-harm. Also, be weary of derealization in the 
third scene. Please, do not read it if you may be triggered. Stay safe, and know that 
you are loved and real. <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Brown and brittle leaves of once prominent, budding life crunch under bare feet, no longer crying 
out for a vital drink, for they belong to a being that has been so neglected, it has resorted to death to 
escape such tortured life. Techno pays no mind at all to his lifeless banana leaf plant as its carcass 
follows him to the vanity across his bedroom. In a sense, he resonates with its need to escape such 
a cruel world it never asked to be grown into. 


Alternatively, maybe he shouldn't have stopped watering it. 


Techno's shaky hands grab at the plastic brush sitting on the vanity, wishing he still had the 
porcelain one from his mother. This little thing with a few, sharp spikes barely makes it three 
inches through his mane before it gets stuck on a knot acquired from his lonesome night of tossing 
and turning in his desolate room. It's been a few days now since Wilbur has slept in here with 
Techno, but the pinkette doesn't miss him all that much. 


Instead of trying to fight his hair, Techno sighs and resorts to tying it up into a high ponytail, 
messily working it into a not-so-elegant braid. The unsatisfying style complements the purple bags 
sagging below his eyes that once sparkled with mischief, but have since dulled and even faded a 
bit. He runs an index finger over each of his sharp eyebrows, knowing he should have plucked 
them yesterday. His brown roots are nearly an inch long, the furthest Techno has ever let them 
grow. 


"Look at yourself, Blade. You're a fucking mess," Techno grumbles, at his distorted reflection in 
the vanity's mirror. "Wish I could just.." 


Techno grabs at his new hairbrush and backs up a few steps from vanity. With as much force as his 
weakened body can muster up, Techno throws the useless beast at the mirror and relishes in the 
way his image shatters into fragments and dust. Mirror shards litter the floor, and Techno 

fucking loves it. He grins to himself while stepping over the glass and searching for the sharpest 
piece. Once in his hands, he shoves it into his pocket and returns to the vanity. 


"I'm the only one who is allowed to judge me." 


The uneasy boy digs through the mirror relics to find one of his septum rings and ends up pulling 
out a delicate, silver piece with a ruby heart that dangles against the Cupid's bow. He shoves it 
through the hole in his nose, pretending that it somehow makes him pretty. Techno taps his tongue 
ring against the inside of his teeth, just to make sure it's still there. Then, Techno smooths out his 
cropped jumper, grabs his backpack, and begins his dissent of madness downstairs. 


As per usual, fits of laughter and morning cheer can be heard from the dining room. Techno stares 
at Dream's closed door for a minute too long before slowly passing it and trying to force himself to 
smile, though his eyes will not open more than fifty-percent of the way. His chapped lips crack 
with the sudden influx of expression, something he's not been keen on wearing lately. Still, Techno 
picks his shoulders up and pretends that he's as confident and carefree as usual while walking into 
he dining room. There isn't a plate of breakfast for him in front of his spot. 


Techno idles in the doorway, waiting for somebody to notice him, but not a soul pays him any 
mind. He searches the blank faces that he once considered friends and family, trying desperately to 
pick his boyfriend out from the crowd. That sweet cherub of a boy is nowhere in sight, though. 


"Uh, hey.. guys.." Techno says, clearing his throat. 


The murmurs die down as a few kids give him worried glances. Skeppy whispers something in 
Bad's ear that nobody else can hear, causing them to privately snicker. Wilbur acts as if he hasn't 
heard a peep out of his twin brother, but Techno expects as much from him. George and Sapnap stir 
food around on their plates rather awkwardly as Tommy and Tubbo go on talking as if nothing's 
happened. Techno knows they mean well, but those little freshmen have no idea how to read the 
room. He's almost glad. 


"What do you want, Techno?" Fundy huffs, finally answering him. 
"Have.. any of you seen Karl?" 


Fundy abruptly stands from the table, fox ears perked and tail swinging behind him with every step 
he takes nearer to him. Alex follows him, wearing a proud smirk. To Techno's surprise, Wilbur 
joins the posse that dares to square up to the one they once deemed their king. Techno knows these 
boys are strangers now, but he can't help but picture the good times whenever they look at him 
with those bloodthirsty grins. Sadly, those days are long gone. 


"Oh, so you suddenly care about your boyfriend? Where's your runner?" sneers Alex. 


Wilbur throws his arms around both Alex and Fundy. "Didn't you hear? He's not making it to 
nationals! How hilarious is that?" 


"Incredibly," comments Fundy. 
"All I want is to know where Karl is. Does anybody know where I can find him?" 


Alex, Fundy, and Wilbur share a knowing look as Alex responds, "Not here, clearly. He left early 
for masquerade preparation." 


"Of course, you'd know that.. if you cared," Wilbur growls. 
Techno rolls his eyes. "Don't be like that, Will. I don't need your bullshit." 
"Yeah? Well, I don't need you. None of us do." 


Not to the astonishment of Techno, not a single one of the boys defends him. Ranboo keeps his 
head down as the youngest two remain oblivious to the confrontation, trapped in their own world 
far away from this teenage drama. Sapnap and George continue to slowly eat. Bad and Skeppy 
whisper to each other. Wilbur, Alex, and Fundy keep their arms crossed while they look at Techno 
as if he's a cockroach skittering along the floor, just waiting for the opportune moment to crush the 
life out of him. 


"Better get going, Techno," Alex adds, tapping him on the shoulder. 
"Yeah, we've had enough of you for the day," laughs Fundy. 
Wilbur fist bumps the two boys to his sides. "Goodbye, brother. Fuck off, now!" 


They all slink back down to the table to finish their last morsels of breakfast as Techno is left a 
husk in the doorway. He has no willpower to fight them, so he admits defeat, knowing that one of 
the punks in this room is out to get him far more than the others. One of them wants him dead. But, 
who? 


Techno wastes no time in exiting the boarding house, no longer wanting to try to find common 
ground with the boys. Karl isn't around, so there isn't a reason for him to be either. Boarding House 
7 isn't a safe place, and Techno's beginning to wonder if it ever was. How blind did his hatred of 
Dream make Techno to the fact that the kids he once considered his best friends weren't really 
friends at all? They were so quick to cast judgement on Dream just because Techno wanted them to 
and even quicker to throw him away when he changed his mind. 


"Techno! Hey! Wait up!" calls Ranboo, jogging after Techno in one of his pressed suits as his red 
tie flies in the breeze behind him. 


The pinkette glares at Ranboo. "What do you want with me, huh?" 


Ranboo holds up one of his index fingers as he catches his breath. "I.. uh.. wanted.. to talk.. to you.. 
about.. Karl.." 


"Karl? I'll find him later. I know he's just busy with his planning committee duties." 


"That's.. not.. what I am.. talking about." Ranboo takes in a big breath of oxygen before falling in 
line with Techno's pace without asphyxiating. "Techno, do you love Karl?" 


Techno raises an eyebrow. "What kind of question is that?" 
"An easy one. Yes or no?" 


"Listen, my business is my fucking business, Ranboo. We're not even friends! So, why are you 
talking to me, exactly? Did one of the boys put you up to this? Huh?! Who was it? George? Alex? 
Wilbur? The damn furry?" Techno demands to know. 


The younger shakes his head. "It's not like that.. I just.. I think you should break up with him, that's 
all." 


"And, why the hell would I do that?" 

Ranboo makes a whining sound. "He's not good for you, Techno! What about.. Dream?" 
"Dream is.. complicated, Ranboo. We're not like that." 

"Why not? What's stopping you from being with him?" 


Techno stops in his tracks and looks Ranboo up and down, suspicious of his true motives. "You 
don't know me, Ranboo. I thought, once upon a time, that you could, but you proved me wrong. 
Are we done here?" 


"Wait!" 
The pinkette sighs. "What?" 


"I know I wronged you. And, I know that we can't exactly be friends. But, I really do care about 
you, Tech. Dream too. At least think about what I said, okay? That's all I ask," pleads Ranboo, 
clasping his hands together. 


"Yeah, whatever. Can I get going now? I'm gonna be late for English class if we keep idling in the 
courtyard." 


Ranboo looks up at the English department in front of them, clearly surprised that they walked this 
far together. He awkwardly smiles at Techno and nods, waving goodbye as he heads off in a 
different direction to catch whatever class he has first period. Techno watches him as he trudges 
off, completely alone, just like Techno. They aren't so different, and Techno knows that, but 
Techno also knows that Ranboo is hiding a lot from him, including the identity of whoever's been 
threatening and sabotaging him. There's no way they can be friends.. for now, at least. 


Techno sighs and heads into the building, minding his own business as Wilbur viciously pushes 
past him to get into Miss Evers's class before him. The bell rings right as he slinks down into his 
desk. When Techno turns around to catch a glimpse of Dream, he's met with an empty chair, which 
is just as barren as his heart right about now. 


"Good morning, class!" greets Miss Evers, as she walks into the room. "As you all know, it's been 
five weeks since I assigned you your midterm projects, and today is the first day of presentations. 
Blade, where's your partner at?" 


Tearing his eyes away from Dream's seat, Techno is forced to face the woman that paired them in 
the first place. "I don't know, Miss Evers. Sorry." 


"Well, you two will be presenting the second he returns to his studies. I can't wait to see what you 
all have accomplished." 


Miss Evers continues her pep talk as Techno finds himself fixated on Dream's desk. Techno knows 
that he's upset over not getting into nationals, but is that any reason to miss school this week? With 
Ranboo's talk still fresh in his mind, Techno knows he has a lot to think about today. 


And, none of it is going to be easy. 


"But, you should see the disco ball! It's huge and took five of us to lift it. Also, did I tell you? The 
truckload of vintage decorations is somehow lost! If we don't find those before Wednesday, I'm not 


sure the masquerade will even happen! Can you believe that, Tech?" rants Karl. 
Techno whips his head over to Karl. "Huh?" 

"Have you heard I single word I've said?" 

"Uh.." 

The brunette playfully rolls his eyes. "The masquerade, nimrod!" 

"Oh! Yeah, I.. I heard you," Techno stutters, awkwardly smiling. 


Karl sighs and wraps an arm around Techno's shoulders. "Sure you did. I think I should get going 
now, though." 


"Already? We just opened the picnic basket.." 
"Sorry, Techno. Duty calls, ya know? I think Sapnap and Alex are waiting on me." 


Techno loudly slams the basket closed and nods. "Why are they helping with the masquerade all of 
a sudden?" 


"I asked them to!" Karl exclaims, dusting off his multi-colored jumper. "You can't get mad since I 
went to you first, remember?" 


"You know I'm too busy for stuff like that.." 


The older leans in to peck Techno's cheek. "I know. We'll spend plenty of time together after I 
finish making sure every little aspect of the ball is absolutely perfect, 'kay? Don't forget to vote for 
duke and duchess!" 


"Who should I vote for?" 
Karl shrugs. "What about yourself? Everybody loves you, Techno!" 


The pinkette shakes his head. "Not anymore, Karl. You should know better than anyone what 
being in my presence can do to a person." 


"Hush. As soon as we snuff out who's on your tail, everything will return to normal. The boys are 
just on edge from the graffiti incident! You did go a little hard on them.." 


Techno crosses his arms and grumbles, "I had every right to! Whatever.. I'll finish packing up, so 
you can go on ahead before Alex and Sapnap come track you down." 


"You're so sweet. See you tonight!" 


With a slight wave, Karl trots off in the direction of the activity hall where the planning committee 
has been working tirelessly to decorate the gymnasium. Every soul in school seems to be buzzing 
nonstop about the masquerade, but Techno lives in silent fear of what awaits him on the 
godforsaken night of this Saturday. The last thing he wants is more unnecessary confrontation, but 
if Techno can prepare enough, he may be able to take down the fucker that's been hellbent on 
burning him at the stake. 


Only five days stand between him and total chaos. 


After Techno finishes piling his and Karl's uneaten food back into the picnic basket and folding up 


the checkered blanket they had spread out on, he begins idling back towards the boarding houses. 
The campus is full of life on this afternoon as various sports teams begin practice for the week and 
friends sit in study circles on the lawn, swapping answers for chemistry and teaching the younger 
students various geometric formulas for their upcoming quizzes. 


The pinkette pauses in his tracks as he nears the fencing team. Two kids are dueling it out on the 
familiar red mat that Techno has caused multiple students to faceplant into. He can almost hear the 
roars of adoring fans cheering him on after narrowly winning a match for Snowchester High. Now, 
rumors have spread that Techno has cozied up to the school's outcast and been disowned by his 
own friend group. His popularity status will only continue to plummet. 


Techno forces himself to look away from the fencers and keep walking home. He looks far too 
disheveled to show his face to his ex-teammates and coach. Not to mention, Techno has a goal in 
mind for the rest of his day, and he can't begin to pursue his idea without a certain someone by his 
side. 


"Hello? Anyone home?" calls Techno, as he steps into the foyer. 


Upon hearing nothing in response, Techno does a quick sweep of the lower half of the house just to 
make sure no one is around. Housefather is surely away at his main job, and Housemother is 
probably doing the grocery shopping for the week. As for the boys, Techno doesn't blame them for 
staying away from this hellhole. Who would want to be here when the only common goal they 
have is to hurt each other in some way? 


"Dream? Can you open up? I want to make sure you're okay." Techno gently knocks on Dream's 
door while listening for a response. "I was hoping we could spend the evening together, yeah? Just 
me and you.." 


Silence. 


"Listen, I feel pretty bad for how yesterday played out. I can't put myself in your shoes, but that 
doesn't mean I want you to suffer alone. Would you let me in? We can go anywhere you wanna go, 
do anything that pleases your little heart." 


Silence. 
"Dream? Are you even in there? Don't leave me hanging.." 


At last, the doorknob begins to twist open. Techno puts on a sweet smile as those green eyes 
curiously poke out from the crack, looking at him intently. When Techno tries to push his way 
inside, Dream stands his ground and doesn't let the door budge. Techno raises an eyebrow as 
Dream clears his throat. 


"Uh, I'm busy, Techno.." 

"Busy? Don't bullshit me. Let's hang out!" cheers Techno, trying to grab his hand. 
Dream dodges his gesture. "Really, I have to finish packing, like now." 

"Packing for what..?" 


The blonde sighs and finally lets the door fully open. Techno immediately steps inside and is taken 
aback by what he sees. Er, what he doesn't see. Dream's bedroom, which was once full of medical 
equipment and subtle personality from the avid runner, is completely bare, except for a stack of 
boxes, a duffle bag, and a backpack. Techno stares at Dream with his brows drawn, unable to figure 


out what the fuck he's up to. 
"I'm moving home, Techno." 
"Wait, you're going to Florida?!" 


Dream shakes his head. "No, no. Cara and Ant will be here in a few minutes to take me back to 
their apartment in the city." 


"They can't do that! Dream, I'll get Sycamore on the phone right now and tell him that they're 
trying to force-" 


"Techno, listen to me," Dream interrupts, sorrowfully grimacing. "I asked them to take me back in. 
I can't do this anymore; it's fucking killing me." 


Techno tries to swallow down the lump in his throat. "W-what is? Dream, I.. I'll fix it for you if 
you just tell me what's going on.." 


"It's not that easy. I know you want to help me, but this is all too much. Trying to get emancipated.. 
searching for a cure that I will most likely never be able to reach.. I just can't do it! I'm sick, Tech. 
I'm sick and dying everyday. Astor said it himself. I'm going to start chemo, most likely next 
month in New York City." 


"Please.." Techno tries to blink away his tears as he grabs both of Dream's hands. "Please, don't 
give up yet.. I know you're upset about nationals, but you can try again after you're healed. We've 
come so far together! Don't leave me.." 


Tears drip down Dream's reddened cheeks as his lips quiver. "I'm sorry, Techno. It's not just 
nationals or my foster parents or sickle cell.. It's." 


"It's what? Come on.. You can tell me." 
Dream wipes Techno's watery eyes as he admits, "It's you.” 
The pinkette nearly guffaws at the sudden pang in his heart. "I don't understand." 


"But, don't you?! You gave up fencing for me. You're cheating on your fucking boyfriend for me.. 
What does it all mean, huh? How do you feel about me?" 


Techno's eyes widen. "What kind of question is that?" 


"Be honest with me. Be honest for once in your goddamn life. Would you leave Karl to be with 
me?" Dream blatantly asks, eyes wide and misty. 


"Don't do this to me, Dream," squeaks Techno. 


The younger steps closer to him, continually switching his fixation from Techno's left eye to his 
right. "Do you have feelings for me? Real, true feelings? Would you be willing to watch me shrivel 
up and waste away until my early thirties when I finally die? Or, would you keep fighting for a 
cure I'm not sure exists? Would you stay with me forever?" 


"Dream.." 
Dream cups Techno's cheeks as sticky tears run past his hands. "I love you, Techno Blade." 


"Stop..." 


"And, I can't do this anymore. For my sake. For your sake. For the sake of everyone we've ever 
hurt." 


Techno shakes his head, face still held between comforting hands. "Don't go, Dream. Please, just 
stay with me." 


The blonde leans in and presses their lips together, the taste of salt and lust filling cosmic mouths. 
When Dream pulls back, Techno balls his hands up in the white tee clutched closed to his skin, 
longing for the scent of his hair and the warmth of his veins to last forever. Dream grabs onto one 
of Techno's wrist and tenderly rubs it before pulling it off and letting it fall back down to Techno's 
side. 


"I did the one thing at this fucking school that I shouldn't have," Dream whispers, stepping back 
from Techno. 


The older tilts his head. "What?" 


"I fell in love with my rival." Dream tilts his head toward the open door as the sound of a car 
squeals to a halt outside of the boarding house. "And, I paid the price." 


Dream picks up a stack of boxes as Cara and Ant hurriedly step into the room and pay no mind to 
Techno, each grabbing a couple of boxes. Techno stands paralyzed as Dream's belongings are 
stripped from this room and loaded into the Frosts' car. Dream comes back one last time to grab his 
bags and hold a long gaze with Techno, both clearly fighting off tears. Techno can't force himself 
to plea with Dream to stay here, wrapped in his arms forever. 


Techno can't even muster up a goodbye. 


In the matter of minutes, Dream's presence completely slips from Techno's hold. The younger 
carefully waves at him with wet eyes before walking out of his room and away from the house. 
Techno swats violently at his eyes as he feels the hot tears drip onto his shoes. He balls his fists up 
and swings at the drywall above Dream's sink, punching a hole right through. Techno lets out a 
low scream as he kicks at the bedframe and tears the IV stand right out of the wall. In his fit of 
rage, Techno kicks a hole right trough the filmy door of Dream's closet. 


And, much to his surprise, that lime green hoodie Dream always wore is sitting right on the floor. 
Techno falls to his knees and picks up the fabric just to make sure it's real. In his shaky hands, it 
doesn't fade away. In fact, it's the closest thing Techno can get to Dream right now. He curls up on 
the closet floor and holds it close to his chest as he pictures that constellation of freckles and 
golden shags. Techno wants to feel those eyelashes graze against his cheeks as they pull at each 
other's hair while kissing. 


Whatever Dream and Techno did or didn't have, it's over now. Dream is gone, and Techno is left to 
self-destruct in the barren room of the boy that changed his world. 


He has never felt so broken in his life. 


The sound of artificial waves fills up the silence of the bathroom as the porcelain tub bubbles with 
steaming hot water. Techno is naked, perched on the edge of the tub with his eyes focused on 
something far away, something not in this plain of reality. His hair has been loosely placed over his 
right shoulder, ends hanging well past the bends in his knees. Held against Techno's bare chest is 
Dream's sacred hoodie that he stole so long ago and didn't appreciate enough when it was in his 


possession. 


Techno finally peers down at his pale pink hands, right knuckles bruised with teal and lavender 
from the hole he punched in Dream's wall. It hurts to extend his fingers, but he does it anyways. He 
lets the hoodie fall in his lap as Techno unclenches his left hand. Inside his grip is the piece of 
broken mirror he collected after his morning tantrum. It's perfectly sharp and conforms to his hand 
like it was made for him. Maybe it was. 


"Nobody can save you.." Techno whispers, holding the shard up to the light. "Not Dream.. Not 
Karl.. Not Dad.." 


The pinkette holds out his right arm, eyebrows furrowing together as he presses the point of the 
relic into the base of his wrist, blood pooling immediately. Techno winces as he digs it in deeper 
and begins dragging it down the length of his forearm. Ruby life leaks from his glistening skin, the 
burning sensation of cutting himself trailing up his bicep and into his spine. As the fire travels 
through his nerves, Techno pulls the mirror from his skin and begins slicing it through the length 
of his left forearm. Warm blood drips down his body and into the clear bathwater. 


"Wilbur was right. Nobody needs you." 


As Techno's blood soaks Dream's hoodie, he holds it as close to himself as he possibly can. Techno 
begins lowering himself back into the rising water, his cuts crying out as soon as the hot water 
grazes such fresh wounds. His face sinks below the surface as all sound and sight is replaced with a 
representation of life in utero. Techno's eyes close as his blood continues to taint the water. His lips 
part to take in a deep breath, a final send-off into the depths of psychosis. 


But, just when Techno thinks he's about to die, he opens his eyes and is greeted with a sky full of 
celestial bodies, sparkling in the most elegant shades of purple and pink he's ever seen. Techno 
reaches the surface and carefully stands, his waist and everything below immersed in the water. He 
confusedly looks around, surrounded by foliage and wildlife as mourning doves sing to him. A 
waterfall flows behind him in slow motion. At the other side of the water basin stands Dream, 
shimmering in the moonlight with wet hair and bare skin. 


"Dream! Dream, what are you doing here?" Techno asks, as he wades over to him. 
The blonde smiles as he takes Techno's hands. "Waiting for you, of course." 

"Oh, right. Where are we?" 

"We're safe," Dream calmly says, wiping the blood off of Techno's arms. "I love you." 
Techno nods, tugging Dream close in a gentle hug. "I love you too, Dream." 


Dream slightly pulls back, palms cupping the dimples of Techno's back. Techno softly smiles, 
chests pressed together and hands caressing Dream's shoulder blades. The younger leans in, 
meeting Techno's lips as they surrender themselves to each other as troubled teens relishing in 
young love. Techno is certain that Dream is the only one for him, now and forever. 


"Hey, Tech?" asks Dream, as their lips part. 
The older taps his chin. "What is it, Dream?" 
"We're dying." 


With the eerie phrase muttered, Dream begins to violently choke and cough. Techno's eyes widen 


as he tries to hold him up. Dream grasps at his throat as water begins spilling from his mouth like a 
broken faucet. The murky liquid is tainted with blood. 


"Dream! What the fuck is happening to you?!" 


Dream's body suddenly snaps straight, almost as if by the press of a button. Techno takes a step 
back, terrified out of his mind, as Dream grabs him and pulls him back into the kiss. As soon as 
their mouths touch again, Dream spits the water directly into Techno's lungs as arms from the 
waterfall's basin reach up and lock around Techno. He screams and coughs as he's dragged under 
the surface, away from Dream and away from his last shred of humanity. 


"Techno! Techno, can you hear me?! Techno, open your eyes!" a voice shouts, from many light 
years away. 


At last, Techno opens his eyes as bathwater gurgles from his mouth. A horrified looking Ranboo in 
his soaking wet suit holds Techno at arms length, trembling and crying. Techno stares daggers into 
the younger boy, longing for his infinite paradise alongside Dream. His arms and lungs burn for 
different reasons, but it all equates to the same insatiable thirst for mayhem. 


"What were you thinking?" Ranboo sobs. 


Techno presses their foreheads together, glaring into Ranboo's duel-toned eyes. The frightened 
sophomore's fingers quake as he holds Techno above the surface of the overflowing bath. A long 
moment of silence lingers between them as Techno's lips part to let more water run out of his 
airways. He grinds his teeth while yanking Ranboo's ties with so much force that he involuntarily 


gags. 


"I. Want. Blood." 


Chapter End Notes 


Techno is unravelling, and his spiral can only continue from here, right? Stay tuned to 
find out! I'd love to hear your opinions on this chapter in the comments. ^_^ 


Don't forget to follow me on Twitter for updates, teasers, and MC content: @ 
phantomsunsets. I'm cool! Kinda... B) 


Only A Broken Heart 


Chapter Summary 


"I know the place where you keep your secrets; 
Out of the sunshine, down in a valley. 

But I'm not afraid anymore; 

It's only a broken heart. 


What would I give to start all over again; 
To clean up my mistakes." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 20! Are you prepared? I sure hope so~ :) <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Karl's POV 


The emotional padding that dreams provide wraps the fragile human mind in a euphoric blanket of 
everlasting comfort to carry them off into deep slumber. Inside honeysuckle desires, one's soul is 
free to roam the blossoming halls of all the places that only exist to closed eyes looking inward 
rather than to the easily discernible patterns of awakened humanity. Everything is much more 
freeing when the worries of present day cease to follow one into their dreams. 


Karl knows this well. 


It's barely 5:00 A.M. when Karl begins to weasel his way out of Alex and Sapnap's grips, having 
been trapped in his dreams until he suddenly awoke with his lovers' arms locked around his being, 
blood on the mind. He smiles to himself, feeling more free than he usually does. Karl feels as if the 
world is wrapped around his painted fingertips now. Well, it would be, if only one more person 
were out of his way.. 


The sneaky brunette pads his way across the darkened hallway of Boarding House 7, adorning one 
of George's oversized graphic tees and a pair of Bad's checkered pajama pants. His curls are falling 
in front of his eyes, but Karl knows he's cute with overgrown hair. With bare feet, he makes not a 
sound as he creeps past open doors with slumbering boys inside. Karl's early mission can be only 
be accomplished with stealth and precision. 


Just as Karl's hand is about to land on Ranboo's door handle, the knob twists open from the inside 
and out comes Fundy, a sly smirk on his sleepy face. Karl straightens his posture while looking the 
furry up and down. His white-streaked ginger hair is messy and, for once, not topped with fox ears. 
Karl keeps alert as Fundy crosses his arms and leans into Karl's face. 


"Care to state your business?" yawns Fundy. 


Karl nods. "Here to visit Ranboo. Can you let me in?" 
"At this hour? You've gotta give me more than that, sweet Karl." 


Their strained gazes say more than either of them ever could as Karl furthers with, "It's about 
Dream, Fundy. You wouldn't understand!" 


"Don't give me that crap!" Fundy snaps, his eyes narrowing. "You must be so glad that he's finally 
gone, huh?" 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


Fundy snarls and connivingly pats Karl's shoulder. "Every boy in this house knows what I mean. 
So, you mentioned business with Ranboo, yeah?" 


"Yes, Fundy. Is he around?" asks Karl, trying to peer past Fundy. 


The younger shakes his head. "He can usually be found at the fountain in the courtyard this time of 
morning. Think you can manage finding him?" 


Karl sighs. "Yeah, thanks. You didn't see me here, okay?" 


"So as long as you didn't see me leaving my room, I didn't see you leaving yours. Wish Alex and 
Sapnap well for me, Karl." 


With that, Karl hurriedly makes his way downstairs to be rid of Fundy. Karl would much rather 
everyone stay out of his way than try to pry into his personal business, especially his relationship 
with Alex and Sapnap. Karl wishes he could crawl back into bed and dream his problems away, but 
they must be solved before he can sleep again. Only time will tell if Fundy is destined to become a 
problem or not. 


The brunette carefully opens the main door of the boarding house and steps out into the early 
autumn morning. Fresh dew prickles against his feet as Karl ambles across the grass. The lonesome 
fountain can be heard sloshing from quite a few feet away, and Karl immediately notices the boy 
sitting on the edge of the fountain, feet dangling into the water. He slowly approaches, eyes locked 
on Ranboo, as Karl prepares for a confrontation. 


"Oh, Ranboo! We have much to discuss on this fine morning, Ranboo. I have some new tasks for 
you now that Dream is out of the picture." Karl sits down on the brick next to Ranboo. "By the 
way, I never thanked you for completing your assignment. I don't know how you did it, but the 
important thing is that Dream is out of our lives." 


Ranboo glares at Karl from underneath his black and white bangs. "Leave me alone." 


"What? You know you can't talk to me like that! I suggest you shape up before I tell you my next 
plan.." 


"I told you to leave me alone!" snaps Ranboo, lurching forward. 
Karl's gaze narrows. "When did you grow a spine?" 
"The second you made me hurt Techno, Karl. That's when I grew one.." 


The older rolls his eyes and defends, "I'm not hurting him; I'm helping Techno! I love him more 
than anyone else on this planet ever could." 


"You don't love him. You're obsessed! You manipulate him because you are so in lust with him, 
and it kills you to know that Techno loves someone that isn't you. Well, guess what? You won! 
Dream is gone, and you can have Techno all to yourself now. Fuck you, Karl." 


"What are you talking about?!" 


Ranboo abruptly stands in the cold water of the fountain, eyes trained on Karl as he sits slumped 
over on the side, so small compared to Ranboo. The younger boy's fists are balled up at his sides as 
if he would be willing to throw a punch any second. Karl knows he never would, though, for 
Ranboo is a freaky weirdo that despises fighting. 


"He'll see through you, Karl. I promise you that Techno isn't dumb. In the meantime, stay out of my 
life! I don't care what you threaten me with.. or even do to me. I'm not your pawn," states Ranboo, 
stepping out of the fountain and into the fresh grass. "I'm nobody at all. My inhuman status will not 
compel me to hurt those I care for. And, I love Techno and Dream. Never ever talk to me again, 
Karl Jacobs." 


He watches quietly as the lanky fellow walks straight into the dark morning, seemingly without a 
destination in sight. Although Ranboo seems to have a bit of newfound confidence today, Karl will 
not let his rebellion carry on for long. Ranboo is a vital asset in Karl's schemes, for he knows all of 
the shadows that lurk behind Karl's cheery persona. With the masquerade only four days away, 
Karl has to add yet another task on his ever-growing list for this week. 


Karl will have his revenge on Ranboo. 


Techno's POV 


"You cannot keep running from this! You've taken my car without permission, gotten into violent 
fights, skipped school, and now this? How am I supposed to keep defending you when you 
constantly undermine me and betray my trust?!" scolds Phil, pacing the length of his empty 
classroom. 


Techno keeps his eyes focused on the floor. "I'm sorry, Dadza." 
"You say that all the time, Techno. When will you prove that you respect me?" 
"I'm not.. not trying to.. to.." Techno clenches his eyes shut. "..to disrespect you." 


Phil lets out a long sigh and leans over his desk to lay his head in his hands. "Well, then what are 
you trying to do, Dave Blade? I'm all ears." 


"I didn't mean to get arrested! I wasn't thinking at all when we stole that bike. I just wanted to give 
Dream the best memories possible.." Techno explains. 


His father turns to face him. "And, how did that work out?" 
"Terribly. He left the house, Dadza.. Dream moved back home and cast me out of his life." 


"Wait, what?" Phil's expression softens as he steps towards Techno. "Tell me, son. Even though 
I'm mad at you, that doesn't stop me from caring about your problems." 


Techno dries his eyes and sinks into one of the various desks. Phil carefully follows him, wheeling 
over his desk chair to sit in front of Techno. Their strained gazes meet, but Techno refuses to hold 


the look for long. It's always been a challenge for him to discuss his feelings with anyone at all, let 
alone his own father. Times like these will never get easier for him. 


"He didn't make nationals, Dadza. While we were in jail, the final track meet was held, and since 
Dream missed yet another one, [lumina was given the win via forfeit. It broke him, and.. and 
everything came raining out. He's dying more quickly than I thought.. Dad, that's not even the 
scariest part. He.. told.. told me.." 


"What is it, Techno?" questions Phil, wiping the tears away from Techno's waterlines. 
The pinkette sniffles. "Dream is in love with me." 
"Oh, Techno.. At least tell me you said it back." 


A small gasp escapes from Techno's lips. "What?! Why would I ever do that? I'm with Karl; you 
know that!" 


"With Karl or not, it's clear to me that Dream means more to you than just idle friendship to make 
up for all of the wrongdoing you've cast onto him. Admit it, son. You love Dream too." 


"No, I will not do that. I can't love Dream. It's impossible!" Techno exclaims. 
The blonde inquisitively tilts his head. "Why on earth is it impossible?" 


"Me? Loving Dream? We're polar opposites! He's Dream, for fuck's sake.. Sorry for cursing. It's 
just, the world wouldn't allow us to love one another, truly love." 


"You're so cynical." 


Techno rolls his eyes and says, "I know that. Ever since Mom left, I've been convinced that the 
universe owes me something.. But, it doesn't. It took me losing Dream to realize that, Dadza. He's 
never been mad at the world like I have. Even through everything, he's been strong and caring and 
hopeful.. and fucking magical! I'm not like him." 


"Listen to yourself, son." Phil takes both of Techno's hands into his. "You just admitted that God is 
not in your debt. Dream taught you that, yeah? He's changed you for the better. Don't repay him by 
letting him run off when things get scary. Go to him, Techno." 


"I don't know.." 


Phil ruffles Techno's loose waves. "You don't have to know right now. But, don't wait too long to 
make up your mind, or it might be too late to get him back." 


"Okay, Dad. What's my punishment for getting arrested, by the way?" 


"Oh, right. Well, I was going to ground you from the masquerade, but.. I've changed my mind. 
Have fun this weekend, kiddo. We'll figure out something beneficial as your punishment next 
week, 'kay?" 


Just as Techno's about to respond, the door to Phil's classroom flies open. There stands Wilbur, a 
yellow sweater clutched close to his skin and a maroon beanie letting a few of his curls slip out in 
front of his round glasses. Upon noticing Techno, Wilbur smirks and crosses his arms. All of 
Techno's fight drains away under the harsh gaze of his twin brother. 


"Hey, Dadza! Techno," he cheers, sauntering into the room. "What's going on here, and why wasn't 


I invited, huh?" 
Techno glares at him. "We're having a private discussion." 
"I can see that very well, brother. Is Dadza finally putting you on meds?" 


Phil side-eyes Wilbur. "Is this necessary, Will? Your brother is going through rough times right 
now, and he could use your support." 


"Well, if I knew you were going to give him a pity party after spending a day in the slammer, I 
would have started committing crimes long ago!" Wilbur remarks, staring down Techno. 


"I'm leaving.." mutters Techno, grabbing his bag and hastily walking past Wilbur. 


Wilbur guffaws and pokes his head out the door. "Are you sure, Techie? I'm totally down for 
helping Dadza discipline you to his full extent!" 


The pinkette does everything in his power to avoid yelling back to his brother, for his snide 
comments really helped drive the nail into his heart. Techno stomps his way through the sparsely 
filled halls, itching at his forearms as he decides to pull off the jacket he's been wearing all day. He 
shows the world his weeping wounds, not caring who sees him in such a fragile state. Wilbur was 
once his greatest ally, but he's nothing more than another plastic face in a school of doll parts. 
Techno's still unsure of when he decided to shed his own plastic, but he can feel the wind on his 
bare skin now more than ever. 


"Hey Pretty Pink, where are you speeding off to?" asks Schlatt, as Techno races past him. 
Techno briefly stops in his tracks. "Why the fuck do you care?" 


Schlatt purses his lips. "What, am I not allowed to make conversation with you or something? 
Please, don't let me stop you from attending to your royal duties." 


"Fuck off, Schlatt," Techno mumbles, as he begins to walk away. 


"Hey, wait!" The brunette grabs onto Techno's forearms without a warning, causing Techno to cry 
out and recoil at the sudden pressure on his wounds. "What are those from? Holy shit, those are 
nasty as hell!" 


The older glares at Schlatt as his lips begin to quiver. Techno reaches his disgusting arms into the 
space between them and holds onto the sides of Schlatt's baby face, his soft cheeks squishing 
inward and causing his tongue to pop out, ever-so-slightly. Schlatt's pupils dilate immediately as 
Techno leans forward and bares his teeth like some pink jaguar out of Fundy's wildest dreams. The 
back of Schlatt's head soon touches the locker behind him, for he's run out of space to cower in. 


"Stay the fuck out of my way, and I won't fucking rip your throat out." 
Schlatt eagerly nods. "Yeah, of course. I'll leave you alone." 


Techno removes his bloodthirsty hands from Schlatt's face and continues on his path of destruction, 
for even though he is one thousand percent positive that he is getting exactly what he deserves, 
Techno still wants to take everyone that he can down with him. He might not make it through his 
fight, but none of the ones that have hurt Dream should either. 


Clay Dream will not suffer alone. 


Dream's POV 


Bright, hot, white light burns his fragile corneas. His arms are pulled up and down, left and right, 
clockwise and counterclockwise, and back again. Something cold is pressed against his bare torso, 
which makes him flinch and bite onto his lip. A needle is poked into his right calf followed by two 
more in his left. He cannot help but to wince again, unable to prepare for the pricks, for his sight 
is gone. 


"Clay? Stay still in there, please. The pictures will come out blurry if you keep moving.." 


"Sorry," Dream mutters, but he can't hear his fragile voice over the sound of the artificial jet engine 
emanating from this machine. 


His arms are dropped to his sides as the humming changes to a series of sharp beeps right in his 
eardrums. Dream tries to find a focal point where his eyes can rest easily in such a horrifying 
situation, but there is no solace in his limited field of vision. His fingers curl inward, holding onto 
the thin sheet draped over his waist region to siphon some sort of comfort. 


"Just a few more minutes, okay Clay?" asks a nurse, placing a hand on his ankle. "Dr. Myra will be 
in shortly to take a look at your photos." 


Dream nods, before realizing nobody can see his hidden face. "Uh, yeah.. I think my catheter is 
caught on something." 


"What, Clay?" 

"My catheter-" 

"Your capturer? Clay, you're fine. Please try to calm your nerves." 

"No, not capturer. My catheter!" 

The hand on his ankle detaches. "There are no cats allowed in the hospital." 
"Fucking never mind," Dream growls, trying to adjust his eyes to the light again. 


With a sigh, the blonde's hand carefully creeps up his chest to undo some of the twisted tubing that 
is caught around his neck. God knows how the nurses managed to wrap him up like a boa 
constrictor's latest meal, but they sure did. As soon as he tries to free himself, the head nurse clears 
her throat again. 


"Clay, you're moving again." 
"No shit.." 


Dream's hand falls back down as he wishes for death. After another round of what sounds like fifty 
alarm clocks held against his head, the sound drains away along with the mock floodlights. The 
table he's lying on is suddenly pulled out from inside the large camera, and Dream is faced with a 
team of nurses in lab coats and pastel scrubs. One of the men carefully lifts his head up and places 
a plastic cup of purple liquid to his lips. The solution inside is bitter and unforgiving. 


"Oh, Clay! How'd you manage this?" asks the original nurse, as she begins carefully unwrapping 
Dream's catheter tubing from his airways. "You should have said something." 


The teenager shrugs. "My bad." 
"It's fine. Dr. Myra is on her way now, okay? Keep flat." 


He tries to relax on the table as many unfamiliar faces crowd around him with various medical 
instruments. One of them presses a stethoscope to his chest, another turns up the infusion rate for 
whatever medicine they are pumping through his heart, yet another injects his left arm with 
something that feels like sulfuric acid, and the fourth envelops his right arm with a blood pressure 
cuff. Dream rolls his eyes at himself for knowing that the device is called a sphygmomanometer. 


"What's in my IV bag?" Dream questions, as the second male nurse finishes playing with the 
infusion pump. 


"Don't worry about it, kid," he responds, not even making eye contact. 


Dream sticks his tongue out, knowing the nurse won't see and focuses on the rest of the team as 
he's poked and prodded at him like a lab rat rather than the dying boy he really is. He knows it's 
not easy for the world to see him a person when he has to be hooked up just to keep himself 

running, much like a five year old toaster that is one rye loaf away from sputtering its last spark. 


"Clay?" asks a young woman, stepping into his room from the hallway. 
"Yeah, sort of. Just Dream is perfectly fine." 


She nods kindly and reaches her hand out to shake his own. Dream weakly takes it and relishes in 
the way her calluses squeeze his soft appendage like melted butter. Her firm grip immediately 
relaxes him. The woman pushes over a stool so she can sit right at his bedside and then removes 
her paper cap. She has short, black hair that's slightly damp and messy from a long day of work. 
Still, she looks.. happy. 


"Nice to meet you, Dream. My name is Dr. Myra. I've just looked over your MRI results. Wanna 
see the pictures?" 


The blonde sits up and accepts the stack of cardstock. "I'm not sure I know what to look for, Dr. 
Myra." 


"I can explain everything pretty well. Can you tell me a bit about yourself first? Your parents said 
you like to run.." 


"Oh, they aren't my parents. Foster parents at best. But, yeah. I love running." 


Dr. Myra smiles. "I like running too. While in med school, I actually dealt with breast cancer, but 
nothing could stop me from chasing after that runner's high." 


"Wait, you ran while on chemo? That's insane!" Dream exclaims, his eyes widening. "I've been 
told I won't be able to run ever again after I start my chemotherapy.." 


"Chemo will be different on you, Dream, but that's because your blood disorder is getting treated," 
elaborates Dr. Myra, examining the two lumens sticking out of his chest. "What I'm saying is, 
never give up on yourself. If I had, I sure as shit wouldn't be a doctor right now. Shh, don't tell any 
of my superiors I said that.." 


Dream laughs. "I won't. Thanks, by the way." 


"Hey, no problem. You looked like you could have used a pick me up. Onto the photos?" 


The younger nods, handing Dr. Myra back the pictures. The exuberance in her expression fades 
away as she looks them over once again. Their eyes meet, but the twinkle is gone in the doctor's 
baby blues. Dream leans back and looks up at the popcorn ceiling overhead, wishing so 
desperately someone was holding his hand right now. Techno's presence always made the bad 
news felt temporary.. 


"Lay it on me, Doc. I've heard worse.." 


Dr. Myra clears her throat. "Your kidneys and liver are in the early stages of shutting down. Blood 
test results also confirm this, for your white blood cell count is almost nonexistent. In short, this 
could mean a number of things.. Your other organs will soon follow, which could lead to your 
heart stopping, various parts of your body filling with faulty blood, or even stroke. Say, Dream, 
have you ever.. coughed up blood?" 


"What?" Dream asks, his heart stopping. 
"Like, have you ever been coughing.. and a little blood comes out too? Or, perhaps, even more?" 
Dream shakes his head. "No, that's never happened." 


She pretends to wipe the sweat from her forehead while saying, "Well, that's the good news, I 
suppose. If that ever happens, notify me or someone else immediately, for you could quite possibly 
drop dead any minute." 


"Any minute..?" 


Dr. Myra tucks the photos into her coat as she stands. "Could take days or weeks, but if your body 

is so out of order that it's casting away your blood to other organs. especially your stomach, that's a 
sure sign it's preparing for something. Whether that's heart failure, stroke, or.. death, well.. we just 

won't know." 


"Got it. I'll let you know if that happens, Dr. Myra," Dream lies, trying to force his eyes to remain 
dry. 


"Thank you, Dream. I'm going to go inform your parents.. er, foster parents.. so we can discuss 
your treatment plans starting in about two weeks. Rest up for now, kiddo." 


The doctor waves goodbye as she exits Dream's room, leaving him to contemplate his thoughts and 
feelings all alone. Dream knows he won't be staying in Oregon for treatment, so telling Dr. Myra 
about his habit of puking blood is rather pointless. In two weeks time, Cara and Ant will have sent 
their foster son to New York for rigorous chemotherapy. Maybe then, he will have the courage to 
tell his medical staff about the blood. 


Or, maybe Dream will just let himself die. 
If only Techno were here.. 


If only. 


Techno's POV 


Sweat drips down the bridge of Techno's piggy nose and past his parted lips as he grunts. Ranboo 
echoes out the same noise as he takes a step backwards, arms shaking from holding up the wooden 


structure on their diagonal decline. Techno uses the back of his bare arm to rub away the droplets 
gathering under his bangs as he groans again. Clearly, he's stopped exercising as ruthlessly as he 
once had and, thus, has lost his stamina. 


"Please.. don't.. let.. go.." Techno mutters, grinding his teeth as he focuses on taking another step. 
"Why.. does this dresser.. weigh more than a car..?" 


Techno rolls his eyes as they finally hit the landing. Ranboo collapses onto the ground to catch his 
breath while Techno flips off the grand staircase. The wooden dresser has gathered quite a few 
nicks from their tiring journey, but Techno doesn't care all that much. As long as it's on the main 
floor and not upstairs is all that matters. 


"Hey, can you push it into Dream's room while I fetch the last of my things?" 
Ranboo nods, shakily standing. "Yeah, no problem." 


The pinkette takes in a shallow breath as he skips his way back up the stairs and into his wasteland 
of a room. His bed has been stripped of the sheets and pillows, and the clothes have been ripped out 
of the closet. Now, only Wilbur's half, mainly button-ups and sweaters, remains. The broken glass 
of the vanity has been cleaned up and discarded, but anyone that enters could easily tell a fight 
went down, even if it was just Techno versus himself. The twins' banana leaf plant is well and dead 
with some of its dry potting soil littering the ground. Nothing else exists on Techno's half of the 
room. 


Techno carefully crosses onto Wilbur's side, squinting at the corkboard above his bed. Pictures of 
them with their friends from Snowchester are shown in various polaroids having the time of their 
young lives, before Techno became too self-aware. Times like those were so much easier, but the 
broken pinkette hates seeing himself looking so sly and surrounded by fake love. What he had with 
Dream was the realest relationship he could ever have thrown away. 


"I'm sorry, Will," Techno whispers, as he plucks the photo of them dancing together off of the 
board. "But, this one's mine now. Enjoy the room." 


A sigh slips from Techno's lips as he pulls the lime green sleeves of Dream's hoodie down to hide 
his jagged cuts. He tucks the photo in his pocket as he says his final goodbye to the room he's lived 
in ever since Phil got his teaching job in Oregon. Techno's eyes caress the doors of the rooms 
belonging to the other boys, thinking back on all the late nights he spent playing tabletop games in 
Bad and Skeppy's room and even later nights passing the blunt in Sapnap and George's room. He 
doesn't want to set foot up here for awhile. 


"Techno?! What do you want done with the pile by the front door?" calls Ranboo, from downstairs. 


The older runs back down to the main floor and looks over the pile in question. Quite a few of his 
outfits, photos, and posters are all sitting in a jumbled mess, such a painful reminder of the 
bittersweet past. Techno looks up at Ranboo, raising an eyebrow, as he grabs an armful. 


"Get the rest and follow me outside." 


Ranboo tilts his head in confusion before quickly scooping up Techno's junk and hastily chasing 
him into the humid night. A choir of crickets sings to the two boys as they walk down the concrete 
path that leads past the fountain and to the edge of the property. The tall oaks of Oregon overlook 
the freshly cut grass of the courtyard exactly where an overflowing metal trashcan sits. 


"What exactly are you thinking, Tech?" Ranboo questions, eyeing him and the trash. 


"You see, Ranboo, if I want to change myself, then I have to change absolutely everything. I can't 
be the best version of myself with all of these reminders sticking to me like poison spines. They 
have to burn with the old me." 


The younger's shoulders sag with defeat as he nods. "All right. Where do we start?" 


Techno turns to the side and gives a hefty kick to the metal container, both kids watching as the 
well-managed grass becomes littered with week old pizza, beer cans, and random bits of plastic. 
The pinkette then loads the trashcan down with items he's cherished for so long. His purple trench 
coat and blood-soaked sweater are only a couple of the pieces he'll be parting with forever. 


"Your turn,” instructs Techno, stepping aside to make room for Ranboo. 


Ranboo lets the contents of his arms fall on top of what Techno already tossed away. Techno 
removes the happy-go-lucky photo of him and Wilbur from his pocket, along with a pristine, 
gunmetal lighter he found on Alex's side of his and Karl's shared room. He lays the photo on the 
rest of his belongings before removing a swath of banana leaves from Dream's hoodie and adding 
them to the lethal concoction. Their brittle texture and lack of hydration makes them a safer 
alternative for gasoline. 


"Are you sure about this, Techno?" inquires Ranboo. 


"Yeah, Boo. It's either I burn this shit or I try to die again. I can't live in my own skin when it's 
screaming at me every second of everyday. Why do you think I did what I did last night?" 


The taller boy places a seizing hand on Techno's shoulder. "I will stay with you, always." 
"Promise?" 
Their hands connect. "I promise, Techno. Light this fucker on fire." 


Techno has to stifle a laugh with his free hand as Ranboo grins at him. With their fingers 
interlaced, they both reach forward with the lighter. Ranboo holds down on the trigger as Techno 
guides it to the leaves. They catch fire instantly, creating a supernova to light up the seemingly 
perpetual night sky. Techno and Ranboo step back at once to watch the flames grow and listen to 
the soft crackle of dying memories. 


"Beautiful, isn't it?" asks Techno, eyes locked on the lightshow. 
"Very. What happens if someone notices us?" 


The pinkette shrugs. "We go to prison for arson? Kidding. Nobody will ever know about this. Not 
even you and me." 


"What fire?" 
"Exactly." 
Ranboo steps between Techno and the trashcan. "We should probably head inside." 


"Right. Sorry." Techno begins idling across the courtyard with Ranboo next to him. "I need to tell 
you something else before we finish setting up my new room." 


The younger raises an eyebrow. "What is it?" 


"I can't just move into Dream's old room and burn my stuff to solve.. everything. I need to change 


myself as well. I.. I need your help with this too, if that's okay." 


"Of course, I'll help you. Do you want me to fetch some disposable cloth to patch up your arms? I 
can disinfect the wounds first and wrap them tightly to promote faster healing," Ranboo explains, 
holding open the door to the boarding house for Techno. 


Techno is about to shake his head, but he settles on a nod instead. "Actually, that would be great. 
That's not all, though." 


Ranboo trails behind Techno as the pinkette leads him into the bathroom that connects to Dream's 
old.. or Techno's new.. room. Techno flips the lights on and stands over the sink, staring at his 
almost unrecognizable reflection. Well, it would be totally foreign to him.. if one, simple thing was 
altered. The bubblegum waves falling over his right shoulder are silky from a recent wash. He's 
had them for so damn long now. 


"Don't tell me that you're thinking what I think you're thinking. That's a thought that should never 
be thunk!" 


The older swiftly opens one of the drawers of the counter, brandishing an electric razor in his hand 
with the bruised knuckles. Ranboo covers his mouth from shock as Techno thrusts the device into 
his grip. As afraid as Techno is, this is something he knows he has to do to change from a slimy 
caterpillar and into a soaring butterfly. Techno can't grow without leaving his old self behind to 
burn. 


"I need to do this, Ranboo. I need you to do this," Techno articulates, as calmly as he can. 
"You.. are sure.. about this?" 


Techno's lips quiver as he tries to smile. Ranboo audibly sucks up a lungful of oxygen as he 
switches the razor on and delicately touches Techno's never-ending hair. The two friends, who 
aren't even really friends at all, lock eyes as they both seem to register what has to happen. While 
the fire grows outside and chemicals are continuously pumped into Dream's heart miles and miles 
away, Techno's veil of pink is stripped from his head. 


And, everything is okay. 


Even if that is the biggest lie Techno's brain has ever told him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Are things winding down or heating up? Ask that fire outside of Boarding House 7... 
Tune in next Sunday for another rendition of You Wreck Me! I really hope everyone 
is still enjoying this fic. Remember to leave me a kudos if you haven't yet, for this 
project takes a lot of time, energy, and research. Plus, it shows me that you care. :) 
Also, leave me a comment with thoughts, opinions, theories, critiques, etc. and I'll 
probably respond! I love interacting with this beautiful community. Thank you for 
reading! 


Follow me on Twitter for YWM updates and teasers, as well as MC content and daily 
"I miss Techno :(" posts! I'm always down to answer questions and chat over there too, 
@ phantomsunsets. <3 


Out In The Cold 


Chapter Summary 


"I thought of you, starry-eyed; 
I wonder where we stand. 

Did I just fall from your arms; 
Down into your hands? 


I'm out in the cold; 
Body and soul." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 21! I'm so sorry for the delay; everything will be explained in the notes at the 
bottom of this chapter. Enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


A heart encased in grey frost is useless in warming one's mind with the woebegone notion 

of comfort. Hot, milky blood freezes inside crystalline veins, hardening a once soft and inviting 
core. Tears turn to snowflakes as they drip from ice cube eyes and carve out plateaus in bitterly 
cold skin. Fingertips ripen like blue plums in the sweltering heat of midday in August. Except, all 
heat has been replaced with the unbearable cold. 


Well, and of course, Techno's hands aren't frozen with blue, but rather stained with pink. 
"They're all staring," mumbles Techno. 
Ranboo grabs onto one of those magenta appendages. "Let them. They're all talk, I promise." 


"Yeah.." Techno lets go of Ranboo's hand as he grabs a plastic tray. "But, I can still feel them 
talking." 


"Should we leave?" 


Techno painfully glances at Ranboo, looking paler and more malnourished than usual. "No, no. I 
don't want you skipping any more meals for me, got it?" 


The taller flinches and starts to say, "I don't mind-" 
"But, I do. Seriously, Boo." 


Ranboo nods as he picks up one of the treys for himself. Techno scouts out what hasn't been picked 
away by all of the hungry high schoolers before them as he settles on a bowl of macaroni and a 
bottle of chocolate milk that's covered in condensation from having been left out since breakfast. 
He doesn't particularly mind having warm milk with his cold mac and cheese, so as long as these 
burning eyes leave him to fester in peace. 


"Where should we sit?" asks Ranboo, as he plonks a wilted salad on his trey along with a miniature 
bottle of spring water. 


"You're not joining the boys?" 

Brown eyes meet one green and one brown eye. "No. They can rot." 
Techno's lips quiver into a half-smile. "Follow me, then." 

"Always." 


The pinkette fills his lungs with a deep breath of reused oxygen as he holds his head up high and 
begins trotting past tables crowded with rabid freshmen and anxious sophomores. The juniors are 
carefree, having many tables pushed together to create their own hippie circle in the center of the 
cafeteria, away from the drama. Seniors sneak hits of off each other's vape pens as, slowly but 
surely, the attention switches from petty gossip to the silhouette of a fallen angel. 


"Holy shit." 

"Is that Techno?!" 

"I thought he died!" 

"Oh my god." 

"He looks like hell." 
"Why would he do that?" 


Techno's pink hands grip the trey like it's the neck of someone that just implied his mother was a 
cow. Ranboo idles behind him, no doubt attempting to cower in a shadow that doesn't cover him. 
Whispers are passed amongst friend groups as slender legs taunt onlookers. On the opposite side of 
the large, open room is a little table with a few unfamiliar faces and two very bright individuals. 


"Hey, Techno! Ranboo. Would you guys like to sit with us?" questions Niki, grinning up at the 
approaching boys. "Oh, Techno, your hair looks fantastic! When did you to decide to buzz it?" 


Ranboo immediately sits down next to her. "Last night. I actually did all the work." 
"It's amazing," Sam comments, patting the seat next to him for Techno to sit. 
"Think so? My hair hasn't been this short since I came out of the womb." 


Niki giggles. "Yes! Perfect look for the masquerade, might I add. Has your entire look changed? 
I've never seen you wear this hoodie before." 


"I'm changing, yes.. Although my hair had to go, I wanted the pink to stay, so I colored it. As for 
the hoodie, it's my favorite thing I own, even though I've never been a fan of lime green," Techno 
explains. 


Sam curiously brushes a finger over Techno's wrapped forearms. "What's with this bandaging? Is it 
part of your post-apocalyptic fighter style?" 


"Yeah, I'd say. Another Ranboo edition." 


Techno and Ranboo lock eyes from across the table, both knowing the actual truth behind Techno's 


cloth-covered forearms. A bit of blood has soaked through the undersides, but as long as Techno 
doesn't put them on display, no one will even notice.. unless they try to notice. Luckily, only 
Ranboo knows Techno's latest secret. 


"Well, Tech, I was going to invite you to the salon with me on Saturday to get your hair dolled up 
for the masquerade, but I suppose that's off the table now. Think Dream will go with me?" Niki 
inquires, before she takes a bite of her and Sam's shared peanut butter and jelly sandwich. 


"Actually, I don't think Dream will be attending the ball. He's, uh.. moved away." 

Niki's eyes widen. "Wait, like.. for good? Oh, that's disappointing. I'm sorry, Techno." 
"No, it's fine," Techno insists, avoiding eye contact. "He was kind of annoying, anyways." 
"He was such a nice-" 


Sam's sentence is cut off by a spur of laughter as Techno lurches forward and knocks over his 
chocolate milk, soaking Dream's hoodie. His pink fingers shakily rise to the back of his head. 
Where Techno expects to find waterfalls of silky hair is a warm, gooey substance. He immediately 
reels his hand back in to find his fingertips coated in red. Sadly, it's not blood. The piece of pizza 
that smacked him lies on the tile next to their table, lifeless. 


"I think I need to go," murmurs Techno, as he abruptly stands up. 
Ranboo immediately jumps up as well. "I'll come too!" 


"No.." The daunting laughter only becomes louder as Techno faces the crowd with milk dripping 
down his torso. "No, I need to be alone.." 


Without a second thought, Techno paces across the cafeteria as the voices of kids that once adored 
him chase him into hell. Techno only knows one thing at this point, and it's that no amount of fake 
blood or even real blood will cure his sudden unpopularity. Right before Techno enters the 
hallway, he takes one last look at the spiteful faces watching him. He sees Wilbur smirking at him 
intently, only one triangle of pizza missing in the box in front of him. 


They are no longer brothers. 


Techno begins hauling ass as he runs as fast as he can to a bathroom he can sulk in until the lunch 
period is over. He only slows down once he has to sneak past the gym entrance, for Techno can 
clearly hear people talking and giggling. Out of morbid curiosity, Techno peeks inside just to see 
Karl covered in tacky glitter, surrounded by a multitude of decorations. Alex is there too, laughing 
as he wraps Sapnap in fairy lights. Karl eventually joins them, arms outstretched to hug them both. 


"We'll get no work done if you two keep goofing around!" Karl playfully scolds. 


Alex raises an eyebrow as he runs a hand through Karl's hair. "You're loving every minute of this. 
Just admit it." 


"Nuh-uh." 


Sapnap, successfully having escaped his light prison, begins tying all three boys together with 
Alex's mock rope. "Now we're all stuck together!" 


The three boys laugh as they fall to the floor, hands gripping other hands as they exist in 
unbothered bliss. Techno forces himself to look away, for the sight is much too painful to bear any 


longer. He can't help but feel that the world would be so much better off if he disappeared into the 
night and never showed his face again. Wilbur doesn't need him. Karl doesn't need him. 
Even Dream doesn't need Techno. 


So, who does? 


Techno toys with the cloth bandaging around his arms as he meanders away from the gym, 
completely unaware that one brown and one green eye have been watching him from afar this 
whole time, arching in sad slopes as Techno flees into the nearest bathroom. 


Maybe somebody.. 


"Please be around here somewhere.." Techno whispers, as branches whip him in the face and 
chipmunks scurry past his feet. 


The curious pinkette ambles in the direction of the sinking sun, its blood orange rays peering 
through the thickets and ocean-kissed oak leaves. Without his long hair to protect him, Techno is 
prone to various sticks scarping across the back of his neck and past his sharp cheekbones. Still, he 
keeps traversing, for even though the forest clearly doesn't want Techno here, he is continuing to 
follow the promise of sky. 


Techno, at last, falls out of the brush and onto his stomach, spitting out a wild berry in the process. 
It takes him quite a few seconds to grasp his bearings and readjust Dream's hoodie. He curses 
silently to himself upon noticing a tear in the sleeve at the base of his elbow. For how old this piece 
of clothing is, Techno never imagined he himself would add to the rips of personality. 


"I suppose Dream won't mind since this belongs to me now." 


Ignoring the faux blemish, Techno takes in the sight around him. The overgrown, long forgotten 
playground that Dream once showed him is in even more disarray than Techno remembers it being. 
For starters, the heaping pile of scrap metal from the broken swing set is now scattered around as if 
a bear raided the camp, insistent a delicate morsel was hiding somewhere in the clutter. Rusted 
chains are strewn over the shady trees, and the play structure's rotting wood has been stripped 
away, leaving the red, plastic slide to hang on by just a few planks. 


"Fuck, who did this?!" Techno shouts, kicking at the remains of a seesaw. "No, no, no. No! 
Everything was fine besides the damn swings.. I don't understand.." 


The pinkette hones in on a shimmering object situated at the very top of the overlook, just above 
where the flowers bloom below in a vast valley. Techno pats his arms to make sure none of the 
bandage corners are sticking up on his arms as he climbs over rubble to retrieve the outlier. A 
smashed polaroid camera covered in glittery stickers in the shape of stars is the only thing in this 
abandoned park that is of this century. 


"Getting rid of evidence, I see. Well, FUCK YOU!" 


Gathering all of his strength into one focal point, Techno heaves the camera far off into the valley, 
not wanting to remember the moment he stopped believing Ranboo was a good person. Techno 
will need a lot of time to forgive Ranboo's actions, if and when he ever starts spilling his guts on 
who is out to ruin his life. Until then, Techno will consider himself as alone as ever. 


Techno turns his attention away from the drop-off and continues eyeing the wreckage all around 
him. A bird nest full of teal eggs has been completely smashed, no doubt during the decimation of 


Dream's secret hideout. Techno silently mourns for the lives that never came to be as he pulls one 
of the makeshift swings from a heap of worn parts. The splintering plywood with two rusty chains 
extending from each side can still be used if he wants to get a little crafty. The determined teenager 
yanks it loose, no longer needing to worry about his hair getting caught. 


Just as Techno frees the sad excuse for a swing, his phone begins buzzing in his pocket. 
"Blade," mutters Techno, wiping the sweat from his forehead. 


"Dave! My gem! It's Sycamore here with ever delightful news, as per usual. Is the old man 
around? What about the sick boy? I can't seem to reach either of them!" Mr. Sycamore bellows. 


Those brown eyes double in size. "Uh, no.. You can relay their information to me, though." 


"Perfection, kiddo. I've just received word that Clay's case is ready for a standing trial. It won't last 
long, I promise. As soon as his story is reviewed, he will be a free man, ready to make his own 
decisions. Of course, I will be there to assist him in applying for as many benefits as possible so 
that every medical expenditure can be taken care of. I'll personally find him the best doctor in the 
damn country and make sure he doesn't owe a cent for that bone marrow transplant." 


Techno sits down in the tall, itchy grass when his own legs refuse to support him under the weight 
of such important news. "Holy shit. How long would this all take?" 


"Not but a few weeks. This time next month, he can be well underway with treatment!" explains 
Mr. Sycamore, his animated way of pronouncing things making Techno's heart sizzle. 


"Okay, thanks. I'll.. uh.. talk to my dad and Dream.." 
Mr. Sycamore clears his throat. "Have them call me by tomorrow. Have a good evening, Dave!" 


As the lawyer hangs up, Techno is left to share his overflowing emotions with nothing more than 
old trees and uncaring birds. Things could have been different for him and Dream, if only the boy 
of love had stuck around. Techno knows, deep within his soul, that they should have never been in 
each other's lives to begin with. It's much too explosive and painful when the boys are forced to be 
together. It's much too perfect. 


The pinkette squeezes the chain in his hand for support as he lets all of the trapped air out of his 
lungs and brings himself to his feet. He eyes the largest oak, one of its thick arms extending out 
over the valley. Techno can easily think through the most challenging dilemmas in his life, but 
when it comes stupidity, sometimes he cannot help but willfully fall in line with its bitter ecstasy. 
He simply wants to act like he cannot tell right from wrong, though they are almost always 
apparent. How selfish. 


Techno, still lugging the swing, holds onto that large branch and pulls himself up. As his muscles 
expand for maximum efficiency, Techno can feel his forearms burning as his fresh wounds are 
ripped open from the sheer force. Still, he doesn't pay them any mind. Techno's thighs hug the 
branch as he slithers away from safety. When he's over the valley, only then does Techno let his 
legs hang over the edge and sway gently in the breeze. The cloud bank hasn't followed him up 
here, for all the boy can see is miles and miles and miles of omnipotent sky. 


"You'd love this so much, Dream." 


Returning to his work, Techno takes one of the chains and begins knotting it around the hefty 
branch. He has to crawl a bit backwards to tie the other chain, but Techno isn't afraid of heights 
right now. In fact, he is fucking fearless, wriggling above the deep valley like a sparrow on a 


telephone wire. The only difference is that if the sparrow falls, its wings will save it from death. 
Techno lacks such a luxury. 


"If I'm supposed to die tonight.." Techno begins, looking down at the shaky piece of wood he's 
about to entrust his life with. "At least I'll die in the place my fondest memory was created." 


Closing his eyes, Techno loosens his grip on the chains and lets himself fall from the safety of the 
large tree branch. Just as he's expecting to feel his bones reduce to dust, Techno lands on the 
swing. He's almost afraid to open his eyes. Techno listens for the sound of the branch snapping, but 
when it never comes, one of them pops open. Many feet below him, the valley sings to him. Each 
bulb of blue, pink, purple, yellow, red, and orange comforts him from afar. 


And, Techno feels truly alive. 


The miracle boy begins pumping his legs and laughing like Mother Earth just whispered him the 
dirtiest joke ever. The flowers howl their lyrics to him and fill his soiled mind with euphoria and 
absolute adoration for the people he's never met and the places he'll never see. Techno screams as 
loud and as hard as he can until his throat is raw and lungs are shriveled. His voice cracks as tears 
stream down his face, but Techno is smiling and breathing and seeing everything he has been blind 
to for the better half of forever. The bees drinking from the blossoms down below rise from the 
valley just to hear him. 


"I am forever! This is forever!" Techno exclaims, no matter how much it hurts. 
His legs pump faster. 

"Taste my tears!" 

His hands ache from the grip around the chains. 

"Forgive my sins!" 

His shoes fly off from the force. 

"Claim my flesh!" 


At his highest peak, Techno notices Dream standing at the bottom of the valley and releases his 
body from the swing. His arms and legs wag in the air as he laughs and sets himself free. Techno 
doesn't care that the bandages around his forearms are soaked in fresh blood. In fact, Techno has 
never been better, a single day in his life. There is so much light surrounding him, like his own 
personal halo. Everything is bright. 


Well, until it isn't. 


A whistle from afar causes the sleeping boy's eyebrows to furrow. He tries to will the person to 
turn down their volume, for he's very weighted with his dreams at the moment. The whistle grows 
louder and sharper as the boy plugs his ears, moving his head side to side. For some odd reason, 
his blankets feel cold on this night. The boy blames the whistler for his inability to become 
comfortable in his unusually stiff bed. How he longs to slumber forever just like Snow White. If 
only the whistling would stop. 


"Please.. quiet down!" he begs, though his voice comes out rough and hoarse. 


The boy's knees dig into his chest as the tune closes in on him, surrounding him in music notes that 
imbed in his skin like thirsty ticks. He sleepily swats away the bugs that aren't even real. The 
whistler continues disturbing his sanctity of peace. At last, the boy has had enough, and he 
immediately flies up and opens his eyes, ready to rip the whistler a new one. 


But, as Techno takes in the sight around him, the whistling abruptly stops. The terrified pinkette 
huffs out a few shivery breaths as he hugs himself and gazes around the dark valley. He can barely 
see a foot in front of him, for night has long since fallen. Expecting to find a sky of stars above him, 
Techno only sees shadowy clouds. He tries to stand, but it hurts too much. Techno cries out in 

pain, grabbing onto his right leg as it flops out in front of him at an awkward, almost inhuman, 
angle. 


"Shit.." Techno mutters, gasping as he touches the bent limb. "I've broken my leg.. Help me! 
Someone, help me! Please.." 


The night produces not a single response. Techno's quaking arms are so cold from the autumn air. 
He has not a clue how many hours he's been asleep in the valley, but he'd surely be dead right now 
if it weren't for Dream's hoodie. He coughs violently while looking over the blood-soaked 
bandages Ranboo put on his arms last night. As if the cold wasn't enough, he might have bled out 
had these not been stopping the flow of blood. Techno has lost a fair amount, by the looks of it. 


"Fuck, my head. Is this my punishment, God? For abusing Dream's love? Well, take me, then! I 
don't deserve to live in a world he won't inhabit soon.. All this blood I am leaking could have gone 
to use, you bastard! If I could just give it to Clay Dream.. If I could just be held by him.." 


Techno begins to cry as the taunts leave his mouth. As dehydrated as the narcissistic boy is, he will 
always have enough tears for Dream. His temples ache as he sobs and gazes down at his purple, 
black, and blue calf through blurry eyes. The flowers and grass around him are tainted with red 
now, as if nature hasn't been tortured enough by Techno's existence. He wants to rip the bandages 
from his forearms, but Techno simply doesn't have enough strength to. His body is cold and numb, 
covered in scrapes, cuts, and bruises. Not to mention, his right fibula and tibia must be powder. 


"Techno? Techno! Are you out there, son? Techno?!" calls a voice, followed by the beam of a 
flashlight glimmering on the overlook. 


"Dadza? Dad! Dad, help! I'm down here! Oh, please help me.." 
The ray of light shines directly into his eyes. "My boy?" 


"Yes! Help me, Dadza. I've broken my leg," sobs Techno, as he shoots his arms in the air. "It's fifty 
different colors and hurts like hell.. please." 


Phil immediately drops his flashlight and begins sprinting down the hill in the direction of his son. 
He leans down to Techno, looking into his bloodshot orbs with so much concern, yet more relief 
than Techno could ever comprehend. He puts his hands on Techno's nearly bald head and gives 
him a big kiss on the cheek, even though Techno is well aware he's covered in his own blood and 
dirt. 


"What happened to you, my sweet child? We've been looking everywhere for hours.. Oh god, I 
thought you.. you might have been dead. Techno, I can't even fathom a world where you aren't in 
it. Oh lord, I missed you.. I fucking missed you." 


Techno leans into his father's grip, crying faster than he can produce tears and holding the man that 
raised him as tight as he possibly can. The older's jacket soaks up the salty water as Techno clings 


to Phil. Every emotion Techno has tried to hold back comes pouring out. Phil examines Techno's 
injured leg, carefully touching the bruised area with one hand as he supports his son with the other. 


"Are you mad?" Techno asks, through tears. 
"Never, Techno Blade. I love you always, okay? I will get you out of here." 


Phil hoists Techno into his arms and begins carrying him up the hillside. Techno balls his hands up 
in the back of Phil's jacket while trying to focus on the tree hanging over the valley. Dream waves 
at him delicately as he swings back and forth, whistling all the while. Techno buries his face in 
Phil's long hair to get the image of Dream out of his mind, but he can still hear the atrocious 
whistling. It's almost painful. 


"Techno? Are you listening?" questions Phil, softly rubbing his back. 
Techno reels back. "What?" 


"We're at the Buick. I'm gonna drive you to the hospital as quickly as I can and then call 
Housemother and Housefather. Can you tell me anything that's happened today? Do you 
remember?" 


His father painstakingly helps Techno lie down in the backseat. Pain shoots all throughout the right 
side of Techno's body as he winces and whines. Phil carefully shuts the door before climbing into 
the driver's seat and putting the car into gear. 


"I fell off the hill.. Then, I woke up. What time is it?" 


"Nearly midnight," Phil answers, speeding down the road. "Techno, your housemother found your 
fencing suit all cut up in the family room with your helmet and sabre missing. Nobody had seen 
you in such a long time. All of the other boys are out roaming the town and campus looking for you 
right now.." 


The pinkette tries to focus on Phil's words rather than the endless pain as he says, "My fencing 
suit? I.. I had no idea.. It was only like five or six when I got here." 


"Well, what were you doing? And, why didn't you tell anyone? And, why did you cut your hair 
off? Tech, I'm.. I'm fucking worried about you. I know I was pretty absent in your young life after 
Mom left. I should never have left you and Will all alone to care for Tommy. I should have found a 
way to make it work.. And, I'm so sorry that I didn't. I want to the best father I can be, but what I 
do now can never undo the past. I am so, so, so fucking sorry, Techno." 


Techno reaches his hand forward and places it on top of Phil's own, though it takes all of his 
remaining energy away. "I love you, Dadza." 


"Hold on, Tech.. We'll be there soon. Just hold on as long as you can.." 


The piercing sound of the whistler returns as Techno's fingers slip away from Phil's warm skin. His 
heavy eyelids begin to close again, and no amount of willpower can keep them open. Techno 
forgets about the pulsating in his calf and focuses on the song belting out from familiar lips, pursed 
and glistening. The frozen heart in Techno's chest begins to crack like an iceberg, taking away the 
last bit of life from an unforgiving human being with a forlorn existence. 


But, even as Techno fades away, the only thing on his mind is a tall boy in a lime green hoodie 
with gemstone eyes, starlight freckles, sandy beach hair, and an ethereal smile made of neon gold. 


Techno Blade is in love with Clay Dream. 


Dream's POV 


A cold drop of sweat falls from the tip of Dream's upturned nose and into the mucky water. He 
watches the ripple span outwards along the surface as the familiar taste of iron creeps up the back 
of his throat. Dream feels a million pins and needles dig into his skull, his eyes, and his teeth all at 
once. Red waves roar out of him with lightning speed and a crash of thunder. His balled up fists 
strike the tile as he vomits the blood filling his guts out. 


Dream, still shuddering and weak as ever, quickly flushes the toilet and crawls along the bathroom 
floor, towing his IV stand by the tube in his chest. The lower half of his jaw twitches as Dream 
painstakingly picks himself up by grabbing onto the doorknob and hauling himself to his feet. He 
presses an ear to the door of his hospital room, but the voices he was listening in on before a puke 
attack called his name have been replaced with footsteps. 


"Puck.." Dream whispers, smoothing out his sweaty hair and pretending to smile. 


Just a breath later, his door swings open, and Dream is presented with the comforting face of Dr. 
Myra, short hair cropped above her eyes rather than tucked back in paper cap today. He lets his 
shoulders drop just a little bit, for pretending like everything is dandy in his life is just a tad too 
hard on his decaying body today. 


"Hi, Dream. How are you feeling? I didn't expect to see you out of your bed." 


The blonde tries not to stare at the spot of blood on the hem of his hospital gown as he expressly 
states, "I'm doing okay. Better than okay, actually." 


"Well, that's good." She steps past him and over to the chart hanging on the wall. "I see you've 
already been administered your intravenous medications for the night. I only have a few things for 
you before I leave you to sleep." 


"What's that, Dr. Myra?" 


Dream tries not to fall over his own unstable feet as he pitters on back to his bed. He's very 
lightheaded and sensitive right now, but Dream can't tell if it's because of his new meds or the fact 
that he can't seem to stop puking blood. Whatever the reason, he can feel himself slipping. His skin 
is patchy and pale, not to mention constantly covered in chilly sweat. If his core is on fire, then 
why is Dream so cold all of the time? If only he could find his hoodie.. 


"First off, a couple of pills. Bet you haven't taken any medicine by mouth lately, huh?" she banters, 
placing a Styrofoam cup of water on his pull-out table. 


"You could say that. I was never any good at swallowing pills when I was a kid." 


Dr. Myra holds out her hand and places a translucent yellow pill and a cherry-colored pill in 
Dream's palm. He immediately tosses them back and grabs at the water, chugging it all down after 
just wasting most of his fluids in the restroom. It surprises Dream immensely that he hasn't 
mummified himself from all of his blood loss recently, but the clock of his life incessantly ticks. 
Eventually, his disease will win. 


"Looks like you've improved." She pulls a stack of envelopes from her lab coat and adds them to 
the mess on the pull-out table. "Are you sure you're doing all right tonight? You look a little worse 


for wear. I can help you if you just be honest with me." 


Dream widely grins, though it's with little sincerity. "Thank you for the concern. Really, I'm okay. 
Just kinda tired and such. Is there anything else..?" 


"Fine, fine. I'll get out of your hair. Just your mail for the day; that's all." 


"Oh, thanks. I forgot about the concept of mail." Dream quickly thumbs through the envelopes, not 
entirely paying attention to what any of them entail. "Have.. my foster parents said anything about 
my treatment? Or, ya know, relocation?" 


Dr. Myra raises an eyebrow. "Not to me. Are you scheming?" 


"Always. Just.. please.. let me know if they do. They don't like to keep me in the loop of my own 
damn condition, and it's frustrating as hell.." 


"Hey, I'm always down for a bit of scheming. I'll keep my ears open, Dream. Now, get some sleep, 
okay? You need as much rest as possible so your body can recover from all of the strain your meds 
put on it,” she instructs, arms crossed over her chest. 


The blonde can feel a trickle of blood seep out from his lips as Dr. Myra gazes down at her shoes. 
Dream quickly wipes it away and keeps on grinning, but her suspicious expression tells Dream that 
he's not as sly as he would like to be. To be fair, it was a lot easier to hide the fact he was severely 
ill before blood decided to start raining from his mouth. Ah, the good 'ole days.. 


"Of course. Goodnight, Dr. Myra." 


The doctor waves goodbye before stepping out of the hospital room and closing the door behind 
her. Dream breathes a sigh of relief and quickly stumbles over to the door she just departed from, 
pressing his ear against it and trying his damndest to hear a lick of the conversation he knows is 
taking place. 


"That's enough for tonight, Ant. I'm too tired to keep discussing this! That boy is going to put me 
six feet in the ground," gripes Cara, sighing. 


Ant grumbles to himself. "He's putting himself six feet in the ground, Cara. We need to get him to 
New York University Langone Hospital before next week is up. The sooner he starts chemo, the 
sooner things will return to normal." 


"When have we ever had normal with Clay? I'm beginning to wonder if he'll 
even survive chemotherapy! Ugh, never mind.. Let's go, honey." 


"Right behind you, dear." 


Dream rolls his eyes and swiftly flips off the door as he sulks back to his bed. His head is spinning 
too rapidly to absorb the true meaning of leaving Oregon next week. Sure, Dream hated this state 
with his whole chest when he moved here, but things have changed, to say the least. Even if Dr. 
Astor is a righteous asshole, he could have helped Dream find a bone marrow donor. Mr. 
Sycamore could have helped him become independent.. 


It's all in the past now, though. Dream has made up his mind that him and Techno's plans of 
freedom and curing his disease are too good to be true. Techno is too good to be true all on his 
own. Now that Dream doesn't have nationals to keep him going, he should be content with giving 
up. In fact, he almost is! Well, if it weren't for the little whispers of a fiery pinkette in the back of 
his mind. How he wishes imaginary Techno would just shut the fuck up. 


"Well, let's see who this mail is from.." groans Dream, actually looking through the envelopes this 
time. "From the law office of Machrie Sycamore? Trash! Oh, Snowchester High? This one must be 
good. Clay Dream, we express great sorrow over your parting this academy, blah blah blah. 
Trash!" 


The blonde smiles to himself while tossing away the first two envelopes, but the third and final one 
seems to catch his eye. It's unmarked, only reading his first name in handprinted letters across the 
back. This means that whoever sent this letter delivered it in person. As if that isn't ominous 
enough, the envelope is in the shade of the blood spots on Dream's gown. Someone sure knows 
how to get inside his head.. 


Against his better judgement, Dream opens the envelope. 


Dear Clay "Dream" Frost: 

Nice place you got here! So glad I could find you on such short notice. This is a kind warning to 
you, dearest Dream, for if you do not attend Saturday's highly talked of masquerade ball, Techno 
will not be surviving the night. Are you willing to risk the life of the one you love? I hope not! Or, 
do I? Tick tock, better come save your lover... I'll know if you leave for New York without one final, 
mesmerizing goodbye to us all. See you there! Kisses! 

Love, ^-^ 


Dream looks up from the paper, his heartrate immediately spiking. He lets the letter fall onto the 
floor as he fumbles for his phone, knowing he left it somewhere around here. As much as Dream 
hates Snowchester High and everyone in it, he knows what he has to do. As soon as the cold device 
grazes his fingertips, Dream scrolls through his contacts and presses the call button under the name 
he's looking for. 


"Hello?" 
"Sam! It's Dream. I was wondering if you're still down to go suit shopping with me?" 


And, though Dream can't hear it, a lonesome boy is cackling to himself in Boarding House 7. 


Chapter End Notes 


WOO! We've finally reached 100k words!! I could not be more emotional and excited 
for such a milestone. :') I've been writing "You Wreck Me" for about six months now, 
and I'm totally head over heels in love with this project. I do apologize for being gone 
the past couple of weeks. I had multiple family issues surface. Not to mention, 2 weeks 
ago, I sprained my back. I've been to the hospital and doctor's office various times, but 
I am still in great pain and will be for awhile. Writing was very difficult on me 
physically, but I didn't want to keep anyone waiting. Thank you all endlessly for the 
support. 


Leave me a comment down below! They encourage me to keep writing. <3 Also, 
follow my Twitter account about for updates, teasers, and everything else MC related. 
I talk a LOT about Techno over there, @ phantomsunsets. ;) 


Surrender 


Chapter Summary 


"Well, I'm down on my knees; 

And I'm begging again. 

You tell me why that you have to pretend; 

I know you want me, why don't you give in? 


Surrender." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 22 of 29 has arrived! Enjoy this installment. :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Death is so simple. Easy, even. Deliciously alluring. The day-to-day crawl offers not a bit of 
substance for aching, dry brains, begging for even a drop of purpose or pleasure. While feet 
scraping the concrete ache and the heart strenuously beats, what is gained from such a lackluster 
existence? Absolutely fucking nothing. So, why not die? 


Why not give in to the blood? 


Techno finds these questions and more pooling in the front of his mind as he mentally trudges from 
the depths of the deepest sleep he's ever been in. His lips crack as they ever-so-slightly part to suck 
in oxygen that doesn't feel artificial. Eyes still closed, Techno grasps the bed under him and begins 

to lift himself up. Before he makes an ounce of progress, a horrifying shriek escapes through those 

newly parted lips as fiery pain splinters through his nervous system. 


"Techno!" 


A cold hand grips his shoulder as Techno's eyes finally open. He squints, not expecting such 
blinding light to be present. Techno tries to make out who the figure in black is at his side, but 
everything is blurry and brighter than hell. He clutches the hand and throws it off of him, not 
desiring human touch now or maybe ever again. 


"Who are you?" Techno asks, his voice raspy. 
"It's me, Tech. Ranboo." 


The pinkette's mind pieces together the image of his lanky friend, duel-toned eyes and hair of black 
and white. The first thing his orbs register is the yellow tie hitting against his frail torso. Ranboo 
looks weaker than usual, as if life has been eating him up a lot more over the past few days. The 
purple bags that sag under once shimmering eyes only add to his appearance, a mixture of old and 
defeated. 


"Oh.. Fucking god, my leg hurts so much. Fuck, it feels like someone is ripping me open, Boo! 
Can you help me stand?" 


Ranboo shakes his head, hands now folded together in his lap. "You're not supposed to walk for 
awhile. Doc's orders." 


"Doc? As in.. doctor? What happened while I was sleeping?" groans Techno, wiping his eyes. 
"A lot, I suppose. It depends on what you remember. Do you know what day it is?" 


Techno has to think about this. Time feels abstract at the moment, almost like jelly. He tries to 
wade through it and reassemble his memories, but everything in his brain is scattered around in 
heaps while ablaze with amber fire. 


"Wednesday? Did I miss my alarm? Shit, I must be late for class!" 


The younger shakes his head. "It's Thursday, Tech. You won't be going to class until next week, 
I'm afraid." 


"Why is that? I'm terribly confused, my leg hurts so much, and I've got a wicked headache that's 
just pounding away in my temples!" Techno whips the blankets off the pained leg in question and 
gasps rather loudly. "Holy shit.." 


Ranboo lightly smiles while saying, "You're in the hospital. Let me find a doctor to explain 
everything I can't, okay? Try not to freak out.." 


As he runs off, Techno is left speechless while he stares at his bare right leg sticking out from the 
oversized gown he's dressed in. Running up from his ankle to his knee is the gnarliest battle scar 
he's ever laid eyes on. Techno's shin is red and swollen, flesh held together with large stitches 
covered in blood. The disgusting sight makes the pain so much more real as it shoots up into his 
hip and clouds his already fucked up senses. Wasteful tears sprout in the corners of his eyes as he 
refrains from calling out for help. 


"Ah, I see you've finally awakened, Dave," greets Dr. Astor, waltzing into Techno's room with 
Ranboo at his side. "You've had quite the injury." 


"What happened to me?! Why.. why is my leg like that!" 


Dr. Astor hushes Techno as he lowers himself into an office chair and wheels over to the pinkette's 
side. He inspects the stitching job and nods to himself, jotting something down on a clipboard that 
Techno can't see. The doctor finally looks up at him, eyeglasses perched on the bridge of his nose. 


"Well, you broke your leg, so one of our best orthopedic surgeons performed an emergency ORIF 
on you in the dead of night." 


Techno's blood runs cold. "I have no idea what an ORIF is! How'd I break my leg? Where's my 
father? What's going to happen to me?" 


"Hush, child! Mr. Blade is away teaching his classes right now, but he'll be back at the end of the 
school day to see you. You're the only person that can tell us exactly how you broke your leg, so 
why don't you get to talking while I write up a prescription of pain medication for you, yeah?" 


The pinkette wracks his brain, trying to picture the Wednesday that his mind seems to have lost. 
He wanted to visit Dream's secret playground after lessons, but did he ever get to? That's what 
Techno doesn't know. Everything about yesterday is simply gone. 


"I.. I really don't know.." 


"Fine, that's fine," mumbles Dr. Astor, writing down Techno's words. "Well, an ORIF is an open 
reduction internal fixation, which is the procedure used for surgically correcting broken bones. In 
your case, the tibia and fibula in your leg and the talus in your ankle. Open reduction means to slice 
open the skin and flesh, while internal fixation is to set the bones and 'fix' them with hardware. 

You now have thirteen screws and a metal rod in your right leg, young man. Also, a concussion." 


Techno leans back in his bed, completely awestruck. He looks over to Ranboo for some kind of 
clarity or support, but he's just quietly humming to himself, eyes fixated on the wall behind Dr. 
Astor. 


"When can I leave, Astor? I.. I have a fucking life to live," Techno states. 


The doctor stares at both boys with a cold expression. "Tomorrow, probably. We just need to 
monitor you to make sure you don't have an infection. One of the nurses will wrap your leg in 
some bandaging and fit you with a boot as well." 


"A boot? How long will I have to wear such a thing?" 


"I'd imagine about eight works. You are lucky your father found you when he did. It could have 
been a lot worse if you'd stayed out there all night." 


Techno glares at him. "How so?" 


"Well, you could have been breakfast for a wandering bear," begins Astor, ripping a piece of paper 
from his clipboard. "And, concussions are a real danger, Dave. No more lonesome hikes into the 
woods, okay?" 


Dr. Astor leaves the room as Techno contemplates the true meaning behind his words. Lonesome 
hike? He was found? Whatever he went through yesterday surely isn't something Techno would 
like to have mentally retained anyways. Maybe it's for the best he doesn't remember what happened 
to him. 


"Tech, are you okay?" questions Ranboo, snapping Techno from his thoughts? 
The pinkette frowns. "It hurts. It hurts a lot, Boo." 


"I knew you'd be in pain when you woke. Here, I brought some polish so I could do your nails to 
take your mind off things. You like red, right?" 


Before Techno can answer, the boys are interrupted with, "That won't be necessary, Ranboo. I can 
paint my boyfriend's nails for him." 


They immediately fixate their attentions to the doorway where Karl stands, smirking at Ranboo as 
his down-sloped eyes glisten behind curly bangs. Ranboo quickly stands, letting the bottle of red 
polish tumble to the floor. Techno tries to reach for him, but even the slightest of movements rock 
his whole body with piercing pain. 


"Karl? Why are you here?" asks Ranboo, his tone harsher than normal. 


Karl tilts his head. "I should ask you the same thing! Aren't you the same one who broke Techno's 
sabre, huh? Don't you know the identity of the honking person out to get Techno? I think you 
should leave, Ranboo. We don't want you here." 


"Ran-" begins Techno. 


The youngest boy holds up a finger to Techno. "Don't even worry about it. I was on my way out. I 
have something important to do today." 


"Crying in the bathroom at the boarding house isn't that important, loser. Buh-bye!" Karl exclaims, 
waving as Ranboo hastily steps past him. "What a total rat. Anyways, Techno my beloved! Holy 
hell, what happened to you?" 


"I broke my leg yesterday..." 


The brunette shakes his head. "Not that. Your hair! Where is it?! Oh god, I think I'm going to faint. 
Is it getting dark in here? I need a drink.." 


Techno slowly scoots over to make room for Karl as he heavily breathes and fans himself, eyes 
glued to Techno's buzzcut. He looks on the verge of tears, and Techno would be moved if his 
exposed leg wasn't throbbing for the entire world to see right now. This just feels.. heartless. 


"Karl, there are more important things than my damn hair.." 
Karl raises an eyebrow. "Like what? Oh, wait! I need to paint your nails. Silly me." 


"Yeah, that's what I was hinting at," Techno murmurs, rolling his eyes. "I haven't seen you in a few 
days, actually. I guess my hair is just old news to me.." 


The older strokes Techno's flustered cheek and leans in to kiss it. "I'm sorry. If it makes you feel 
any better, I'm so close to finding out who is out to get you. I will ruin them, Techno Blade. I'd do 
anything for you, you know that? I love you. I really love you." 


"That's.. good. How're Alex and Sapnap?" 


"Oh, we've been having so much fun getting everything ready for the masquerade. Do you wanna 
hear all about it? I have so much to tell you! There's gonna be a photo booth, and we hired caterers 
to bring appetizers and make non-alcoholic martinis!" 


Techno rubs his temples. "Can we talk about this later, Karl? I'm kind of in a lot of pain right now, 
and I simply don't have it in me to talk of the fucking masquerade, of all things." 


"Wow, okay. That's kinda selfish, but I'll give you a pass because I love you so much. I'll guess I'll 
be doing all the physical work in our relationship now that you're broken.." 


"Karl! We don't need to talk about that in public!" 


Karl giggles to himself and wraps his arms around Techno's torso. "Let's just cuddle and kiss for 
awhile then, yeah? I can paint your nails later." 


"Yeah, whatever. Okay. Sure. Okay. Okay." 
The older winks at him and pecks his cheek again. "That's the spirit! Pucker up, baby." 


Techno doesn't have a second to breathe before Karl plants his lips against Techno's. Karl grabs 
onto Techno's hips and cozies himself up against his mentally and physically destroyed boyfriend 
as Techno stares off in the distance and lets his mind wander to another reality. Soon, he can't even 
feel the warmth and soft pressure of Karl's mouth. 


And, there stands Dream at the base of the valley, smiling up at Techno from his spot in the tree. 


Ranboo's POV 


"Thank you," Ranboo politely says, as he steps off of the bus and onto a bumbling sidewalk 
bordering four lanes of traffic. "Well, this is the place.." 


Ranboo tucks the folded piece of notebook paper that he was previously reading from into the 
breast pocket of his suit. The tall boy could easily be mistaken as just another businessman chasing 
down taxis to catch meetings in time for the day's hustle. That is, until someone saw his face.. 
When looking at the kid's face, one can easily see that he's young, almost too young to exist 
anywhere without a guiding hand. Yet, here Ranboo is in an unfamiliar city with nothing but his 
fading mind. 


The sophomore takes in a deep breath and hastily decides to make a left, hoping and praying to 
whatever god will listen to him that this is the right direction. Nobody seems to pay him any 
attention as he curiously looks at each face and pair of fresh eyes that comb over the phones in 
their hands or stare off dazedly into the distance. He knows that feeling all too well.. 


"Please be the right way. Please." 


After a few more heart-wrenching minutes of monotonous walking, Ranboo sighs in relief as he 
spots the pristine hospital building up ahead. He picks up his pace, trying to mentally review the 
directions on the slip of paper in his pocket. Entering the building feels like a fever dream. All of 
his courage boils up into a single bubble and pops the second his hands land on the nurse's station. 


"Uh, hi.. Um.. Can you point me to Clay Dream's room?" Ranboo questions, nervously. 
The woman glances up from the monitor in front of her. "And, who are you, exactly?" 


"Ranboo! Er, Mark Ender. I'm a friend from school. We go to Snowchester High together. Well, I 
guess I should say we went to Snowchester High together. He left. But, I'm here to visit." 


"Well, you seem harmless enough. One moment please." 


Ranboo turns away to wipe the nervous sweat from his forehead. Socializing in public settings has 
never been his forte, especially when the boy is forced to. As much as he wants to prove to himself, 
Karl, and everyone else that he's not just a mess of a teen that cries in bathrooms and avoids all eye 
contact, sometimes that's just exactly what he is. If Ranboo had it his way, he'd be more like 
Techno. He always seems to know just what to say. 


"Ah, okay," begins the receptionist, smiling at Ranboo for the first time. "Clay Dream is on the 
fifth floor in the third room on the left from the elevator." 


"Thank you very much," replies Ranboo, waving a gentle goodbye as he steps away. 


His heart skips a beat as the elevator doors immediately part to let him inside, almost as if they 
knew Ranboo was heading for them. He gnaws on his lower lip while pressing the fifth button and 
trying to psych himself up for what he's about to do, how bold he's finally going to be. Standing up 
to Karl that early morning by the fountain was only phase one of his masterplan. Now, he's ready to 
kick it into high gear and save the ones he loves so dearly. 


Ranboo idles down the hallway on Dream's floor, taking slow steps as he mentally counts the 
number of rooms he passes. He stops at the third on the left, just like the receptionist downstairs 
told him, and gives a slight knock on the door. Every nerve in his praying mantis body sizzles with 


anticipation in this very moment. 
"Come in!" calls a familiar voice, from the other side of the door. 


The boy turns the handle as calmly as he can before fully stepping into Dream's room. A smile 
hints at Ranboo's lips as he takes in the sight of a person he once called his friend: Clay Dream. 
The blonde is sitting in his hospital bed, a nasal cannula wrapped around his face and attached to 
his nose. Though Dream is dressed in a rather short gown, his chest is exposed, allowing a number 
of different tubes to attach to the port sticking out of him. The shaggy waves of sand that are still 
imprinted into Ranboo's mind are tucked behind his ears and cropped above his shoulders in a 
regal, yet alluring, way. Dream sure is a sight. 


"Hey, Dream.." 

Dream's eyes immediately snap over to him. "Ranboo?" 

"Yeah, I guess you probably weren't expecting me." 

"Not at all. How the hell did you find me?" 

Ranboo shrugs, meandering over to Dream's side. "I have my ways.." 
"Was it Schlatt?" 


"Totally was Schlatt. Anyways, we need to talk," Ranboo states, sitting down on the bed and 
daring to look into those sheltered eyes. "I know you probably hate me, and you have every right 
to, but this isn't about you or me. It's about Techno." 


Dream's ears perk at the utterance of Techno's name. "What about him? We don't exactly talk 
anymore.." 


"I'm well aware. Listen, the situation at Boarding House 7 is.. terrible. Everyone is against Techno 
now, just like they were to you beforehand. I really, really shouldn't be the one to tell you this, but.. 
Techno.. he, uh.. he.." 


The blonde places a firm hand on Ranboo's shoulder. "Spit it out." 


Ranboo knows he has no business talking about what Techno's going through behind the pinkette's 
back, but he can no longer stand by and watch him suffer without actively trying to help. Just 
because Ranboo can't get through to him does not mean that all hope is lost. Dream may be 
Techno's only hope of finding salvation. 


"Techno tried to kill himself, Dream," bluntly states Ranboo. 


The emerald glow in Dream's eyes seems to disappear all at once. Though he looked like he was 
encroaching on Death's door when Ranboo first walked in, this takes his sickly state to a whole 
different level of pain and sorrow. His once magenta lips, now faded, cracked, and pale, quiver as 
his grip on Ranboo's shoulder loosens. 


"Please tell me this is a twisted joke.. Please tell me that he's absolutely fine, living his best life in a 
school of kids that want to kiss the ground he walks on.. Please say you're lying to me.. Please.." 


"I really wish I was. I've watched him fall apart ever since you left Snowchester, and it's the most 
horrific display. I love and care about him. I want to save him." Ranboo abruptly stands from 
Dream's bed and places both hands on his head. "Watching him go through this and feeling 


helpless is a nightmare I can't get out of. And, I know that things are only going to get worse with 
whoever is secretly tormenting him on the loose." 


Dream painstakingly lifts himself from the bed, towing his IV stand as he joins Ranboo. "I love 
Techno too. Not in the same way you do, but I really love him. Is he okay?" 


"Depends on your definition of okay. I saved him from drowning in the bathtub after he vertically 
slit his wrists, but nothing about him is okay. He.. broke his leg yesterday, yet he has no idea how. 
Techno was rushed into emergency surgery overnight." 


"What?!" Dream grips onto the cloth of Ranboo's suit. "We can't let this go on any longer.. I must 
admit, I did get a type of ransom note from the traitor telling me Techno would die if I didn't attend 
the masquerade.. We have to go, together." 


The sophomore allows Dream to lean on him for support. "You shouldn't go to that blood bath! No 
way.. You're sick and need to stay here, okay? I don't want you getting hurt as well.." 


"I'm already hurt. Everything that happened with me and Tech was some of the most pain I've ever 
felt, and that's saying a fucking lot." Dream's expression hardens. "I'm going to that ball. I'm going 
to try and help Techno Blade.. But, Ranboo, in order to do this, you need to tell me who is after 
him. I know you're hiding his identity.. Please.." 


Ranboo swallows down the lump in his throat and guides Dream back over to his bed. The once 
strong and prominent runner shakes as he lowers himself to the mattress, wincing in pain with 
every little breath. It seems as though both halves of the star-crossed lovers are living in eternal 
agony right now, and Ranboo would do anything to ease their tortured souls and bear the burdens 
that strangle them. 


"I don't know," whispers Ranboo. 
Dream rolls his eyes. "Stop lying! Stop hiding the truth! Who is after Techno?" 
"I don't know!" 


Deafening silence fogs up the room as Dream opens his chapped lips to release a few whimpers of 
pain. Ranboo kindly places his palm against Dream's cheek and nearly weeps at how cold his skin 
is. Dream melts into the gentle touch, almost as if it's all he needs to continue breathing. 


"What does that mean, Ranboo?" Dream chokes. 


"I know it's hard to believe, but ever since Karl destroyed my memory book.. I've genuinely 
forgotten who they are! It sounds like a made-up, lame excuse to gaslight you, but I promise, if I 
knew, I'd drive them into the ground.. I've distanced myself from everybody, even Tubbo and 
Fundy, just to be safe! But, I really don't know.." 


The blonde begins to softly cry, clearly defeated. "Why the fuck is your memory so shot, huh? 
Why the hell are you like this?!" 


Ranboo clears his throat. "I have anterograde amnesia. And, that's not a lie. I promise." 
"What.. what is anterograde amnesia..?" 


There is a slight pause before Ranboo explains, "It's a type of amnesia caused by damage to the 
hippocampus in the brain.. Basically, I have all of my memories from childhood, but ever since the 
accident, I have had a serious inability to retain memories. That's why I keep memory books. Karl 


destroyed my most recent one, and I can't remember a goddamn thing that I'm supposed to! Not 
who's after Techno, not anything! I don't even know who is my friend and who isn't.." 


Dream interlaces their fingers. "I'm your friend, Ranboo. What accident are you talking about?" 


"The one that killed my parents. It was a car crash about a year ago, I think. Everything in my life 
up until that moment is crisp in my mind. But, the wastes of everything that happened afterwards 
leaves me feeling like the accident was just yesterday." 


"Fuck.. Ranboo, you're a fucking orphan?! Why the hell didn't you tell me? I, of all people, could 
have been able to help you through that!" 


Ranboo shakes his head. "I didn't want help. I still don't. It's hard dealing with it, you know? Just 
because I attend a fancy school doesn't mean I live a perfect life. I think it's that way for a lot of 
people at Snowchester High; the only problem is that nobody's ready to admit it." 


"Like me." 
"And, like Techno too." 


The blonde squeezes Ranboo's hand tightly and says, "You're wise beyond your years, Ranboo. 
Well, I'm not giving up on Techno. Or you. Whoever this fucker is, they aren't going down without 
a fight. We need to make a plan for the masquerade that will ensure Techno's safety. On top of 
that, it's time to finally uncover the identity of the anonymous boy hidden behind red envelopes." 


"I agree. We'll do it for Techno." 
Dream nods. Ranboo smiles. The two boys fall into a sweet hug. 


"For Techno." 


Karl's POV 


Fingertips capped in icy mountain blue nail polish scrape across the wallpaper, tearing perfect claw 
marks into the paisley print. Every footstep is filled with anger, each one louder than the last. Karl 
rounds the corner as he stares at his bedroom door. He knew it would be there. He knew he was 
being watched. 


Karl grabs onto the handle of the kitchen knife, tip still stuck in his wooden door, and rips it out. 
The red envelope held in place falls to the ground. Karl examines the nick in the wood, knowing 
Housemother will be on him and Alex's case later for the damage. He'll bat his eyelashes and 
pretend like he hasn't a single clue how it got there. When she questions all of the boys on the 
whereabouts of her missing kitchen knife, Karl sure as hell won't admit to hiding it under his bed. 


The brunette tucks the weapon between his mattress and box spring, red envelope gripped in his 
other hand. He scans the room quickly and then sits in the center of the flooring as he rips into the 
letter. The rapidly beating heart inside Karl's pretty chest becomes clenched in spiny tendrils as he 
prepares himself for what he already knows to be true. 


Dear Karl Jacobs: 

Uh oh! It looks like I have made an "oopsie"... Your beloved friend, Clay Dream, is set to be in 
attendance to the masquerade in 2 days. Suppose Techno will save him a dance? A kiss? A lover's 
embrace in the dead of night, under the covers and away from God's eyes? You better get to 


scheming, sweet Karl. I can't wait to see what you have planned! Yes, I will be watching. Want to 
know who I am? Be prepared to hurt everyone you've ever loved. Time is running out! Don't lose 
this opportunity, or my identity will remain a secret. Let us spill blood, together. 

Love, ^-^ 


Karl glares at the handwritten words. Every little atom in his body shakes like an earthquake has 
just struck Snowchester, and as soon as he stands up, he sees only hate. Karl throws open his door, 
shredding the letter and tossing scraps away as he stomps down the hall. He bangs on a few doors 
as he walks, anger boiling. 


"Sapnap, Alex, George, Bad! Get the honk out here!" Karl demands, cupping his hands over his 
mouth. 


No more than three seconds later, two bedroom doors in the hallway open, and out strolls all three 
requested individuals. They shoot Karl weird looks as he motions them down the staircase and into 
the lounge. As soon as they are all sitting in the various chairs and on the couch, Karl clears his 
throat and begins strategically and slowly pacing the length of the room. 


"It's time. I have to assemble my team for Saturday," he announces. 


"Shit, we're actually doing it?" Sapnap asks, eyeing Karl. "You got another note, didn't you? Well, 
we're here to help." 


Karl nods. "Yes. Dream is going to the masquerade. I can guarantee that, even hurt, Techno will go 
too. We have to stop this, once and for all." 


"As much as I agree that we should keep Dream and Techno apart, I will not do anything at all to 
hurt Dream," states George, crossing his arms. 


Alex rolls his eyes. "You won't have to, idiot. That's where I come in." 


"Good idea," says Karl, pointing at Alex. "You focus on sabotaging Dream, okay? Do whatever it 
takes to keep him away. I'll be the one distracting Techno from thinking about Dream." 


"Is this such a good idea? I feel like we're being bad people," Bad whines. 


Sapnap waves away his words. "Don't worry, Bad! We can give you a job that doesn't directly 
cause anyone trouble. What if you're the look-out, huh?" 


"Well, yeah, I can do that. I'll report if I see anything suspicious." 


Karl claps his hands together, smiling at his precious boys. "I love this beautiful teamwork. George 
and Sapnap, you both are going to have to act as a duo. Your one job is to uncover who is behind 
all of these notes. I have faith in my heart to believe it's none of you, even if Techno suspects Alex. 
You guys are my best friends, okay? I need all your help.." 


Bad stands up from the sofa. "And, you've got it. We love you and will help put an end to this 
tragic era at Snowchester High, so as long as I get a few dances with my boyfriend." 


"No worries, Bad. You'll have all the time in the world to kiss Skeppy, as will Sapnap and I," 
growls Alex, winking at the sophomore. 


George groans and sticks his tongue out. "I can't believe I don't have a date to the 
masquerade, and I have to cooperate with Sapnap. Can you guys just kill me instead?" 


"Not a chance, Gogy. You're vital to this operation," Karl expresses, looking at each of his friends 
in the eyes as he circles about the room. "And, we'll call ourselves.. The Feral Boys. Like the sound 
of it?" 


Sapnap is the first to nod. "It's perfect! We are feral, after all." 
"That's for damn sure," adds Alex. 


"I'm so proud of you all. This is going to be the best night of our lives! Can't you see it now? Fancy 
suits, sexy masks, the whole shebang! After we get rid of Dream once and for all and figure out 
who the jerk sabotaging my boyfriend is, Techno will be all mine, forever. I need this.." 


Once again, George sighs. "I'll help, but I'm not exactly happy about it. If I get the chance to date 
Dream out of this, I'll never be able to repay you, Karl. But, until then, I will complain and mope." 


"Don't you always?" Bad asks, raising an eyebrow. 


All of the others laugh as Karl answers, "Yes, he does. That's okay, though. Saturday will be worth 
it. I can promise you guys that it's going to be absolutely feral!" 


The five boys pile into a group hug, Alex and Sapnap holding onto Karl especially tight. He gives 
them both a secret glance that George and Bad simply lack the ability to see, for the trio hidden 
amongst the group is more intimate than anyone will ever know. As much as Karl obsesses over 
Techno, he also keeps a special type of love hidden in his back pocket that his boyfriend simply 
doesn't need to know about. 


Karl is happy like this, and nothing will get in his way. 
In fact, he would even kill to make sure of it. 


The knife under his bed twinkles. 


Anonymous's POV 


My List: 
Techno 
Dream 
Karl 


"Hmm, no. It's missing something." 


The tip of a ballpoint pen grazes against his tongue as he hums a soft tune. The boy gently writes 
the final name of the Boarding House 7 resident he will be taking down in a fiery pit of flames 
with him in just two days time. Not one of these kids is leaving the masquerade without a scar.. or 
seven. No, it's simply not enough to only destroy three lives. He must go deeper. He must be more 
tactical and lethally efficient. 


My List: 
Techno 
Dream 
Karl 
Ranboo 


"Ah, yes. That's much better." 


Ranboo is no longer safe. 


Chapter End Notes 


Wow, what a ride! 4 different POV scenes in this chapter, aye? I felt pretty bold with 
this, but it's necessary in conveying how everyone is feeling up to this point about the 
masquerade. Just 2 more chapters until total chaos! Are you prepared? Leave me a 
comment down below with your thoughts and opinions! <3 


I'm currently on vacation at my sister's place, but I felt the need to bust a chapter out. I 
hope I did not disappoint! I also got my septum pierced yesterday and am reaping the 
aftermath of that ordeal, lol. Follow me on Twitter for updates! > @ phantomsunsets < 


We Stand A Chance 


Chapter Summary 


"Stand back from me, honey; 

Because I don't know what I might do next. 
No, I'm surprised by this, frightened by this; 
Nothin' ever got me so out of my head, baby. 


We stand a chance." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 23, the longest chapter to date with over 6.6k words, is finally here! Prepare 
yourself for the emotional journey of a lifetime~ 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Once upon a time, there lived a young king in his own castle. He was followed by all and loved by 
many more. Every time he adorned his suit of shining armor and fought valiantly for his kingdom, 
his disciples cheered him restlessly and praised the ground he walked on. When that long sword 
was clasped by his metallic hand, he could wield it like solidified fire. His confidence was 
unmatched for miles, for the kings afar wished so desperately that they, too, could possess what he 
flaunted so effortlessly. 


But, every kingdom crumbles eventually. Every ruler is stabbed in the back by the ones that used 
to braid his hair and paint his nails. Some of them are even cut open and forced to watch as their 
guts are pulled out in bloody handfuls and fed to the people he used to feed. 


Techno wasn't lucky enough to die when his people turned on him. 


"This thing is so fun! Can I have one, Dadza?" asks Tommy, as he does a figure eight in Techno's 
wheelchair. 


Phil glares daggers into his youngest son. "Yes, Thomas, you can get a wheelchair, so as long as 
you let me break your leg first." 


Tommy sticks his tongue out just as slams into the wall, face first. He groans while slipping out of 
the chair and onto the floor. Techno rolls his eyes at Tommy as he wails in pain. Phil steps between 
Techno and his view of the most incompetent Blade brother just in time to come face to face with a 
harsh, angry expression on Techno's features. 


"I'm not getting in that thing, Dad. It's embarrassing." 


"Embarrassing? Techno, stop complaining. Plenty of people need wheelchairs to get around. You 
think those around you that need extra assistance or have lost the function of their legs are 
embarrassing?" Phil demands to know, crossing his arms. 


The pinkette sighs and looks away. "No, Dadza." 


"Good. I raised you better than that." Phil places a hand under Techno's chin. "Plus, you'll be ready 
for crutches in a month or two. Are you ready to go now?" 


Techno nods. "Am I supposed to leave in this gown? I'd like at least a bit of my dignity.." 


"What else would you put on? That ratty, green hoodie?" asks Tommy, rubbing his head as he 
plunks himself down on Techno's bed. 


"Fuck! Where is my hoodie? You haven't thrown it out, have you, Dadza?" 


Phil raises an eyebrow. "No, but I'm pretty sure it's a biohazard by now.. That thing was covered in 
blood and dirt when I found you, son." 


"I don't care!" Techno exclaims, ribbing the IV from the inner part of his left elbow. "I want my 
hoodie, and I want it now!" 


Their father gasps in sudden horror as he races over to control the red juice squirting from Techno's 
arm while he fights his own body to get up. Phil pins him to the bed, hand pressed over the 
gurgling fountain of blood. Still weak and in immense pain, Techno quickly gives up, huffing all 
the while. 


"Techno, this kind of behavior frightens me! You lost a lot of blood the other night and can't afford 
to be throwing a temper tantrum because of a damn hoodie. Tommy, grab the dingy thing." 


"But, Dadza-" 


Phil gives Tommy a stern look, causing him to quiet down and hop off the bed in search of the 
only thing Techno wants right now. Techno's red eyes forcibly peer into Phil's own piercing blue 
ones. He wonders if Phil even recognizes him in such a vulnerable state. Is this the king he sired? 
No, for the king in Techno was murdered long ago. 


"You calm, Tech? Can I let you up?" 
"Yeah, I'm fine now," Techno whispers. 


Tommy tosses Dream's ratty hoodie, still covered in blood and bits of nature, at Phil and saunters 
back over to Techno's wheelchair. Phil carefully helps his most treasured son into the gross piece 
of cloth, fresh blood immediately soaking into the inner elbow of the left arm. Techno's breathing 
immediately softens as he cuddles down in the hoodie and relishes in the forlorn scent of Dream's 
fruity cologne. 


Just as Phil is about to speak, a soft knock echoes from the open door. All three Blades 
immediately look over to see a short girl with a kind smile and cropped, lavender hair. She waves 
at the bedridden boy as Techno finds it within himself to grin back. 


"Hey, Niki!" exclaims Tommy, rolling over to Niki's side. "Do ya wanna go get some lunch with 
me or something? These squares are boring me to death right now." 


Niki side-eyes him. "Thanks, Tommy, but I actually came to see Techno. Kinda left school early 
for this and all? Maybe another time.." 


"Your loss.." 


"Thomas!" scolds Phil, dragging the wheelchair out of Niki's way. "Sorry, Miss Nihachu. Please, 
feel free to visit with Techno while Tommy and I finish his discharge paperwork." 


She nods sweetly. "Of course, Mr. Blade. Thank you. Have you graded last week's essays, by the 
way?" 


"Yes, I have. I'll be getting them back to you all tomorrow. Be seeing you, Niki." 


Tommy grumbles to himself as he follows Phil out of the room, closing the door behind them. As 
soon as they're gone, Niki turns to Techno with an endearing expression of everything besides such 
dreaded judgement and pity. She's a breath of fresh air in this overly sterile hospital. 


"Hey, Techno. How're you feeling? I heard what happened.." 


"I've been better," Techno admits, eyeing the duffle bag hanging off of her right arm. "What do 
you have in there? Is it another cake? I'd love another cake.." 


Niki giggles and sets the bag at Techno's feet. "Not exactly, but I'll bake you one very soon. Go 
ahead and open it, though.” 


Techno carefully bends over to reach the zipper with the support of Niki's comforting hand on his 
back. He unzips the bag and curiously eyes down the contents, though he's still very confused at its 
meaning. Inside, there are various items of clothing that he's never seen before like dresses, skirts, 
blouses, trousers, and button-ups. 


"I don't understand. Whose clothes are these?" 


She purses her lips and says, "Yours, Techno. Gifts from my and Sam's closets. We are both well 
aware of what happened to most of your old ones.." 


"Ranboo either can't keep his mouth shut or doesn't know how to use it, huh?" 


"You could definitely say that." Niki reaches into the duffle bag and pulls out a ruffle-patterned 
sundress with little daisies covering the cloth. "I bought this dress in Germany before I came to 
Snowchester. It doesn't quite suit me, but I know you'll look fabulous in it." 


The pinkette's lips slightly quiver as he thumbs through the array. "Are you serious? All for me? I, 
uh.. really appreciate this. I'm not sure if I'm ready for something like that." 


"You don't have to be, yet. I mean, that dress you picked for the masquerade was your first, no? So 
sad you won't be able to wear it.." 


"Oh, Niki. I'm still going to the masquerade! I have to, you know? It's a big deal to.. Karl. I won't 
be doing any dancing, I suppose. I'm confined to a wheelchair for awhile now," he explains, staring 
down the chair from across the room. 


Niki gently cups Techno's cheek. "That's just fine. Would you like me and Sam to come get ready 
with you and Boo tomorrow?" 


"Actually, yeah, that'd be great. I'm still not exactly sure how to function with this damn leg. It 
hurts at the slightest movement." 


The younger pulls a black cardigan from the bag. "May I help dress you? I can again tomorrow as 
well. Don't feel fragile or hopeless, Techno Blade, for just because you need someone to assist you 
doesn't make you any less strong." 


Techno has to think for a moment. He's never been fond of help, for he truly always has seen it as a 
sign of weakness. Now that he is without a kingdom to lead, maybe it's not so bad to ask for help 
every once and awhile.. Maybe he doesn't have to feel powerless when he's in need. 


"Yeah, sure. I guess my hoodie is.. is a bit too dirty, huh?" 

Niki nods. "We'll give it a good wash before you try to wear it again. Arms up!" 

"Where is Sam, by the way?" Techno asks, complying with her request. 

"You didn't know? He's in the city, suit shopping with Dream! He'll be attending the masquerade." 


The pinkette's eyes widen. That little bit of solace he allowed himself to feel from Niki's aid fades 
away. The knife is thrust into his back once again. The world is on fire. 


And, Dream will be at the masquerade. 


Dream's POV 


His reflection in the wall-length mirror is an unfamiliar person, someone he has never known, not 
even in a past life. The figure is lanky and built, but he's actually more slim than built now, which 
is something he's never wanted. His ribcage is no longer covered with prominent abdominal 
muscles that eyes love to latch onto when he removes his sweat-soaked shirt after an intense run. 
The bones stick out so grotesquely that the boy wonders if they're actually broken. 


Not to mention, his hair isn't cropped and styled anymore. It's not strategically cut to be kept out of 
his eyes during a match. It's not as sun-bleached as it should be in early October. It's messy, 
thinning, and too close to his shoulders for comfort. But, his hair isn't even the worst part. It's the 
dead eyes, sunken back in his pale and patchy face. His eyelids only open halfway now, and the 
emerald green has been replaced with earthy grey. The purple bags sagging under such empty eyes 
only add to his pitiful look. 


He fucking hates the mirror with a burning passion. 
"What do you think, Dream? Is this the one?" asks Sam, stepping next to him with a gentle grin. 


Dream gnaws on his upper lip. "I don't know. Does it look like I'm trying too hard? I just feel.. 
fake." 


"It's a masquerade! Everyone will be trying too hard. Plus, this vest fits you well. It's not the size 
you told me to grab since that one was too baggy, but.. it works. Dontcha think?" 


His fingertips smooth out the silky fabric hugging his torso. The vest is extraordinary, Dream must 
admit, but it would look so much better on him if he were in his standard quality of life. Ever since 
his health began on a rapid decline, he's lost so much weight and started fizzling our from reality 
like a blurry silhouette in a photograph from the 1800s. The aristocrat style vest does little to help 
him feel human. 


"It's elegant, yeah.." Dream admits, pressing on each of the six metal buttons lining the bottom half 
of his torso. "But, I feel like I'm dressed for my own funeral." 


"Oh, you're being too harsh. I think the color scheme suits you. Just think about it while I scout out 
the racks again." 


Sam exits the changing room while Dream stares himself down once more. He does quite enjoy 
how the vest dips to just below his breastbone, allowing the ruffled undershirt to peer through. The 
Victorian pattern itself has a white base with swirls of forest green and gold. On top of the purely 
white button-up, it's tapered to his form and tied with a satin bow in the back. Dream would love it, 
if it weren't for the body he was forced to wear it on. How could he have fallen from grace so 
quickly? 


Dream sighs and begins undoing the buttons so he can get himself out of this contraption and back 
into his street clothes. As much as he hates himself for it, he feels like he's on the brink of falling to 
the floor without his oxygen concentrator, so he straps the nasal cannula to his face and switches 
the monster on. His tainted lungs breathe in as much life gas as they can hold before he audibly 
exhales through his mouth and becomes grounded once more. 


"Still in there, Dream? I found a couple of more vests you can try on," calls Sam. 


The younger peeks his head out of the curtain. "I'm gonna get this one, actually. Do you have the 
dress shoes I picked out, by the way?" 


"Yeah, they're out here. I'll take everything up to the front while you finish up in there." 


Dream hands Sam the button-up and vest before sitting down inside the stall and taking a break. 
His entire body is tender and shaky from all of the toxically strong medications Dr. Myra and her 
team have been pumping into him, readying his body for chemo. They make him feel sick in the 
mind just as much as in his physical form. He can't keep water down, which is why he's been 
hooked up to saline almost 24/7, let alone solids. Exercise is off the table all together. Even now, 
he knows he shouldn't be out. Dream doesn't care, though. 


He pulls himself up from the tiny bench and touches his flustered skin just to make sure his blood 
is still pumping. Once Dream is as composed as he can possibly be, he grabs his oxygen 
concentrator and heads off in pursuit of Sam. The older latches onto the handle of the machine to 
lug it for him as Dream pays for his items. Even as they step back onto the sidewalk, Sam keeps 
hold of the device. Dream silently appreciates the gesture while also feeling helpless and useless, 
as per fucking usual. 


"Well, what else is there for us to get?" Dream questions, eyeing the shops around them. 
"I still haven't bought a mask yet. Have you?" 


Dream shakes his head. "No, but there's a costume shop just a few stores down. Head there next 
and maybe.. uh.. get some food after?" 


"Sounds good to me; I'm starving!" 


Sam begins happily trotting off in the direction Dream points, clearly unaware, or maybe just to 
polite to realize, that the smell of food makes Dream instantaneously nauseous. Having Sam here is 
nice, though, for he doesn't treat Dream like a sick kid. While everyone at the hospital coddles him, 
and everyone in the boarding house tormented him, Sam merely exists alongside him, almost as if 
he thinks they are equals. Hell, maybe he really does. 


"Hey, there it is.." Dream squints up at the peeling sign of a snarling monster holding hands with 
his fairy princess lover. "It might be a little shitty, but it's better than nothing, right?" 


"Definitely better than nothing. I'm sure we can find decent masquerade masks." 


The younger takes hold of his oxygen concentrator so that he and Sam can go off searching in 


different directions. The walls are lined with an array of outfits for everyone from tiny children to 
hulking men. Super hero, various cosplay, and typical 80s villain costumes line the walls. While 
Dream is enthralled with the never-ending sea of tiaras and capes, he stumbles upon a discount bin 
full of various masks leftover from decades of Halloweens. Sure, it's unconventional, but Dream 
wants to busy himself with digging through the relics. 


"Well, this isn't exactly what I'm looking for," begins Dream, as he tosses a pig face back into the 
bin. "But, sometimes you've just gotta appreciate what you have." 


Just as Dream is about to give up with the discounted masks, his hand grazes across something he's 
never seen before in any shop. It's a circular mask, a simple face, of white with a black smile. The 
eyeholes are rimmed in the same black. The strap spanning across the back of the mask isn't even 
adjustable, clearly hinting at the fact this dusty piece of history has been in this store since the 
dawn of man. 


"And, I think I love what I have.." 


Dream turns to the mirror behind him, immediately taken aback by the sight of himself once more. 
He quickly slips on the plain mask and watches his tortured expression contort into unassuming 
happiness. The boy in the mirror is smiling. The boy in the mirror is content. Dream likes this boy 
more than he likes the raggedy one at the suit shop. 


"Hey, Dream, I don't think they have-" Sam's words halt as soon as he lays eyes on Dream with the 
white mask on. "That's.. not a masquerade mask at all.. Or, even a little bit. It's actually kind of 
scaring me. Let's get this off-" 


"No! Er, I mean.. no thanks. I like this one.. I want this one." 


Sam raises an eyebrow, clearly unable to comprehend Dream's thought process. "But, why? You 
look like a serial killer." 


"I think it's fine. Plus, it's really cheap! I'm getting it." 


The older shrugs. "If it makes you happy, then go for it, kid. Are you ready to head back to the 
hospital now?" 


"Actually, put me into place if I'm overstepping, but could you take me to Snowchester with you? 
I'd love to camp out in your dorm tonight so that I don't have to worry about finding a way here 
tomorrow.." 


"I'm totally fine with that if you think it's safe. The hospital won't mind? What about your folks?" 
Sam questions, taking hold of Dream's oxygen concentrator once more. 


Dream knows damn well he isn't supposed to to attend the masquerade in the first place, let alone 
run back off to Snowchester without medical assistance or any of his medication. But, he has 
supplies there to keep himself in good condition for his little stay. It couldn't hurt him any worse 
than he already has been to live on the edge for just a mere day and some change. Everything with 
Dream will be just fine.. 


"Yeah, no worries. I'm completely okay to go back. We should head off now, though. I'll need to 
call my parents soon," lies Dream. 


Sam smiles and nods. "Of course. Niki is going to be so excited to see you!" 


The two boys head up to the front of the costume shop to pay for Dream's not masquerade mask as 


Dream quietly runs through the various problems he could run into while away from the hospital 
and off of his medicines. All in all, the pros outweigh the cons. Only so much can go wrong in one 
Saturday. It just makes more sense to head over now, anyways. 


After all, Dream has a visit to pay. 


Techno's POV 


"This is such bullshit. I am not using that thing. I don't care what it takes," Techno mutters, staring 
at the wheelchair across his room. "Fuck what Dad says.." 


The entirely matte black chair is sleek and small, just perfect for his feminine form. While he is 
tall, the back of the chair accounts for his torso height. One of the leg holders is extended outwards 
so that when Techno sits in it, his broken leg won't bend. One of the main reasons he can't use 
crutches right now, other than the fact that he would most definitely break the hardware in his 
healing bones, is because Techno isn't even supposed to bend the leg. 


Against his better judgement, Techno grabs onto the guardrails of the hospital bed that Dream used 
to sleep in every night. He knows everyone is out of the boarding house right now, so nobody has 
to see him struggle. Relying on core strength alone, Techno painfully lowers himself to the ground 
so that he's lying flat on his stomach. His leg cries out for relief on impact, but Techno knows he's 
strong enough to handle this. Anything to keep his dignity, right? 


"Just a few.. fucking.. feet.." he whines, beginning to crawl forward on his arms alone. 


As Techno reaches the attached bathroom, he has to take in a deep breath to propel himself up and 
reach the handle. His post surgery leg fills with fire as a dawning sweat creeps across his bare 
forehead. Techno releases the trapped air from his lungs as he throws the door open and picks up 
his speed, not minding the carpet burns on his already abused arms. Just as the front half of his 
body makes it into the bathroom, the heavy door comes swinging back, crushing his broken leg 
with the force of what must be a two ton boulder. 


The raspiest screech of bloody murder tears through Techno's vocal cords as invisible machetes 
hack at him, demanding his injured leg to feast upon. He's too paralyzed with pain and fear to do 
anything but squawk on the floor. His arms don't respond to the alerts running through his nervous 
system. The only thing Techno can do is scream and sob as the butchers continue to chop meat and 
bone from a once strong and faithful limb. 


"What's going on?!" shouts a voice, from out in the foyer. 


Techno can just barely force his senses to respond with, "Help me! I'm in here.." through 
horrendous screams. 


Strong hands grab Techno by the back and free him from the door as he continuously wails and 
pants for relief that only comes when he's finally free. His whole body throbs as his lips quake and 
try to put together enough thanks that could equate for his life. Nothing comes out, though, as his 
fuzzy vision barely adjusts to the worried eyes peering into his dilated pupils. 


"Dream..." 


The familiar blonde takes on a humanoid shape now, instantaneously calming Techno. Dream 
nods, kindly smiling while running a hand over Techno's pink buzzcut. Techno returns the 
expression, for he has no idea what else can express his gratitude as his heart races and lungs pump 


violently. 
"You look so different," Dream comments, tracing a scabbed cut above Techno's left eye. 
"You.. don't. Maybe you do. I can't tell." 


Dream's smile deepens with confusion. "You can't tell?! I look horrible. It's all the medications I'm 
on. I could be a poster child for Make A Wish right about now." 


"I don't think so.. You're still.. pretty.” Techno's shaky fingers grasp at the boot around his broken 
leg. "I didn't want you to see me like this.." 


"You think I would judge you? Techno, the only thing I'm concerned about are those deep, red 
gashes spanning your inner forearms." 


Techno diverts eye contact as his vision adjusts to the rest of the bathroom. "I'm dirty and covered 
in days old blood right now. The healing scars on my arms don't faze me anymore." 


"Well, I'm sure you can see why they faze me. What were you trying to do, anyways?" 


The pinkette motions to the porcelain bathtub and answers, "Clean myself up, of course. I need to 
soak in some hot water and scrub away the memories of these past few days in hell." 


"Can I help you? I mean, I'm here and all, and I don't want you to almost die again. Remember 
how I told you that my mother was a nurse? I know things.. I know how to be gentile. I won't even 
charge you for the cleaning service, although I could with how mangy you are." 


"I'd hit you for that if I had the strength." 


Dream chuckles, a sound that immediately hits Techno with a wave of euphoria. He nods, not 
finding it within himself to form words or a reasonable fib that will convince Dream he is capable 
of taking care of himself in the dire state he's in now. As Dream steps up from Techno's faux 
massacre, Techno studies him, trying to find the differences the other boy is so keen on believing 
right now. But, he can't find any. Dream looks like Dream, and Techno loves every freckle on his 
cheeks, no matter how faded they are right now. Some sun would do him good. 


"I guess you're confused as to why I'm here, no?" Dream questions, as he turns on the faucet. 


Techno sits up against the tub and nods. "A little, I guess. But, Niki told me you'd be going to the 
masquerade, so I'm not completely stunned.. I just didn't think you'd come to the boarding house 
after.. everything." 


"I know that I left on a very bad note.. but I still care about you. I care about your arms, and your 
leg, and your.. hair. I just care, you know?" 


"It's.. nice to hear that, actually. It hasn't been easy since you left." 


Dream carefully lifts Techno to sit on the edge of the tub he tried to kill himself in what feels like 
forever and a day ago. Their eyes meet once again, but so much is buried behind their irises now. 
Techno wants to melt in Dream's grip and let everything hidden inside dump out in roaring 
waterfalls, but he holds himself firmly in place. The dam inside, while overflowing and on the cusp 
of cracking, still manages to keep Techno afloat. 


"I'm here now, Techno Blade. May I?" asks Dream, gazing at his boot. 


The pinkette nods and extends his ever painful leg. Dream kneels to the floor and carefully undoes 
the Velcro straps until just bloody bandaging is left. Techno holds onto Dream's shoulders for 
support as the younger unwraps his leg, revealing blood-stained stitches spanning from knee to 
ankle. Dream doesn't hesitate to slip Techno out of his pajama shorts and boxers next, removing his 
black cardigan and tank top lastly. Techno once felt comfortable and confident while being nude in 
Dream's presence, but now he feels like he should try to hide every imperfection. 


Techno wonders if Dream feels the same way.. 


"Let me know if I hurt you, okay?" Dream wraps both arms around Techno's bare torso and begins 
gently lowering him into the warm water. "Is this all right?" 


"Yeah, perfect.. So perfect.." 


Dream lets Techno's stitched leg hang over the edge of the tub as Techno sinks back, letting his 
face dip below the surface. He can feel the sticky blood rinse away immediately, allowing fresh 
and old cuts to breathe. Techno keeps his eyes closed as Dream carefully washes the stitching on 
his leg. He's never been so thankful for a bath in his entire life.. 


"Who would've thought that I'd be the one taking care of you?" Dream muses, as Techno opens his 
eyes to watch him clean the ORIF site. 


The pinkette lightly splashes him. "I guess neither of us. Who would've thought that you'd be the 
one with long hair between us?" 


The older finally looks at him, a smile on his pale lips. "I guess neither of us. I don't mind this at 
all, though. I feel like I'm doing right by the universe when I can help others. Everyone's always 
forced to help me, so the change of pace is almost rewarding." 


"Would you do this forever, if you could?" 
"Take care of you? Any day of the week." 


Techno glares at him playfully and splashes him again. "No, I meant take care of people in 
general.. Not just me, asshat." 


"And, there's the Techno I'm so familiar with," laughs Dream, lathering a rag with soap. "Yeah, 
maybe so. My mom loved it, so it just feels.. right." 


One of Techno's wet hands slips out of the water to cup Dream's cheek. "I know I never met her, 
but I can see so much of her in you." 


Dream's eyes glisten as if he's seeing something Techno can't. "That's one of the best things anyone 
has ever said to me. Where'd you learn compassion, huh?" 


"Not from Karl, that's for sure.." Techno quickly removes his hand from Dream's face and covers 
his mouth, clearly startled. "Did I just say that out loud?" 


"Yes, you did. Trouble in paradise?" 


The pinkette shrugs, looking back to the water. "I don't think he cares about me in the way he 
thinks he does. He lacks empathy, I swear it! And.. he lied to me.. about you." 


"Wait, really? What'd he say?" Dream inquires, drawing his eyebrows together. 


Techno sighs. "It was when I was staying with you in the city. When we had our morning phone 
call, he started saying that you were talking bad about me nonstop and even making fun of the fact 
that my mother left me. Of course, I know that was a whole lie since you were with me.. I've never 
been able to let that go." 


"Listen, I don't mean to make drama in your relationship, but remember when I got super pissed at 
you and left before we could stay at Phil's overnight? Karl cornered me and said almost the exact 
same things about you.. I only found out the truth when I threatened Ranboo to tell me what he'd 
heard.." 


"That's why you were mad at me?! Shit! Fuck.. FUCK!" 


Dream uses his rag to wipe some dried blood from Techno's face. "I'm sorry to get you worked up. 
You look so exhausted, Tech." 


"I.. I am exhausted. I just want to sleep." 


The blonde nods, grabbing for the shampoo bottle next. "Let me just finish up, and then I'll leave 
you to rest-" 


"No! No, please.. don't leave me. Can you stay here for awhile? Just while I nap? I can't sleep by 
myself.. Please.." Techno begs, knowing he sounds morbidly pathetic. 


Dream just smiles again, not put off by Techno's neediness one bit. "Yeah, Techno. I'll stay with 


you.." 

Techno breathes a sigh of relief and sinks back into the water. Without even realizing his actions, 
he grabs ahold of Dream's free hand and closes his eyes. As long as Dream is beside him, he 
doesn't feel so hopeless. Even if he can't walk, even if the world wants him dead, at least Dream is 
here to watch over him while he sleeps. 


That's the only thing that Techno wants right now. 


Dream. 


As the Grecian tale goes, human beings were originally born with four legs, four arms, and two 
heads. The ruling god of gods, Zeus, deemed them a threat to all known power and split the 
humans into two separate entities. These entities were made to always be tracking down their other 
half, their main and most pertinent quest of life just to find one another. Soulmates, they were 
called. Two halves of the same being. Two hearts, beating as one. 


Although Techno has always felt himself drawn to Greek mythology in every aspect, he has never 
believed in any of it. Love is an idea. Soulmate is a word to cover up the worst mistake another 
could make: committing themselves to that special someone. He was perfectly content indulging in 
myths without any of them truly weighing on him. 


Well, until Dream came into his life. 


The loud and incessant ringing of a smartphone breaks the boundary between sleep and 
consciousness. Techno blindly searches the bedsheets with one of his hands for that damned 
device, but instead of the cold, sleek phone, his fingers grip around a dormant hand. As soon as 
they touch, this mystery hand grabs him back, but it's not in defense.. No, it's with gentle 
assurance. It's with love. 


The pad of their thumb rubs over the back of Techno's hand as the index fingertip traces the dips of 
his palm. Techno stops trying to find the phone, allowing it to ring in the darkness of his bedroom 
as this hand encircles his wrist and up past the base of his elbow. It lands on his shoulder and 
nestles against his nearest cheek, immediately bring about a flush of blood. His eyes finally open 
just to make sure he isn't dreaming. 


"Hey," mutters Dream, the whites of his eyes glistening in pale light seeping in from the nearby 
window. 


"Oh, hey. What time is it?" 
Dream purses his lips. "I dunno. Just woke up, myself." 
"Hmm. Who's calling?" 


The blonde finally removes his large hand to search the bedding for himself now. As soon as he 
finds the phone, Techno watches as he presses the home button. The screen lights up a little too 
harshly for Techno to focus on like Dream is. When their eyes meet again, something has changed 
in Dream's once sweet and unbothered expression. 


"My new doctor, Myra. I, uh.. I'm not supposed to be here, you know. I kind of left the hospital 
without telling my folks or anyone at all, for that matter." 


Techno sits up, worried now. "Why would you do such a dumb thing? You know better, Dream. Is 
this dangerous? You being here?" 


Dream shrugs. "Well, it's not ideal to be off my meds, but I have my oxygen concentrator in Sam's 
dorm and enough items in my track locker to keep my catheter clean for my stay!" 


"Dream.." scolds Techno, hovering above the younger while keeping his injured leg straight and 
still. "You live for trouble, don't you?" 


"I live for you, if that's what you mean.." 


A pause of thick silence follows his bold statement as Techno settles back down on his side of the 
rather uncomfortable bed. He hadn't notice just how lumpy and stiff the thing was during his 
drunken stupor just weeks prior, but now that he's been routinely staying in Dream's old room, his 
bones feel like they are all fused together. Every bit of movement makes his entire body ache. 


"I should get going," Dream furthers, once Techno has yet to respond. "Sam is probably wondering 
where I'm at. Plus, what if somebody comes around in search of you?" 


Just as Dream gets up and begins hastily heading for the door, Techno calls, "No one ever comes 
looking for me anymore, Dream. You're the only one.." 


Dream turns around, back pressed against the door. "I think I have a habit of overstaying my 
welcome, anyhow. Don't you? Isn't that how we got into this mess in the first place?" 


"Is everything we are really just one big mess? One fucking dumpster fire? Where does our rivalry 
end and our friendship begin?" 


"Did it ever begin?" 


Techno glares at Dream with a pitiful sorrow. "You.. told me you loved me.." 


"I'm sorry." 


The blonde takes a few steps nearer to the bed Techno can't leave without some sort of assistance. 
Techno has to force himself to divert eye contact just so he doesn't scare away his own personal 
deer in headlights. Though he's always been ruthlessly arrogant and confident, Dream instills 
within him the deepest fear of going too long without his touch. Techno believes in the 
unbelievable now. 


"When you had your pain crisis what feels like fucking forever ago, I felt sorry for myself for two 
solid weeks because I wanted nothing more than to be by your side.. I clung onto Karl because, for 
the first time in my life, I wasn't content with feeling alone. For the first time, I needed to be 
needed. I needed you.” 


"You can't just spring that on me now.." 


The older runs a hand over his velvet scalp. "I cut my hair and my skin to feel human again. I don't 
feel human. Never. But, when you're next to me, I don't feel like an ounce of my breath is wasted. I 
want to fight and scream and cry and.. and sleep. I think I was looking for some semblance of my 
humanity when I broke my leg. I was looking for you." 


"Techno..." squeaks Dream, just a step in front of him now. 


Techno reaches out to grasp hold of both of Dream's hands now, interlacing them and gently 
squeezing. Techno's lips quiver into a smile as the feeling of blood and skin and bone 
and love grips him right back. He has never wanted to be vulnerable before this very moment. 


"I'm sorry for emotionally fleeing from you. This is all really new and painful as fuck to me.." 
"What is, Tech? Tell me." 


Their eyes finally meet, both pairs dripping with hellish feelings. "I don't love Karl. I never have, 
even before we both admitted to each other all he's done to keep us from bonding. I don't love him. 
I really don't." 


"I don't blame you.." 


The pinkette slowly lets go of Dream's hands and wraps his arms around his torso. The side of his 
face presses perfectly against Dream's upper abdomen, and Techno can even hear the younger's 
heart beating a mile a minute. Dream's arms soon lock around him as well, covering his head with 
warmth. Dream leans down to place his lips on top of Techno's buzzcut. 


"I love you, Clay Dream." 


And, the once impenetrable bubble around Techno Blade pops into billions of shards of the 
sharpest, finest glass. The air stops feeling like steel as both pairs of lungs breathe in, maybe for the 
first time ever. Dream's palms are stroking Techno's wet cheeks in an instant, for both of them are 
unstable and beginning to sob. Teenage love should never be this difficult or real, and Techno 
thinks they both must know it. It doesn't matter, though, for this is as real as fiction gets. 


"Oh, god. I love you, Techno Blade. I love you so fucking much. I love you. I love you!" exclaims 
Dream, neither of them caring if they get caught now. 


Techno smiles through the tears and lets Dream wipe them away right before their lips touch in a 
shaky, salty kiss. Dream is still as inexperienced as ever when it comes to kissing, but Techno 
doesn't stop him as the blonde favors his bottom lip and immediately takes Techno's whole body 


into his weakened, yet strong as ever, arms. They laugh and smile while kissing and living a 
moment both of them know won't last forever. Because, well, they aren't forever.. 


"Will you stay the night?" asks Techno, through heated lips. 


"One sec," Dream responds, breaking their kiss and skittering across the room. "Just gonna lock 
this in case.. you know.." 


The pinkette nods, arms outstretched as Dream hastily returns. Both of his palms press into 
Techno's back as he kneels over the broken boy, lips attacking his neck almost immediately. 
Techno grips him like a parachute as they breathe heavily in each other's spaces and fumble around 
in the wildly clunky bed. Dream reels back once more, eyes serious and chest pumping madly. 


"What are you doing?" Techno breathlessly questions. 
Dream trails his fingertips over Techno's boot. "I don't want to hurt you.." 
"You won't. Just.. be careful. I'm fragile, you know." 


"No, actually." Dream carefully slips off Techno's boot and straightens it out, allowing himself to 
get close to Techno and press their chest together. Techno carefully hooks his injured leg around 
Dream's back, nodding once it's in a firm place. "You're the least fragile person I've ever met." 


Techno can't help but grin, even through both his mental and physical anguish. Their noses touch 
in a simple gesture of understanding and this newfound feeling called love. Both of Techno's hands 
cup the back of Dream's neck as he toys with those sandy locks he's always hated in vain. Dream 
delicately kisses Techno's forehead as if it's dusted in sugar. 


"Are you okay with this?" 
"More than okay." 

"Me too." 

"TI be gentile." 

"I know." 

"I love you." 

"I love you too." 


And, Techno has never been more irrevocably sure about the existence of the forgotten and almost 
taboo concept that binds together each and every fairytale that has never been real but will always 
exist as such: love. 


Dream and Techno are in love. 


Chapter End Notes 


Who would have thought they'd ever actually admit to loving one another at the same 
time? God, I feel like a proud parent. This story is so much fun and rewarding to write 


and share with you lovely people. Leave me a comment with how THAT made you 
feel! Did the ending shock you? ;) 


As we all know and fear, the masquerade is happening next chapter! Nobody is ready 
for what's to come... There probably won't be a chapter this coming Sunday AKA 
August Ist, for I'm uploading this on a Wednesday morning, and I'll be at my sister's 
again!! Just know that it will be worth the wait~ 


While you're at it, give me a follow on Twitter: @ phantomsunsets. <3 


You Got Lucky 


Chapter Summary 


"You better watch what you say; 

You better watch what you do to me. 
Don't get carried away; 

Boy, if you can do better than me, go. 
Yeah, go but remember... 


Good love is hard to find; 
You got lucky, babe, when I found you." 


Chapter Notes 


After about a month of waiting, the highly anticipated Chapter 24 is HERE. Prepare 
yourself both mentally and physically. You may find some content upsetting, so read 
at your own risk. This chapter is VERY long, coming in at 8.4k words!! As always, 
enjoy! :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The cold and barren nights last a lifetime of endless love when wrapped in the human warmth of 
the one that makes your heart thump so tenderly, so purposefully. But, waking up without that 
body is enough to further shatter the most broken of hearts. Unrecognizable, unsalvageable remains 
cannot be planted in the dirt they're left to rot in, no, for they are poisoned. The foliage will die, 
and hundred-year old trees will fall. The animals will suffocate, and the water will dry. A hollow 
emptiness will be all that lives on in a destroyed ecosystem devoid of that body. 


Love is evil. 


When Techno stretches his arms above his head, his biceps dully ache in an unexpected manner. 

He slowly slinks a set of fingers toward the other half of the bed, but they don't land on pulsating 
skin. Instead, Techno's palm caresses messy sheets without a hint of warmth left in them. He's all 
alone. 


The pinkette rips his hand away and refuses to even look in the direction of the abandoned spot. 
Using his other hand, Techno feels around on the floor for his discarded pair of boxers, quickly 
slipping them on and beginning the agitating process of sitting upright with such a stiff body and 
broken leg. Mustering up what little energy is sparsely dispersed throughout Techno's physical 
form, he shakily transfers himself to the nearby wheelchair and heads into the bathroom. 


Bright lights from the add-on bathroom of the Victorian era manor blind Techno as he crosses the 
threshold into new territory. He groans while his eyes adjust, but once he can see, Techno almost 
wishes he couldn't. A soft smile crawls across his chapped lips as Techno traces the varying 
bruises imprinted onto his neck, collarbones, and chest. Outlines of fingertips are pressed into his 
upper arms, hence the dull pain, and scratch marks are faint on his belly and shoulder blades. 


"You've really done it this time, Blade." He tilts his neck to the side, revealing even more hickeys 
and teeth marks. "Or, was it all a really good dream? Dream.." 


Techno pulls on Dream's dirty, tattered, and bloody hoodie that had been discarded on the 
bathroom floor yesterday just to cover up the array of markings. He flattens out the prickles of his 
buzzcut and wipes the sleep from his eyes solely to make himself feel human again, even if the 
only thing Techno can think about is the taste of Dream's cherry soda lips. Techno gargles a 
mouthful of Listerine, but it doesn't rid him of Dream's sweetness. His heart pangs twice as hard. 


When Techno finally feels presentable, he wheels himself back into the bedroom before delicately 
slipping on shorts and the boot for his bad leg. He knows that he finally must face the music for 
his affair, or whatever it is, with Dream, and feeling this cloudy is the only state of mind Techno 
can be in to bolden up a bit. It's time. 


He doesn't pause to think things through before Techno throws open his door and rolls to the 
lounge where he can hear a fluidic mixture of familiar voices. Voices he doesn't 

necessarily want to hear. It doesn't matter, though, for Techno is in the room in an instance, 
scanning the forms of every Boarding House 7 boy happily working on their various projects. They 
don't even seem to notice him at all. 


On the floor, Tommy and Tubbo are surrounded by blossoms from all different types of flowers, 
clearly having been stolen from various gardens around campus. They are laughing to themselves, 
as per usual, while threading corsages, boutonnieres, and the occasional crown. Tommy sticks his 
nose into a bright yellow bulb and nods happily, laying it to the side so he can use it for his own 
personal masquerade accessory. 


Next to the two youngest, the long couch and few armchairs are filled by Karl, Alex, Sapnap, 
George, Bad, Skeppy, and Fundy. These boys are covered in thread, buttons, glitter, fabric, and 
various other trinkets, their dazzling suits laid out in front of them as they attach bits and bobs like 
true designers. It would be such a cute scene to Techno if his housemates still had an undying 
adoration for him. 


Set up apart from the others, Wilbur is perched on a barstool as a blonde punk circles him, cutting 
at his prominent curls with kitchen shears. Wilbur's eyes are closed, but the corners are crinkled 
with smile lines. Techno greatly missed the wholesome grin of his twin brother, but nowadays, he 
only sees the proud knowledge that Wilbur has fucked over the one he used to call his best friend 
apparent on his sly, perfect face. 


And, in the corner of the room, Ranboo is staring off into space with his knees pressed against his 
chest, which none of them seem to find surprising. 


"Oh, hello, my love!" Karl exclaims, hopping up from the couch as soon as he notices Techno has 
entered the room. "I thought you'd never wake up. Do you want to decorate your suit with us?" 


Fundy and Alex scoff at Karl's suggestion as Techno gravely shakes his head. "No, thank you, 
Karl. Actually, I was hoping we could talk. Alone." 


"Well, if that isn't the sound of my dear brother. Feel free to share with the class," snarls Wilbur, 
opening his eyes. 


The blonde cutting his hair turns and smiles. "Hey, Techno." 


Techno nods to him, relieved to recognize that voice. "Punz. Now, Karl? Can we talk in the kitchen 
or on the patio?" 


The brunette sweetly laughs. "Of course, sweetie. I could use a sip of water anyways." 
"Great. Better fill your stomach." 


Karl wheels Techno into the kitchen while whistling like a Disney princess trying to attract the 
local birds and mice to help him make some lemon tea and run him a bath. Techno hates that he 
must bring his boyfriend down right about now, especially on the morning of a day that is so 
important to Karl. The worst thing that he can do is let their dysfunctionality go on, though. 


"What's on your mind, darling? We have dinner reservations at 7:00 sharp, by the way. We should 
leave the boarding house at around 6:30 because I have a feeling the restaurant will be packed! 
Don't worry, though, for it's perfectly okay if we're a little late. Great, even. For no reason at all, I 
should mention! Haha, yeah.." rambles Karl, twirling a lock of hair around his fingers. "I love 


you. 
"I know you're so excited for today, but-" 


A shriek of happiness cuts off Techno. "I so am! The gymnasium looks beautiful, and my outfit is 
going to be so exquisite!" 


"Yes, but I really should-" 


"And, get this, there's going to be an afterparty at Punz's place because his houseparents are out of 
town for the weekend!" 


"Okay, great, but I need to be honest-" 

"There will alcohol and weed, plus plenty of rooms for hooking up!" 
"Lovely as ever, but-" 

"Oh, I can hardly contain my happiness!" 


Out of rage, Techno clamps a hand over Karl's mouth and angrily exclaims, "For the love of God, 
let me fucking talk to you! We aren't going to dinner tonight, and I'm not hooking up with you in 
Punz's boarding house!" 


Karl raises an eyebrow. "I mean, if you'd rather eat here and then leave the party early to hook up 
in total privacy, I'm fine with that." 


"Please, just.. listen to me. You never listen to me, Karl! Don't you know that communication is 
important in a relationship? God, you're insufferable!" Techno lets himself simmer down before 
staring Karl dead in the eyes and announcing, "I'm breaking up with you." 


The shimmer in Karl's brown orbs dissipates. "Please, do not joke with me like that.." 


"I wish I was joking! I'm not, though. I can do this anymore, and I don't even know if I could in the 
first place. We're not right for each other, and you should go and find someone that can give you 
the world." 


"But.. you are my world.. You're my everything, Techno Blade." 


Techno shakes his head softly. "No, I'm not. I'm sorry that I had to do this today. I just couldn't 
wait any longer." 


Karl's mouth opens to speak, but before any words can spill out, the doorbell rings. Techno quickly 


does a one-eighty and speeds off into the hallway, leaving Karl to stew in the kitchen by himself. 
Techno has never been good at dealing with his own emotions, let alone other people's, so he 
makes an escape for his own selfish gain. As soon as he answers the door, Techno's hollow core 
expands. 


"Good morning, Pretty Pink," slyly greets Schlatt, staring down at Techno with a smirk. "Meet my 
friends Charlie and Jack." 


The brunette in the glasses waves. "Hi! I'm Charlie. I've seen you fence, and I must 
say, you, Techno Blade, are an animal on the battlefield. So sad you can't play anymore." 


The off-handed comment, even in a cheery voice, makes Techno's spine dot with shivers, forcing 
him to look back to Schlatt. His patchy chops have been shaved down to mere stubble, no doubt for 
today's festivities. He looks like he has a lot planned. 


"And, I'm Jack, I guess," mumbles the bald fellow, as he peers past Techno. "Ayup, is Wilbur in 
here?" 


Before Wilbur can answer, the furry squeaks and runs over to the three friends standing in the door. 
He wraps both slender arms around Schlatt and peppers his face in kisses while Schlatt watches 
Techno with a look of borderline evil. Techno tries to escape his gaze, but even Charlie's friendly 
demeanor has been replaced by the cold, demonic look of Schlatt. The uninterested Jack guy has 
clearly lost his fixation on Wilbur, for he's looking at Techno just the same way. When Fundy 
finishes greeting Schlatt, he turns to Techno with that same expression. 


"Tonight's gonna be a night to die for. Right, Techno?" asks Schlatt, gripping Fundy's waist. 
"I'd sure say," adds Fundy, leaning down to Techno's eye level. "I hope you're ready." 


As the four boys chuckle to themselves and walk past Techno to join the others in the lounge, 
Techno can't help but notice the leaves stuck to Fundy's foxtail. It seems as though he never got 
around to cleaning it after Techno stole it and tossed it away in the grass so many weeks ago. 


"Ow!" exclaims Techno, wincing as he closes his eyes tightly in pain. "Dadza, you stabbed 
me again!" 


Phil quickly takes a cotton pad and wipes away the black smudging from under Techno's left eye 
before dipping the wand back into the mixture. "Sorry, Tech. I've never done anyone's make-up 
before." 


"I know.. I haven't either, so maybe I shouldn't be so hard on you." 
"Considering I've only been painting your eyeball, maybe it's okay to be a little hard on me." 
Techno can't help but crack a small smile. "Thank you for helping me." 


"It's the least I can do as your father. Are you sure you still want to go tonight?" Phil asks, putting 
the tube of mascara back in Niki's bag and pulling out a vial of liquid lipstick. 


"Yes." 


The blonde raises an eyebrow. "Straight to the point, huh? How do I work this lip stuff, anyhow?" 


Techno grabs the lipstick and unscrews the cap, staring into the abyss of deep red that matches the 
sparkles on his dress hanging on the wall behind his father. The shade of alluring blood twinkles as 
the fan blows the black fabric back. It calls out to him just the same as it did when Techno first laid 
eyes on the dress what feels like millennia ago. So much has changed since that day. Or, maybe, 
nothing at all has.. 


"It's okay if it's messy. I'm messy." 


Phil squints in concentration as he lathers Techno's pursed lips in the red paint. The taste of 
lingering cherry soda mixes with silky coconut in his mouth, making him smile in soft delight. He 
hasn't felt very comforted today, but this little bit of flavor brings Techno just enough solace to let 
Phil powder his cheeks in pink and scrawl sharp wings on the lower halves of his top lids. Even 
without seeing Phil's art, Techno knows it's imperfect. Still, he doesn't care. In fact, he almost 
prefers it that way. 


"You are beautiful, son. I'm very lucky that you and Wilbur turned out looking like your mother," 
Phil muses. 


"Mom? Huh, I never really think about that. I guess we do look like her. I'm glad to have your 
piggy nose, though." 


His father grins. "I am too. I think Tommy is a carbon copy of me, but it's nice to have my two 
oldest presenting your mother's best features. No matter what, she always has been quite pretty." 


"That doesn't make up for what she did to us.." 


"I know." Phil stands up from the stool he sat on to aid Techno and begins slowly walking away 
from his son. "Listen, I didn't just bring up your mother to get your down before your big night." 


Techno raises an eyebrow, wheeling himself in the direction of Phil. "Well, I didn't presume so, but 
why do you say?" 


Phil turns around, his face much more solemn and red than it was just moments before. He places a 
hand over his mouth and scrunches his lips, staring past Techno and blinking rapidly like he's 
about to keel over and start seizing on the floor. Techno grabs onto Phil's wrist as it hangs at his 
side and stares at him intently. 


"You know I love you, right, Techno?" articulates Phil. 

The pinkette nearly guffaws. "What kind of question is that? What are you implying?" 

"I want you to go back to California to live with your mother. No sugar coating. It's time, Tech." 
"You're kidding.." 


"I'm not. We talked on the phone yesterday for the first time in months, and I gave her the rundown 
on your situation." Phil spins around again, putting both hands behind his head as he sighs deeply 
and continues with, "I'm failing you as your father. As your parent and guardian. What you've 
been going through lately, I cannot even begin to understand. Being here in Snowchester is killing 
you, and in return, it's killing me too." 


Techno rapidly shakes his head. "Don't say that, please! Mother doesn't love me; why would she 
allow me to go back to San Francisco after she walked out on my life? On Wilbur and Tommy's 
lives? On your life?" 


"The world isn't perfect, Techno. People make mistakes! Why don't you just let your mother atone 
for hers?" 


"Because she didn't just make a mistake! She left me.. She took so much from me!" Techno shouts, 
his face becoming just as flushed as Phil's. 


Phil clears his throat. "You can live with her and her husband in their really nice house. You'll have 
your own master bedroom and bathroom. They'll pay for you to go to any school in the entire city! 
This is perfect for you. I know how much you love California.." 


"I love you, Dad." Techno lets out a shaky breath as he tries his damndest not to cry and ruin his 
fresh mascara. "And Will, even if we are estranged right now. Of course, Tommy as well, the little 
brat." 


"We love you too. That's why I really think you should consider this hard, okay? Call your mother. 
She has a new number that I can send to you." 


Techno wants to protest, to throw a fit, to make a scene, but he feels so drained of his fight. He has 
to save every little ounce of himself for the masquerade tonight if he plans on unmasking his own 
personal demon. Though he's angry and saddened, Techno just sinks back in his wheelchair and 
focuses on the flooring as Phil saunters off into the connecting kitchen. After only a few minutes 
pass, an array of knocks emits from the nearby door. 


"Techno? We're here!" calls Niki, from the other side of the door. 
The pinkette fans his face to help the heat dissipate as he replies, "It's open!" 


"Hello, my dear!" Niki, looking stunning as ever with curled lavender hair, wraps her arms around 
Techno and carefully hugs him as Sam and Ranboo enter after her. "We have our outfits in tow. 
Mind if I borrow that make-up bag I gave you?" 


"Not at all. Hi, guys. Where is Dream..?" 


Sam half-smiles and explains, "Dream said he needed to take care of some things and that you 
would understand, but he'll be at the masquerade." 


"Oh..." 


Niki eagerly takes both of Techno's hands. "None to worry, though. Us three are here to help you 
finish up! Your make-up is impeccable, by the way. Ready to get your dress on?" 


"Yes, please." 


Sam, the most built out of the three friends, threads both arms around techno's waist and carefully 
lifts him into a standing position. He holds on as Niki removes Techno's hoodie and shorts while 
Ranboo fetches the hanging dress. She steps aside to let Ranboo guide the gorgeous piece of cloth 
over Techno's head and around his arms. All the while, the three are so tender with him in a caring 
way, not a hint of pity apparent in their demeanors. 


"That's stunning, Tech! Makes me wish I'd gotten a dress too.." Sam murmurs, as Niki works on 
tying the ribbons in the back. 


"There's always next year, Sammy. I'm very glad I bought myself a suit," adds Niki. 


Once Techno is tied, Niki adjusts the sheer neck cap and then lets Sam help him back into the 


wheelchair. She then plunks herself on the floor and works on getting Techno's boot strapped for 
him. All the while, Ranboo nervously idles behind her and Sam. Techno shoots him a nervous 
look, but Ranboo immediately turns away, still terrible with eye contact. 


"All right, I know you three still need to get ready, but I want a picture of my boy right now. I'll 
snap one of all of you three before you head off," announces Phil, returning to the living room with 
a polaroid camera in his hands. 


"Dadza.." 


Niki claps her hands together and makes room for Phil. "Perfect idea, Mr. Blade! I'm gonna start 
getting my suit on in the meantime." 


Sam nods and picks up both of their garment bags. "I'll go with you, Niki. Is the bedroom okay to 
use, Mr. Blade?" 


"Of course, kids. Take your time." 


The two best friends head off, leaving Ranboo behind as he races over to Techno's side, Phil still 
messing with the camera. He thrusts a crumpled piece of paper into Techno's palm before barreling 
past him and into the far side of the living room. Confused, Techno quickly sneaks a peek at the 
messy handwriting just as Phil leans down to take his picture. Techno puts on a wide smile and 
does his best not to make it apparent that his heart rate has double in the past ten seconds. 


"^-^ is not a face." 


The smell of cheap booze and oversaturated perfume hits the senses of any teenager that dares to 
walk past the glass doors of the gymnasium, covered in tinsel and multi-colored fairy lights. The 
bass thrums the entirety of the large room, not allowing an ounce of noise to permeate through the 
intense music without changing one's voice to a mild yell. Hips sway and arms pump as hands 
caress hands and sweat mixes with sweat. 


It's almost quaint. 


Sam holds the door open for Ranboo to push Techno in, the younger boy dressed in a pristine suit 
of solid half-black and solid half-white. His shoes and gloves are also mismatched, keeping the 
theme of his split-dye. Niki waltzes in next with her head held high and custom fit suit in a deep 
navy blue fitting to her small form so perfectly. The collar is bedazzled, matching the smoky look 
of her make-up. When they are in, Sam adjusts his emerald bowtie and follows his friends. 


"Oh, Techno! And, others.. So glad you could make it. Can I give you a quick tour of the 
arrangement? Shouldn't take more than twenty minutes to an hour," greets Bad, looking rather 
dapper in his maroon get-up. 


Techno side-eyes him. "Uh, no thanks, Bad. I've been going to this school long enough to know 
where things are." 


"Maybe that's true, but have you seen the new water fountain? It's motion activated!" 


"I think we're all good," Sam affirms, grabbing hold of Techno's chair and pushing him past the 
antsy Bad. 


Even then, Bad still stays hot on their trails. "Wait! Don't you want a handbill? I made them myself 


in graphic design class!" 
"Go away, Bad.." mutters Techno. 
"Maybe some punch? I'd love to show you the snack table." 


Tired of dealing with such a pest, Techno grabs hold of the right wheel to his chair and pushes it 
back so that he roles right over Bad's nearest foot. The brunette cries out in pain as he hops 
backwards on one leg. Niki and Ranboo step out of the way as he comes barreling in their 
direction, causing him to knock over a nearby freshman trying to enjoy her own punch. 


"Sorry, Kay!" Niki apologizes, as the poor girl becomes soaked in her drink and then knocked over 
by Bad. 


The four friends immediately begin heading away from the wreckage just as the song changes to 
something a bit more.. thrilling. Ranboo gives a worried look to Techno, who motions for him to 
calm down by taking in and letting out a deep breath. He nods and scopes out the area that is 
quickly filling with more teens looking to dance their hearts out. 


"Daddy works a long day; 

He be coming home late, yeah, he's coming home late. 
And he's bringing me a surprise; 

‘Cause dinner's in the kitchen, and it's packed in ice." 


Sam grabs Niki's hand and encourages her to come dance with him. She laughs and follows him, 
but Ranboo doesn't join them. He stays right next to Techno, almost completely blocking the 
older's view of the gym, one trembling hand connected to Techno's chair. 


"I've waited for a long time. 

Yeah, the sleight of my hand is now a quick-pull trigger; 
I reason with my cigarette. 

Then say your hair's on fire; 

You must have lost your wits, yeah." 


Some familiar faces pop up in the crowd including Fundy's new friend group consisting of Schlatt, 
Charlie, and Jack, but the furry boy is nowhere to be seen. Techno anxiously looks past Ranboo to 
try and spot him, though he's either not here or just very out of view. The pinkette is rather 
surprised that he'd be missing the opportunity to dance to this song in his decked out suit complete 
with bejeweled ears and a glittery tail. 


"All the other kids with the pumped up kicks: 

You better run, better run, outrun my gun. 

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks; 

You better run, better run, faster than my bullet." 


Ranboo taps Techno's shoulder and motions to the left where a short figure dressed in a turquoise 
suit and matching beanie idles, not-so-subtly fixated on him and Techno. Once Alex realizes 
they're staring back, he thrusts his hands in his pockets and begins walking over. His lips are half- 
curled into a smirk, brown eyes passing between both on edge faces. 


"Techno Blade, I cannot say I'm surprised to see you here," comments Alex, over the music. 
"It's the masquerade; of course, I'm here." 


Alex chuckles and walks over to the side Ranboo is clinging too. "What's it to you, kid?" 


"Just.. staying with Tech.." Ranboo mumbles. 
"Figures. Say, have you seen Bad anywhere around?" 


Techno points to the entrance. "He's probably washing himself off. I may or may not have a caused 
a little diversion to his clear attempts at grabbing my attention." 


The younger's eyes widen as he frantically asks, "Well, where the hell is he?! Shit.. Fuck! I gotta 


go." 

Both Techno and Ranboo watch as Alex dashes back into the crowd, no doubt looking 

for.. someone. Ranboo clears his throat, but remains speechless, as their eyes shift over to George 
and Sapnap in matching, pastel suits. George's is baby blue, while Sapnap's is dusty pink. They are 
stuck together like glue, not paying much mind to Techno and Ranboo. Instead, they seem to be on 
the hunt. Alex speeds past them in a hurry, not stopping to flirt with his beau. 


"Something is going on," admits Techno. 
"You notice it too, huh? First Bad, then Alex, now George and Sapnap? What are they up to.." 


The pinkette sighs. "Nothing good. Alex will be back any second. Can you please distract him 
while I look for Dream? Something tells me he is to do with all of this. Karl too." 


"No worries. Go find your lover," Ranboo encourages, softly winking. 


Techno rolls his eyes at Ranboo and begins wheeling himself in the opposite direction of George 
and Sapnap as the song ends. Neither Fundy nor Karl are anywhere to be seen in the haze of 
students milling about the dance floor and snack table. Bad has made it back from the bathroom 
and clearly given up on whatever objective he had in mind, for the boy is now attached to Skeppy 
at the hip on the other end of the gym. 


That's when Techno spots Wilbur. 


Standing in the center of the dancers is Wilbur himself, moving about so freely and happily. His 
mustard suit looks so lovely on him, and Techno almost wishes he could walk out of this chair and 
go take his brother by the hands. He knows that in another life, they'd be living it up in here 
together as the centers of attention, soaking in the Blade twin glory. Those beautiful days are long 
gone, now, and Techno can't help but feel responsible for how his brother turned on him. Even 
after everything, he still finds Wilbur as enchanting as ever, and always oblivious to the adoration 
others give him. He's a genuinely good person, deep down. 


The pinkette forces his eyes away from Wilbur and instead to his younger brother, who is happily 
dancing with Tubbo. Tommy is wearing a red suit, Tubbo is in a green suit, but they are both 
covered in flowers and having a grand time. Techno feels great sorrow knowing Ranboo should be 
with them, being happy and childlike. Instead, he's been forced into Techno's mess. Who hasn't he 
hurt? The list just keeps shrinking.. 


When Techno passes by Illumina, he also feels heavy guilt for how he sabotaged Dream so long 
ago. If the boy had ended up making it to the first track meet and not missing the last one from 
being in jail, Dream could have made it to nationals. Instead, the tall, dark-haired kid in the purple 
suit surrounded by all of his friends is coasting on the high from his impending time as a 
representative for Oregon in the US track and field high school nationals. 


That's when Techno remembers Fundy is on the track team too. 


Just as Techno is about to continue making his way around the puddle of teenagers, a strange 
figure in a mask unlike any other mask comes emerging from the hoard. Techno has to stop and 
watch this mystery man in his emerald, gold, and white, paisley-patterned vest slowly step towards 
him. Instead of an intricately carved plastic mask with large eye-holes, this person is wearing a 
clunky, round mask of a white face with a simple, black smile. 


"Who are you?" questions Techno, as the boy stops right in front of his chair. 


His veiny, pale hands reach up to unclasp the mask, revealing blonde shags, green eyes, and the 
most beautiful constellation freckles in all of Oregon. Techno's heart skips a beat as Dream smiles 
down at him. Pumped up Kicks has changed into something soft and slow, lovely and romantic, 
that pulls in all of the couples. Dream reaches out one palm to Techno, to which Techno responds 
by threading their fingers together. They fit perfectly, just like usual. 


"May I have this dance, Sir Blade?" 
"Well, Sir Dream, I am quite afraid that I am too broken to dance." 
Dream shakes his head. "I think not." 


Both of Dream's arms hook around Techno and carefully pull him up from the chair, similarly to 
how Sam did to help him dress early. This time feels different, though, for Dream is different. 
Feeling their bodies conform together once again reminds Techno of the warmth he missed so 
much when he awoke to cold bedsheets. He sighs out of relief as he applies all of his weight to 
Dream and lets the younger hold him firmly in place, Techno's arms locked around his neck. 


"Are you weirded out that I wore a dress?" questions Techno. 


The blonde runs his hands down the length of the bodice. "What? No way. You look so.. uniquely 
you. Techno, I've always believed you are the prettiest person alive. Your dress only affirms that." 


"I hate when you flatter me. I hate.. you." 
"Yeah, I hate you too. But, I love you even more." 


Techno buries his face in Dream's neck as they tenderly sway to the music, Dream's arms holding 
him up and hands cupping his most vulnerable areas. His eyes close as he tries to will this moment 
to last forever, but no amount of desperation will force time to stop. Getting closer to Dream, 
Techno's sworn enemy, feels like it's only happened in a miniscule breath of time. How long has 
Techno truly loved him? Maybe since he first laid eyes on the mysterious runner, anger and disdain 
boiling in his core. Maybe he always will.. 


"Why did you come here, Dream? To the boarding house yesterday? To the masquerade tonight? 
You got out of this hell and then immediately put yourself in the line of fire again!" Techno scolds. 


Dream presses his lips to Techno's neck. "We never get to do normal teenage things together, do 
we?" 


"You avoided my question. But, no, we don't. I wish we could be normal teenagers doing normal 
teenage things. I want to break stuff with you, not break you..” 


"I know. I want that too, so much." 


The pinkette pulls back and fixates his serious gaze on Dream's own. "What if we ran away 
together?" 


"Could you imagine? I'm terminally ill, and you're physically broken. I'm sure we'd survive a 
whole three days." Dream shifts Techno's weight to his left arm so he can cup Techno's cheek with 
his right hand. "If you'd asked me last week to run away with you, I'd have said yes in a heartbeat." 


"It's too late, isn't it?" 


The younger sorrowfully smiles while nodding, pulling Techno close again. The music moves 
them in waves, lapping up against their thighs and splashing into their hearts. Techno memorizes 
Dream's scent for the millionth time, for he knows that someday soon he won't be able to relish in 
his sugary aura any longer. He locks the memory away with a grapevine and lets his mind fall 
numb. 


"Dream, I'm a match. I could donate my bone marrow to you to cure your sickle cell," Techno 
whispers, almost unknowingly. 


There is a soft pause as the song ends. "What?" 


Techno pulls back, prepared to explain himself, but he immediately notices what Dream's forlorn 
stare is stuck on. Surrounding them on all sides are Bad, covered in Kay's punch, Alex, whose face 
is steaming with anger, George, who is longing gazing at Dream, and Sapnap, who is purely there 
for the muscle mass, no doubt. Techno can't see past the figures for any sign of Niki or Sam to 
come to their rescue. Clearly, Dream and Techno dancing together went against whatever plan they 
tried to cook up. 


"You're coming with us," announces Alex, grabbing Techno by the back of his neck. 

"Hey, hands off him! He needs his chair!" demands Dream. 

The pinkette places a hand on Dream's shoulder. "I'm fine to walk, Dream. Please, don't worry." 
"See, he's fine," interjects Sapnap, crossing his arms. "Into the hallway, now.” 


As the four boys guide Dream and Techno outside of the gymnasium, a frantic looking Ranboo 
locks eyes with Techno. He stares back at him, eyes wide open, to try and alert him of their 
situation. Alex quickly notices what Techno is doing, so he roughly turns Techno's head and kicks 
at his injured leg, causing Techno to stifle a cry. 


"Eyes forward! Unless you want me to rebreak it, that is." 


Techno can see Dream on the verge of committing murder as the older continues to painfully 
stumble forward. Every little ounce of pressure on his leg feels like fire, but he commands himself 
to keep going. Once in the hall, Alex throws Techno forward, causing him to fall onto the tile. 
Dream immediately helps him up and holds him close to keep him from putting more pressure on 
his leg. 


"Which of you is it, huh? Which of you has been making my life a living hell?! With your 
goddamn letters and threats! Who the hell is it?" Techno demands to know. 


Alex turns towards George and Sapnap. "Did you guys figure out who it is yet?" 
Dream raises an eyebrow. "You mean, it's really not one of you?" 


"No, it's fucking not! Alex, we didn't-" Sapnap begins to say, only to be cut off by Ranboo tossing 
open the doors and swiftly entering the hall with Wilbur, Skeppy, Tommy, Tubbo, and Fundy 
following close behind. 


"What's this all about? I was in the middle of doing the Cha Cha Slide!" gripes Tommy, as he looks 
around at everyone. "Hey, what's the whole house doing out here?" 


Ranboo sighs. "It's not the whole house." 


The sound of slow and deliberate clapping emits from the end of the darkened hall. Techno squints 
to try and make out who is approaching the boys, only to realize that his ex boyfriend in a violet 
suit is the culprit. His stomach does flipflops on repeat as he approaches. 


"Not the whole house indeed. Bad, Alex, Sapnap, George, you all royally honked up your simple 
duties tonight!" shouts Karl, a glazed over look in his pinprick eyes. 


Bad loudly gulps. "We're so sorry-" 


"Quiet! We're not here to talk of your repeated mistakes, no, but rather to finally reveal the secret 
relationship of my boyfriend and his pitiful lover." 


Techno glares into Karl's soul. "I'm not your boyfriend anymore, Karl." 


"That's what you think, huh? Techno, we will be together forever. I forgive you for falling into 
Dream's lust trap, okay? I know that we're in love, and he is a mere parasite trying to suck the life 
away from us! What do you have to say for yourself, Clay Dream?" 


All of the boys shift their eyes to Dream. Even Wilbur, who is clearly unamused, has tuned into the 
conversation at this point. Dream grips Techno tighter as his cheeks redden more than they ever 
have. Techno tries to soothe him, but he is well aware that all efforts will be lost in translation 
during this most tragic of nights. 


"What do J have to say? You all are fucking terrible people! I could understand ruining my life for 
fun because your own are too boring to provide you any solace in the knowledge that you are 
nobodies, just the way you thought of me as! There's no humanity in this group of people! You're 
sick and twisted. I originally though Techno made you this way, but it's fucking impossible to 
artificially manufacture this hellscape. You all are evil." 


Karl laughs maniacally at the harsh implications. "I'm evil, Dream? I've only ever wanted the best 
for my Techno, and you are not the best. You are poisoning him, and he will not leave me for 
you!" 


Techno, who's finally had enough, lets his hatred boil over at last as he yells, "I did not break-up 
with you for Dream! Dream and I aren't even together.. I broke up with you because J don't love 
you!" 


A shrill yip of a cackle emanates through the hollow emptiness left in Techno's bold statement. 
Chills prickle across his spine as he looks over to the boy in the light-up suit covered in glittery 
stars and gemstones. His ears and tail flop around as he holds his stomach to keep from keeling 
over at how funny this situation is to him. Every pair of eyes falls on him at last as Fundy wipes his 
face and bares daggers into Techno. 


"Oh my god.." murmurs Ranboo. 
"What? What is it?!" Techno beams, hobbling away from Dream to get a good look at the furry. 
Ranboo frowns at Techno with defeat and great sadness. "It's Fundy.. I remember now." 


"Well, isn't it about time the conversation switched to me?" declares Fundy, dancing his way over 


to Techno and taking him by the hips. "You spent so much time living in a fantasy world with 
Dream that you never stopped to consider who could hate you more than the one you cheated on or 
the brother you turned on." 


Techno's mouth falls agape. "Fundy? You're the one behind the notes? The fake blood? Destroying 
my things? Destroying my life?” 


"Oh, yes, my dear." Fundy leans in to give Techno a delicate kiss. "You taste like cherry soda." 


"George? Sapnap? Did you guys know this?!" questions Alex, his face still holding prominent 
anger. 


Both boys in question turn white as they shake their heads. Fundy responds by laughing again and 
tossing Techno back to Dream. He spins in a circle on his tiptoes and waving his arms in the air. 
Bad buries his face in Skeppy's neck as Tommy and Tubbo hold onto each other, cowering in fear. 
Even Wilbur seems taken aback. 


"Why? Why would you do this to me?" Techno asks. 


The furry stops spinning, the joy no longer radiating from his body. "Isn't it obvious? I hate you. I 
hate you all so much! After you first talked with Schlatt to get info about Dream, I thought I could 
get away with just breaking your sabre to get all my hate out. Ranboo, the bumbling idiot, walked 
in on the crime scene, though. Oh, but he's guilted so easily into the taking the fall for everything, 
which he then casted onto Dream." 


"You're sick.." Dream murmurs. 


"What's that, boy? Sick? No, I think that's you. You're dying right now. Wanna tell the others about 
how you're coughing up blood so much that your organs are failing? It's kind of hilarious. But, 
back to me. I figured my little stunt would be the end of things, but no, you had to go and sleep 
with Schlatt, the one I love!" 


Techno can feel the tears dripping down his cheeks. "How was I supposed to know you loved him? 
I didn't even like him!" 


"Which makes it so much worse!" Fundy hollers, shaking Techno by his shoulders. "So, yes, I 
started doing everything in my power to ruin your life, including stalking you at every opportune 
moment. That's when I caught on to your and Dream's relationship, as well as Karl's own little 
game with you!" 


The pinkette wipes his eyes and softly questions, "Why couldn't you just hurt me? Why did Dream 
have to become one of your targets too?" 


"Well, that's a whole different story. Before he showed up, I was the second best runner on the 
team, and I was supposed to be the one fighting Illumina for a spot in nationals. I never got the 
chance because of Dream. Maybe that day you stole my tail and pinned it on Dream was fate! 
Because, then, I got to kick Dream and begin to hate you even more for it," Fundy explains, 
looking over to Wilbur. "And, Will, the one person who is supposed to stay by Techno's side! You 
abandoned him the second he fell for Dream. He turned on you because you turned on him first." 


"Shut up!" seethes Wilbur, glaring at him with red eyes. "He accused me of hurting him! How 
should I not succumb to the pain then? I've always lived in his shadow, so why not decide to make 
his shadow no longer a safe place!" 


Techno looks to his twin, both crying now. "What? Wilbur, I've always loved you and trusted you, 


but when I started getting attacked, how was I not supposed to suspect the one that somewhat knew 
of my feelings for Dream?" 


"Ah, brotherly hate. I'm so proud of myself for creating this. All I had to do was recruit Schlatt, the 
mastermind, to my team to truly fuck your life up, Tech. Karl was already doing much of that by 
being obsessed with you on the main and cheating with Sapnap and Alex on the side." 


Karl's eyes widen as everyone gasps. "Uh.. how did you know that?! How the honk did you 
know?" 


"Schlatt, my dear boy. That beautiful man really knows just about everything. And, when you 
destroyed Ranboo's memory book, the fucking idiot couldn't remember anything either! Everything 
fell into place. I was scot-free, you were ruining your relationship, and Ranboo was oblivious to it 
all. Plus, I had Schlatt all to myself after that, which is all I really wanted." 


"I should've know.." grumbles Karl, balling his fists up. "You destroyed that abandoned 
playground, didn't you?" 


Fundy nods happily. "Yes, sir! I found your camera that you used to spy on your lover and his 
lover, but don't worry, I destroyed that too!" 


"You two were helping each other and didn't even know it! How could you, Karl? You don't love 
me! You're just obsessed.." Techno states, barely able to maintain eye contact with his once 
boyfriend. 


Karl's hands begin to shake. "No! I love you, Techno Blade! You can't run from me!" 


"Even Illumina was happy to play into my plan," continues Fundy, cutting off Karl's rage-filled 
declaration. "He got what he wanted, and I got another asset to help me carry out the demise of 
Techno Blade. And, I succeeded. You're a broken person, both mentally and physically. I stole 
everything from you, and you will never recover from my wrath. How's it feel to be the laughing 
stock now, bitch?" 


Mascara and blush run down Techno's face as he looks at each person that has screwed him over in 
some way. All of these boys were supposed to be his friends, his family, but instead, everyone 
became hateful vessels that only wanted blood. None of them, even Ranboo, were safe from the 
destruction. Even if Dream's book was destroyed, The Lord of the Flies mentality managed to 
overtake them all in some way. None of them are innocent anymore. 


"This is fucked up!" pipes up Tommy, still huddled with Tubbo. "What happened to our unity? 
You all are a bunch of conniving bastards! Will, Techno, you guys are no longer my brothers. I 
don't want anything to do with either of you." 


Tubbo whines. "And, neither do I! I go wherever he goes, and we're leaving!" 


"Good riddance!" Alex calls, as the two boys speed off. "We don't need them. Karl, George, 
Sapnap, Bad, Skeppy, and Wilbur are all we need, right?" 


"There's no way I'm siding with Techno. He betrayed my trust!" Wilbur affirms, standing alongside 
the other boys in question. 


Fundy giggles again. "Yeah, you kind better stick together, for who else would want you? At one 
point, I believed that Ranboo would follow alongside me, for he was my best friend for so long. 
Now, I don't care if you end up in the gutter, you freak." 


"You never were my best friend, Fundy. You used me.." 


The furry lightly touches his cheek and nods as he admits, "Yes, I did use you to my full extent, and 
I do not regret it in the slightest. Go on, stick with Techno and Dream. I think I broke you as much 
as I broke them. I got everything I wanted." 


"And, what else did you want?" Dream questions, still gripping Techno. 


Fundy looks over to Karl, who's been shaking and pulsating this whole time. "Well, to obliterate 
Karl, too! All four of you are nothing now! Well, Ranboo and Dream never were anything, but I 
took what I could and ruined two prominent souls along the way. I've done enough. I'm going to go 
dance with Schlatt now." 


Just as Fundy turns around to walk away, the doors are thrown open, revealing Sam and Niki 
standing side-by-side and smiling. "Hey, come inside! They are announcing duke and duchess," 
explains Niki. 


"Should we go in?" asks Dream, to Techno. 
"Yeah, but please, help me.. I'm not sure how much longer I can stand.." 


Dream hoists one of Techno's arms over his shoulders and lifts his bad leg up from the ground. 
Techno is still quivering and on the verge of puking as Dream guides him back into the crowded 
gymnasium. Ranboo stays right behind the two to silently support them from the back. Overhead 
lights shining directly on the stage show Schlatt, hair slicked back and grey suit glimmering from 
Fundy's handiwork. 


"Hello, Snowchester High! I'm so honored to be announcing this year's duke and duchess of the 
ever highly esteemed masquerade ball. Votes have been coming in nonstop, and we all here on the 
planning committee are delighted to have so much attention for such a big night. Now, we all know 
I'm only on this committee to get out of detention, but nevertheless, I'm still excited to crown your 
duke and duchess." 


He opens the red envelope in his hands, which Techno recognizes, but can't quit pinpoint from all 
of his overwhelming nausea and spinning thoughts. Techno can feel himself slipping away from 
the real world as his groggy eyes land on Dream. The younger is intently watching Schlatt as he 
reads over the letter inside and then looks out to the crowd with a smirk. 


"In a surprising turn of events, we have two dukes instead of a duchess! Everyone, please give a 
warm round of applause for Duke Techno Blade and Duke Clay Dream!" Schlatt shouts, as the 
crowd goes wild. 


Dream and Techno look at each with mild concern, but everyone else is smiling and cheering for 
them. Techno can't feel anything at all as he begins moving toward the stage with Dream's aid. 
Ranboo stays right next to Techno the whole time, even helping him up the stairs as the chants and 
hollers swim around in Techno's mind. He looks over the plastic faces as they clap for him and 
chant his name, along with Dream's. Schlatt places a crown on his head and then does the same for 
Dream as everyone goes nuts for them. 


Techno and Dream, just connected by their hands, turn their heads to face each other again. Dream 
looks wildly pale and on the cusp of falling apart, and Techno looks defeated in every kind of 
sense. They both part to gaze at the crowd again, not an ounce of fulfillment anywhere in Techno's 
body. His brain is frozen, and his heart has stopped beating altogether. 


What neither of them notice is that Karl has entered the gymnasium as well and is climbing the 
steps to get on stage with them. Techno is blind to the fact that he's reaching into his violet jacket 
and pulling out something sharp and shiny. Ranboo, on the other hand, is fully aware of the 
situation and runs over to apprehend the boy who's flown off his hinges. Just as he gets to Karl, a 
figure flies out from the curtains wearing fox ears and a tail, shoving him violently off of the stage. 
Ranboo lands face first on the corner of the wooden staircase, the sharp point piercing his brown 
eye and blood splattering everywhere. 


Even then, Techno and Dream don't realize Karl's presence. They can't hear Fundy's shrill laugh 
over the cheers. They can't hear Ranboo hit the floor and scream out bloody murder. They don't 

notice anything at all as Karl approaches from behind and raises his kitchen knife up to the light. 
The crowd simultaneously gasps, and as Techno turns around to see what all of the fuss is about, 
Karl plunges the huge knife into the middle of Dream's back. 


Shouts, cries, screams, and pleads rush through the crowd of high schoolers as Dream falls 
forward, landing below the stage directly on his knife wound. Techno has no time to think, to 
process the nature of what has just happened, so he quickly jumps off of the stage without a 
though. He doesn't pay any mind to the audible crack that comes from his healing leg. The blinding 
pain means nothing to him as he watches blood gurgle from Dream's mouth and back in red waves. 


Techno immediately places a palm over the wound, trying so desperately and thoughtlessly to stop 
the blood, but instead, he just ends up soaking his hand and beautiful dress. Dream's wide eyes 
fixate on his as he chokes on his own blood. One of his shaky hands reaches into his vest and pulls 
out a makeshift bouquet of pressed flowers from the adventure they went on so long ago. He 
shoves them into Techno's bloody hand before gripping the pinkette's thigh. 


"Did.. I.. surprise.. you..?" Dream gags, barely audible. 


The older boy nods, clutching the flowers close to his chest and wishing they smelled floral instead 
of strangely metallic. "Of course, you did. You always do." 


And, with that, Techno lies down in the pool of warm blood and closes his eyes as Dream stops 
choking. Finally, at long last, Techno is just as comfortable as he was when he slept in Dream's 
arms last night, always and forever holding onto that precious warmth that will never elude him 
again. 


Everything is perfect. 


Chapter End Notes 


What a ride, huh? We're closing in on the end of an era. You Wreck me is almost done 
with. :( I hope this chapter was worth the wait and the hype. I have never had more fun 
writing anything ever! 


Some of you may be thinking, hey Phantom, where the hell have you been? Well, in 
short, I was just out living my life! I started college this week and will be dedicating 
hours upon hours to school, so I wanted to give myself some time to have fun. I got my 
hair cut into a mullet and dyed it pink too! I'm really excited for my future. That being 
said, the hope of my Sunday upload schedule returning is slim to none. Along with 


college, I am also going to be getting a job and trying to find slivers of social time. 
Thank you all for understanding. <3 


Leave me a comment with your thoughts and opinions! I read them all and reply to 
most. While you're at it, head over to Twitter and give me a follow: @ 
phantomsunsets. I also have a private account for extra content: @ spiritnightfalls. 


Much love!! See you next time~ 


Don't Fade On Me 


Chapter Summary 


"You were the one who made things different; 
You were the one who took me in. 

You were the one thing I could count on; 
Above all, you were my friend. 


So, don't fade on me." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 25! The story is coming to a close, but we can't end without finding out the 
fate of our favorite green boy. Enjoy! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The onset of autumn brings some of the most sickeningly beautiful changes. The green petals on 
trees reach their peak of ripeness and then are reduced to orange and red dust on the floor. The sun 
leaves before evening can fully set in. A crisp chill echoes on the breeze from each daybreak to the 
next. Time moves a little quicker, and maybe that's why the fragile season is a bit more sweet and 
somber than all the rest. 


Techno surely thinks so. 
"Son, it's morning time," tenderly greets Phil, gripping Techno's shoulder. 


The pinkette opens one eye, pupil immediately focusing in on his father. Phil smiles softly and 
brings the red mug in his other hand up to his lips to take a sip of the steaming coffee Techno 
knows he adores so much. His fingers make a weak grab for Phil's mug, causing the older to sit at 
Techno's side and allow his son a small sip of the bitter liquid. 


"Too strong.." Techno mutters, lips clenching. 


"When you're my age, you'll wish it was stronger." Phil's blue eyes twinkle as he goes in for 
another drink, not so much as flinching at the strength of his own morning medicine. "Happy 
Halloween, by the way." 


Techno rubs a hand over his face. "It's Halloween already? I thought we had another week." 


Phil draws his eyebrows in concern, which is something that Techno is almost used to by now. It's 
been three entire weeks since he unofficially moved into Phil's apartment and overtook his 
bedroom. Over these three weeks, Techno has done a lot of sleeping. School was indefinitely 
cancelled for awhile, but it's set to start back up tomorrow, Monday morning. 


"Don't let time pass you by, kiddo. Will you come eat breakfast with me?" 


The younger side-eyes Phil. "What did you make?" 


"Eggs and toast, sunny side up, just the way you like them," declares Phil, proudly. "Plus, I have a 
gift for you, but you can only have it if you agree to eat." 


Techno hasn't been keen on eating for these past weeks, for his appetite is just as distant as the 
summertime. Still, he nods, if only to appease his father. Not to mention, Techno likes presents and 
wouldn't mind partaking in a bit of selfish gain today. 


"Fine, you win. What's my gift?" 


His father smiles widely and quickly steps into the hallway to retrieve whatever he's planning on 
giving to Techno. He returns a couple moments later, proudly holding up a familiar lime green 
hoodie without any blood, dirt, and holes in it. Techno gasps immediately and reaches out his 
hands to receive the comforting cloth. 


"I had a lovely woman in the home economics department fix it all up for you. She deep-cleaned 
the ratty thing and sewed up every hole by hand. Doesn't it look nice?" 


"It's beautiful, Dadza! Oh, she must've charged you so much.." 


Phil's grin transforms into a smirk. "Actually, she did it for free. Kristin is a very kind lady. Pretty 
too." 


"Do you have the hots for her?" Techno asks, no holes barred. 


"Your breakfast is getting cold. Why don't you put on your hoodie and come into the kitchen when 
you're done?" 


Techno guffaws. "Ignoring the question, I see. Okay, Dadza. One moment." 


As soon as Phil exits the room, Techno pulls his night shirt over his head and lies back down onto 
his father's bed, eyes closed and hoodie covering his mouth and nose. Techno relishes in the distant 
scent of a blurred face as the material covers his torso in goosebumps. He runs his fingertips over 
the parts of himself where he can vaguely feel nails and teeth pressing into him over and over 
again. Even the bumpy scars spanning his inner forearms tingle with pleasure. 


The pinkette slips the hoodie on and wraps his arms around himself as if someone else is holding 
his mind in this realm. He shudders upon opening his eyes, not wanting the fleeting memories to 
leave him so suddenly. The mind forgets things to protect itself, but Techno doesn't want to let 
them go for any reason at all, even if they only breathe pain. He doesn't mind the pain so much 
anymore, though. 


Once Techno feels grounded enough to function as a human being, he tears the comforter from his 
legs and swings them over the edge of the bed. His left leg doesn't have a boot on it, no, for it's 
now covered in a form-fitting, pink cast that cannot leave him at will. After rebreaking his leg 
three weeks ago, Techno had to have his bones set. He almost prefers it this way, though. At least 
he's out of the wheelchair. 


Techno grabs the two crutches leaning against the wall and uses them to lift himself to his feet. He 
pulls his hoodie sleeves up to his elbows and tries to smile at the fact that he can smell eggs and 
buttery toast wafting in from the kitchen. Although his stomach doesn't necessarily want to be full 
of a greasy breakfast, or anything at all, for that matter, Techno knows that Phil needs him to eat. 
He's learned as of late that sacrificing his own comfort is for the better sometimes. 


"Techno, hurry along! Your toast is drying up!" calls Phil. 
"Coming!" 


The teenager picks up his pace and hooks a right into the kitchen to fill up a glass with orange juice 
before he attempts to eat. Techno takes a huge drink straight from the bottle before stocking his 
cup, even though Phil has told him time and time again to keep his mouth off of products that more 
than just he uses. When he turns around to face Phil at the dining table, Techno's happy façade 
quickly disappears as the glass cup falls from his hand and shatters on the floor. 


"What are you doing here?" he chokes out, a shaky finger pointing at the figure perched at Phil's 
table. 


The woman that raised him kindly smiles and points at the chair in front of her own. "Why don't 
you sit down, Tech?" 


Techno looks to Phil, who's now kneeling on the ground, cleaning up glass fragments and juice 
from the tile. "Dadza, what is going on?" 


"Go eat your breakfast with your mother, Techno." 


Normally, the fiery boy would react with anger and violence, but his fight almost no longer exists. 
Techno shakily guides himself over to the table and plants himself down in front of his mother, her 
long, brunette curls flowing over her shoulders so softly. Those sharp features and piercing brown 
eyes mimic his own perfectly, for Techno is his mother's son. One could easily tell from a mile 
away that these two are related. 


"I knew you'd grow up to be as handsome as ever," the woman says, now drinking from Phil's red 
coffee mug. 


"It's been seven years. Seven fucking years since I've seen you!" 


She eyes him, almost curiously. "Wow, you've got your father's dirty mouth. I sure didn't see that 
coming.” 


"Well, I'm not you. Maybe that's fucking why." 


The woman takes a hesitant bite of her eggs, knife and fork in hand. "You are your own person, 
and that's all I've ever wanted for you. Where's your long hair?" 


"Wouldn't you like to know.." Techno mutters, unable to stomach looking at the plate of food in 
front of him any longer. "Will you go ahead and tell me why you're here?" 


Phil steps over to the table, eyes full of sorrow. "Techno, your mother and I really think you should 
move back to California with her." 


"Yes, Tech. You will have as much freedom or discipline as you require with me. My husband and 
I have already been looking at the most elite schools you can choose from, and we've even picked 
out a lovely bedroom for you. You'll have everything you need and more." 


"No way in hell. This is such bullshit, Dadza! Why would you invite Mom here without even 
telling me? That's.. so fucking low." 


The blonde sighs. "Well, I knew you'd freak if I told you! Techno, this is a perfect opportunity for 
you to heal. Don't you want to heal? Move on? Grow up?" 


"No," Techno declares, abruptly standing from the table and grabbing his crutches. "I'm going to 
the hospital. Don't expect me to come back here tonight." 


"TIl be in town for the week. I suggest you come visit me so we can talk some things over," says 
his mother, even though Techno is already halfway to Phil's room. 


She lets out a deep exhale, turning to Phil, who is shaking his head. "I told you he's stubborn as all 
hell." 


"He gets that from me. Give him my hotel address, okay, Phil? He'll come around. I know he will," 
declares the woman, eyes narrowing at the bedroom door as it slams shut. 


But, in Techno's mind, nothing will take him away from Snowchester. 


Not when his heart and soul is bound to a hospital bed. 


The smell of antiseptic is as familiar to Techno as the cologne his father has worn since the day he 
was born. The LED lights and monotonous white of everything isn't shocking anymore. Hearing 
last breaths and first cries are just another part of his daily routine now. Techno is used to blue face 
masks and pink scrubs. This is normality, whatever normality is. 


"Good morning, Dave," greets the receptionist, handing him a clipboard. "You know the drill." 
Techno nods while penning his name down. "Yes, I do. Any news for me today?" 
"Is there ever? You know we can't release information to anyone but his family." 


"His foster parents haven't stepped foot in this hospital, Zoie. I'm the only family he's got here," 
states Techno, eyebrows drawing together. 


Zoie nods understandingly, sorrowfully. "I wish I could." 
"I know. I'll ask again tomorrow, just to make sure." 
"TIl be here." 


The pinkette softly waves goodbye to the blonde woman with short hair and pink cheeks he has 
seen almost everyday for the past three weeks and begins ambling on down the halls he has 
memorized at this point. He smiles at an elderly woman as he passes, recognizing her as well, for 
she's been here for all three weeks. A child sticks his tongue out at Techno, and Techno returns the 
gesture because that little boy has been here for a week now. A new mother glances up from her 
hospital bed to hold up peace signs at Techno. She's been here for two days. 


Everyone knows him. 


Techno stops just a couple feet from the fifth door on the right, leaning against the wall and 
carefully placing his casted foot on the tile. He uses one crutch to anchor himself upright as he 
practices his routine breathing exercises, gentle and slow. Once Techno feels perfectly capable of 
handling himself, he limps into Dream's hospital room with nothing but his crossbody school bag 
and dwindling pride. 


"Hi, Dream," greets Techno, sitting in the cozy chair closest to the window. "Happy Halloween. I 
wish you could go trick-or-treating with me, Ranboo, Niki, and Sam tonight. Our costumes are 


great. Yours would be too." 


Instead of Dream's fast-paced, comforting voice, a pattern of incessant beeping echoes out from the 
multitude of machines crowding above and to each side of his bed. The only skin Techno can see is 
the pale curvature of Dream's balled up, left hand. His legs are covered by a blanket, and 
everything above his neck is hidden with tubes and wires that span down the length of each arm. If 
Techno closes his eyes and pushes his mind as far as he can, the artificial breathing of the machine 
keeping him alive almost sounds like the faint breathing Dream made in his ear so many nights 
ago. 


"I brought another book to read to you. We've finished so many at this point, but I've decided to 
revisit one that is important to you. It's called Lord of the Flies. Ever heard of it?" Techno pauses to 
softly laugh. "Miss Evers never made me give that presentation, by the way. She gave me a free A 
and told me.. told me that she was sorry. The nerve of some people, am I right?" 


Techno leans back in the small chair he's spent many nights curled up in. He reaches into his 
almost empty bag besides Wilbur's yellow water bottle, his reading glasses, and a copy of Lord of 
the Flies from Snowchester's local library. It's probably just as old as the one Fundy destroyed out 
of spite. Techno has been debating on whether he should keep the book and never set foot in the 
library again or not. He probably will. 


The teenage poet wets his fingers and turns to the starting page, looking over to make sure Dream 
is listening before he begins. Even though Dream is not awake, Techno would like to believe that 
he has heard every word he has read to him over the time they've spent together, having an 
eternally one-sided conversation. Techno won't hold it to him if he hasn't, though. Maybe two 
months ago he would have, but things have changed. He has changed. 


"The boy with fair hair lowered himself down the last few feet of rock and began to pick his way 
towards the lagoon," he begins, glasses perched on his nose. 


Before Techno can read the second line, the door to Dream's room is opening, and in walks just the 
man Techno has been waiting for. Techno abruptly closes the book and shoves it back in his bag. 
He conjures up the most intense look he possibly can and stares down Dr. Astor with an expression 
that could kill. 


"You, again? God, I thought I was early enough not to have to see you!" exclaims the doctor, 
letting out a long sigh. 


"I will be here everyday for the rest of forever until you tell me what is wrong with Dream." 


Dr. Astor runs a hand through the greying hair clutching onto his scalp and over the wrinkles on 
his face that Techno has caused him to develop. "When I finished medical school thirty years ago, 
I never imagined having to deal with someone as persistent and annoying as you, Dave Blade." 


"I guess I'm good at what I do, then. Can I say the same for you?" 


"I don't know anymore, kid." Dr. Astor slumps over onto the nearest chair and massages his 
temples while staring down Techno. "What don't you understand about 'I can't tell you'?" 


Techno clenches his jaw. "Clearly, not enough. So, what's going on with him?" 
"What's it gonna take for you to give this up?" questions the older man, clearly exasperated. 


The pinkette slowly lifts himself from his chair and begins a slow, pitiful limp across the room, his 
broken leg dragging behind him. He plants both hands on either side of Dr. Astor's body, narrowly 


pinning him against the wall. His deranged eyes pass back and forth between each of the doctor's 
almost clear ones. Techno's nose even twitches a little bit. 


"I will be here everyday for the rest of your career, reminding you of who you have failed. You 
failed him. Dream. Clay fucking Dream. Nobody but me is here for him, and I don't even know 
how to help him. I'll sacrifice my future and every ounce of potential happiness, just to make your 
life a living hell. Even if Dream dies, I will not stop coming here and asking for information. I am 
here for the long run, Astor. You wanna know why? I fucking love him. "Nuff said." 


Dr. Astor lets out another long sigh, staring at Techno will utter defeat. "You are the single most 
difficult person I've ever dealt with. Take a seat, Dave. I'll tell you what you crave so desperately, 
even if it means I get fired." 


Techno's heart skips approximately twenty beats as he stumbles his way back over to Dream's side 
and says, "I'm listening." 


"When Clay was stabbed, a blood clot that had been building near his lungs was released, and it 
traveled to his brain, causing a stroke. We won't know how severely it affected him until he wakes 
up. [fhe wakes up. Clay's experienced brain damage." 


"He had a fucking stroke?! No, that's impossible.." 


The doctor rolls his eyes. "Nothing is impossible in this field. That knife not only caused him to 
have a stroke, but it also damaged his spinal cord. Luckily, it's an impartial injury, but that could 
mean a number of different things. If he's still comatose by the end of this week, we're pulling the 


plug." 
"What? Who made that decision? You can't just let him die! That's insane!" 


"Would you stop shouting?" Dr. Astor stands up and begins pacing the room. "Cara and Ant Frost 
have made the decision. They are his legal guardians, after all." 


Techno takes one last look at that pale hand before pulling himself out of his chair once again and 
heading straight for the door. He doesn't bother grabbing his crutches as he stumbles through the 
hallway, barely able to keep himself upright. Techno nearly falls over onto Zoie's desk as he rips 
the phone off of the answering machine and begins dialing in a number that has been etched into 
his brain. 


"What are you doing?!" Astor and Zoie demand to know, together. 


There is a moment of heavy silence as the phone rings in Techno's ear. He can feel his legs begin to 
shake as he falls flat on his ass, still holding onto the phone. Everyone stares at Techno like he's 
gone mad, and hell, maybe he has. But, Clay Dream is worth the trouble. 


"You have reached the law office of Machrie Sycamore. How may we help you today?" 


"Trick-or-treat!" four voices exclaim, in unison. 


"Oh, golly!" the elderly woman cheers, examining the teenagers. "You all look so lovely. What are 
your costumes, exactly?" 


Ranboo, who is dressed in a puffy green outfit with a tail and snout growls out, "A fire breathing 
dragon.." 


Niki stands tall, raising her plastic sword in the air and closing the moveable plate on the front of 
her clunky helmet. "I'm a knight in shining armor!" 


Sam lets out a cackle as he pulls up the hood of his cloak and waves the stick he's carrying around 
throughout the crisp, night air. "Bubble bubble, toil, and trouble! I'll cast a spell on you! Because 
I'm the wicked witch; get it?" 


Techno, who is clinging onto Ranboo's back, runs a hand through his long, blonde wig and adjusts 
the hem of his large ballgown as he states, "I'm the princess, of course." 


"Cuties! All of you—cuties! Jerry, come look at these kids dressed up as medieval, fairytale 
characters!" she shouts, through the doorway she's standing in. "Here, let me take a picture for 
Jerry. Say cheese!" 


"Cheese!" 


The aging woman squints at the screen of her smart phone while snapping an image of the friends. 
She quickly tosses a handful of sweets into each of their bags and waves as the four leave her 
doorstep and begin marching on down the sidewalk once more. 


"I'm glad everyone likes our costumes. I think the attention is earning us extra candy!" Niki cries 
out, peering into her bag. 


Sam nods, lowering his hood. "According to my calculations, we are getting approximately 12% 
more candy than kids that aren't dressed up as a group." 


"You figured that out in your head?" questions Techno. 

"Wait no, he's right! I, uh.. just did the math.." Ranboo mutters, his green cheeks blushing red. 
Techno rolls his eyes. "Whatever gets us more cavities, I suppose. How are you holding up, Boo?" 
"Fine. Though, you're a lot heavier than you look." 

Niki snickers. "He keeps all the weight in his thighs." 


"Hey, they worked well to distract my opponents when I fenced! I loved giving boys a sexuality 
crisis while kicking their asses. It was kind of my thing.." 


"That's not a bad technique," Sam comments, scratching his chin. 


The four of them exchange knowing grins as they round the block and prepare to hit the next row 
of houses. Ranboo slows down just a few feet from the first one, which is a predisposed, silent 
agreement they all understand. Sam and Niki both help Techno off of Ranboo's back and aid him to 
the ground, Ranboo sitting as soon as Techno is safely in place. 


"How's your eye?" asks Techno, the mood immediately shifting. 


Ranboo shrugs and touches the cotton padding that is taped over his left eye. He's had two 
surgeries on it since the night of the masquerade, but the doctors were unable to save it. Now, the 
boy can only see from his right eye. If that wasn't bad enough, he fractured his cheekbone and orbit 
to boot, but his face is starting to come down from the swelling. It's still patchy with shades of 
yellow, red, blue, and purple, though. He looks even odder than usual, which is saying a lot.. 


"The pain has been manageable today, but I wouldn't mind some more meds right about now. I 


never thought I'd be taking opioids at sixteen!" 


Niki gently caresses the unwounded half of his face. "You won't be on them forever, our beloved. 
When do you get to take your dressing off?" 


"Tomorrow! I'm rather nervous to see what I look like under there.." 


Sam nudges Ranboo's shoulder as he tosses a handful of M&Ms in his mouth. "I think you're gonna 
look cool! I mean, why not add to the weirdness? It makes you unique." 


"I'm trying to look at it that way.. It's just hard to process after.. everything." 


The three friends give Techno a saddened glance before putting their heads down, but he instantly 
takes the hint and clears his throat. "Uh, yeah. Dream, he's uh.. in a coma.. because, well.. uh.. he 
kinda of had a stroke." 


"Wait, he what?!" Niki gasps, covering her mouth with both hands. 


Techno nods. "I found out today from Astor that the stab wound released a blood clot that traveled 
directly to his brain. I.. don't know what will become of him." 


Even though Techno is well aware that the Frosts have deemed Dream unsalvageable by the end of 
this week, he doesn't want to put that burden onto his emotionally scarred friends. It's been very 
hard for them all to leave their respective housing units on campus to meet up, for everyone has 
been on edge, scared, sad, and.. sickened. While life always goes on in the wake of tragedy, things 
at Snowchester High have been halted, so it seems. 


"He will pull through, Techno," Ranboo softly says, tangling his fingers in the lace on Techno's 
gown. "He always had and always will. Nothing can stop him. Not even you could." 


The pinkette smiles to himself. "You're right. If I couldn't, what good does a little knife wound 
paired with a stroke do?" 


"Not a thing," declares Sam. 


The group allots themselves a few minutes of silence to breathe and get started on candy munching 
before Niki and Sam guide Techno into his piggyback position. Ranboo carefully stands with their 
help as well before they begin trotting off again. Of course, everyone gushes over how cute they 
all look together, which is unsurprising at this point. After the block is finished, they continue on 
their journey to other side of the neighborhood. 


"Hey, look who it is. Wilbur! Hi, Will. What are you doing by yourself?" questions Niki, waving 
lonesome Wilbur in a pirate costume over to them. 


Wilbur nervously eyes them before stopping in his tracks. "Uh.. I just.. didn't wanna hang out with.. 
with my crew any longer. They were annoying me greatly." 


"Why's that?" Techno inquires. 


"Well, uh.. see, Sapnap and Alex wanted to go.. to go, uh.. visit Karl to bring him candy, and uh.. 
George, Punz, Skeppy, and Bad agreed.. to uh, get them there, but.. I didn't.. didn't wanna see him," 
stutters Wilbur. 


Sam nods. "Yeah, I can understand why you wouldn't want to go. What's up with Alex, Sap, and 
Karl, anyways?" 


"They're all three in a relationship now.. Karl's parents let them visit him in the institution, so 
they've been.. been going almost everyday." 


Ranboo sighs, tightening his grip on Techno's legs. "So, he's being treated, then?" 


"Yeah. Docs say he had a mental break.. completely snapped or something.. I, uh.. don't know 
much. I haven't gone to the hospital to see him.." 


Niki looks to each of the boys and then kindly asks, "Do you want to join us? We still have half of 
the town to get through and would love the company!" 


The brunette's eyes widen as he rapidly shakes his head and hands. "No! Uh, you guys have your 
fun. I'm heading back to Boarding House 7, anyways. I've had enough adventuring for one 
Halloween." 


"Well, okay. Have a good night," murmurs Sam, as Wilbur begins trotting past them. 


Techno's eyes linger on his twin for far too long as he notices the way his nearly empty bag of 
candy sags so pathetically. Wilbur's posture has begun to curve inwards as well. All of the 
confidence and pride that Wilbur exuded before the masquerade seems to have faded away. Maybe 
everyone is changing.. Or, maybe Techno's just too hopeful. 


Hope is useless, anyways. Right? 


"Hey, guys?" Techno pipes up with, just a few breaths after Wilbur is out of earshot. "Can you take 
me to the hospital? I think I'm ready to call it a night. I want to be there with Dream now." 


Niki nods, intertwining her fingers with his. "Of course, Techie. We're always here for you." 


And, even though Techno is going through hell right now, he knows he's not alone. For the first 
time in his life, Techno has real friends that love and care for him. He wants to be that source of 
solace in Dream's own life, if only the boy of celestial freckles and glittering green orbs would 
wake up. Wilbur, on the other hand, is more alone than the boy who's currently rocking back and 
forth in a straight jacket right now. 


Is this really how things are supposed to be? 


Techno just can't seem to figure that out.. 


The candy bag hanging off of Techno's left crutch is the only sound that follows him through the 
dimly lit hallway he's already traversed once today. The cheap, blonde wig on his head is rather 
tangled and itchy now, not to mention just how badly the princess dress is choking him. His skin 
feels flustered from the cold air of the night and the scratchy material rubbing caverns into his 
paper-thin skin. 


Techno releases the breath trapped in his lungs as he finally reaches Dream's hospital room. 
Following routine, he places both crutches along the wall beside the door and hobbles in. The only 
thing that's different about today is that Techno is lugging a heavy bag of candies and treats that he 
doesn't feel like digging into. Usually on Halloween, he and Wilbur dump out their respective bags 
and mix together their hauls so they both have access to each other's delicacies. This year is 
anything but normal, though. 


"Hello again, Dream," Techno quietly greets, as he plunks himself down in the armchair next to 


Dream's bed and begins removing his wig and dress. "I brought you some goodies to eat 
if.. when you wake up." 


The pinkette fluffs out his short hair and relishes in the feeling of the wig being discarded. His 

body is red all over from the material of the dress, so Techno immediately switches over to a nerdy, 
soft sweater he stole from Wilbur's closet so long ago and a pair of tiny shorts. Just as Techno's 
making himself comfortable in the cramped chair, a pair of glistening eyes shining from the back of 
the room catches his attention. 


"Who the hell are you?!" he shouts, nearly entering cardiac arrest. 


Techno cowers inside the minimal safety of his sweater as the monster's spindly hand slowly 
reaches over to the desk next to its place. The teenager has seen enough horror movies to know that 
if he were to be murdered by any supernatural entity, Halloween would be the best night to carry 
out the crime. He squints his eyes as the long fingers clasp onto the lamp's drawstring as Techno 
prepares for his imminent death. As soon as the light turns on, Techno lets out a scream that a 
terrified little girl might. 


"Woah, calm down, Dave! It's just your old pal, Machrie Sycamore," greets the lawyer, putting on 
a suave smile as he adjusts his business suit. 


"Sycamore?! Why the fuck were you sitting in here with the lights off?" 
Mr. Sycamore shrugs. "Like other cryptids, I prefer the dark." 


"Ugh, whatever.." Techno sits upright in the chair and stares down the older man. "What do you 
want, anyways?" 


"Well, you should know! You're just the kid I'm looking for." 
The boy's eyes widen. "You got my message?" 


"Of course, I did. While you and Clay have been ignoring me, Mr. Blade and I have been doing 
much work behind the scenes. Aren't you interested to hear about that? The blonde woman behind 
the nurse's desk sure wasn't.." 


Techno raises an eyebrow and asks, "You mean Zoie? That's just how she is. But, yes, tell me 
everything! Phil didn't mention having contact with you.." 


"Dear boy, sometimes it's best to let the adults do their thing without interference." Sycamore 
begins digging around in his briefcase, producing a thick stack of papers. "Ant and Cara Frost have 
declined to go through with the emancipation trial. It's all here in legal terms if you care to read 
fifty pages." 


"I do not. What does this mean for Dream, then?" softly questions Techno, looking over to the boy 
with a million tubes and machines hooked to his pale body. 


The lawyer's smile fades away, perhaps for the first time since Techno met him. "Well, I don't 
have much good news besides that. Legally, Clay Dream is a free man now without guardians to 
dictate his moves, but the Frosts agreed to take their foster son off of life support before the 
decision was made to give up being his caretakers. I can't tackle that issue, kid, for it's a whole 
different matter." 


Tears begin to well up in Techno's eyes. "So, you mean to say that, even though Dream isn't under 
their control anymore, his life still depends on that stupid fucking decision they made without a 


genuine care in the world for his well-being?" 


"I'm afraid so. All Clay has to do is wake up, then he can begin truly living. That includes this 
operation you both are interested in. What's it called? A bone.. bone marrow transplant?" 


"Yeah, but that doesn't matter if he's dead! You have to be able to do something.. Convince the 
Frosts to change their minds!" begs Techno, so pitifully. 


Mr. Sycamore shakes his head. "I can't, son. They don't have the authority to overturn their initial 
decision now that they are not his foster parents. What's done is done." 


"So, you're just gonna give up on me? On him?" 


That smile comes back just as quickly as it left as Sycamore explains, "I never once doubted either 
of you, but my work here is completed. Have a good rest of your Halloween, Dave. It was a 
pleasure working on this case." 


Techno watches in silent agony as the lawyer turns off the light and marches out of the hospital 
room, without so much as a nod or a wave. His lips quiver as more hot tears spill from his eyes and 
begin to soak Wilbur's knit sweater. Techno has tried so hard to be strong throughout these three 
weeks of suffering, but he's beginning to wonder if it's all for nothing. Why do people like Karl and 
Fundy get to be happy in times like these when Techno feels so defeated?" 


The pinkette wipes his eyes and fixates on Dream's nearest hand. Just this morning, it was curled 
up tightly, but now, his fingers are sprawled out on the edge of the bed, almost as if he were 
waiting for Techno's own hand to take his. Techno scoots the armchair closer to Dream's side and 
interlaces their fingers together. It's the only thing that soothes the dull aching in his chest, right 
where his heart is supposed to be. 


"I won't leave your side, Dream.. Through this whole week and the rest of forever, I will be here 
for you.. Please, never forget that." 


His watery lips press a gentle kiss to Dream's knuckles as he cozies down in the armchair, still 
holding onto that sacred appendage. Techno's sniffles begin to die off as he steadies his breathing 
and closes his eyes. Being in Dream's unconscious presence is enough to get him through the night 
relatively unscathed, and maybe it's enough. 


But, Techno swears he can feel that limp hand squeeze his just moments before he dozes off into 
the never-ending dreamscape that he can freely live forever in with a certain blonde boy that he just 
so happens to be madly in love with. 


Chapter End Notes 


That wasn't too sad, right? I think we all needed a less intense chapter after the events 
of the masquerade. That being said, Dream has ~1 week~ to wake up, or all of the 
progress they have made together is for nothing. Are you prepared for what's to come? 


Let me know what you thought of this installment in the comments! Don't forget to 
follow me on Twitter for extra content and updates on all things fanfic related, @ 
phantomsunsets. Much love and see you all soon!! <3 


Even The Losers 


Chapter Summary 


"Baby, time meant nothin’, anything seemed real; 
Yeah, you could kiss like fire, and you made me feel. 
Like every word you said was meant to be; 

No, it couldn't been that easy to forget about me. 


Baby, even the losers; 
Get lucky sometimes." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 26 is finally here! I really, really hope the wait has been worth it~ :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Familiarity and safety can be changed to foreign danger in the blink of an eye, or.. the stab of a 
knife. One second, you are king, and the next, it seems as though nobody recognizes your crown 
anymore. The revolution has dawned, leaving Techno Blade as an unwanted and unloved ruler, 
fallen from grace and shattered to pieces upon impact. But, even as his trembling fingers hold onto 
the red, plastic tray in his hands, in place of a scepter, he keeps fighting his way forward with each 
limp of a step. 


"Are you sure you don't want me to carry that?" asks Niki, as all eyes land on them. "I'd hate for 
you to get even more hurt because you decided to carry your own lunch.." 


Techno pauses to turn and half-smile at her. "I've got it. One crutch really is all I need, anyways." 
"If you say so.." 


Ranboo and Sam follow behind as Techno and Niki lead the pack to the far corner of the cafeteria, 
for that's the only place where their kind is allowed to eat. Murmurs echo from the peers that 
outcasted the four almost completely after the masquerade. Even Sam's almost boyfriend left him 
to the wolves after that night, but Techno doesn't blame him. 


Who would want to associate with them after what happened up on that stage? 


"Losers!" shouts a voice, from the back of the cafeteria as an opened bottle of soda collides with 
Ranboo's back. 


The youngest friend's suit becomes soaked, but Ranboo keeps pressing on, even as the kids begin 
to laugh and toss more items at them. Sam tanks as much of the carnage as he can, but the other 
three still don't make it to the table unscathed. When they sit down, everyone finally turns their 
attention away from the losers and back to their own uninteresting lives. 


"You okay, Boo?" Sam asks, passing his hoodie over to Ranboo so he can wear something not wet. 
"Yeah, thanks. Everyone else?" 

Niki nods. "I have a little bit of pineapple in my hair, but it'll come out." 

"Do you think we'll ever live the masquerade down?" questions Ranboo. 


"I think the only thing you guys would have to do to be back on their good sides is to stop being 
friends with me," admits Techno, wiping his face clean. 


Ranboo scoots a little closer to Techno. "I don't think any of us are going anywhere. Especially 


me. 


The pinkette playfully rolls his eyes and says, "I know, but I would understand if you did. When 
can we take your patch off?" 


"Doc says noon." 
Sam glances at his watch. "It's 12:15! Well, let's finally see you." 
"I'm nervous. What if I'm even uglier than before?" 


"In what world are you ugly?" Techno demands to know, glaring at Ranboo. "Stay still, and I'll 
take it off for you." 


Ranboo fully pivots to face Techno, placing his hands on the bench next to him as he leans his face 
in toward Techno. Techno anchors one hand on Ranboo's neck as he places two fingers on one side 
of the tape holding the cotton pad over his eye. He gives Ranboo a look of reassurance, to which 
Ranboo nods and clenches his other eye shut. Techno carefully peels back the tape to reveal a 
puffy, discolored socket, stitched in place with black thread. 


"Can you open your eye?" inquires Niki, sweetly. 

He shudders, grasping for Techno's hands. "I don't know.. I'll try, though." 

Techno squeezes Ranboo's fingers as he slowly opens both eyes and stares him dead-on. 
"Oh my god.." 

"Holy shit!" 

"W owzers.." 


Ranboo glances from each stunned friend, ripping his hands away to feel the injured eye for 
himself. "What?! What is it? What happened to me?!" 


A genuine smile spreads across Techno's lips. "Ranboo, your eye is completely red!" 
"Red? Like.. bright red?" 


All three friends nod as Sam pipes up with, "I knew you'd look cool! On one half of your face, your 
skin is darker, hair is black, and eye is green! But, on the other half, you have lighter skin, white 
hair, and a red eye." 


"Gosh, I'm such a freak!" Ranboo exclaims, grinning madly. "I'm a freak.." 


"Don't forget, you're a loser too," teases Niki. 


Techno studies the asymmetrical shape of Ranboo's blood red orb, truly finding the oddity as pretty 
as ever. Someday, Ranboo will accept himself for the type of beautiful he is, and maybe, just 
maybe, this friend group will push him towards self-love. 


As soon as Techno parts his lips to speak, he is interrupted by the sound of a tray hitting the table 
next to him. He turns his attention to the figure looming beside the losers' table, eyes pointed 
toward the floor and hands hooked together in front of him. Wilbur nervously looks at Niki, Sam, 
Techno, and Ranboo before landing back on his twin brother. The air goes still and silent as they 
all wait for him to make even a peep. 


"Uh.. can.. I maybe.. sit with you guys?" Wilbur stutters, shifting his weight from his left to his 
right foot repeatedly. 


The pinkette makes room for Wilbur and pats the bench beside him. "Of course, Will." 
"T-thanks.." 


Wilbur sits next to Techno and softly smiles at him without making direct eye contact. Niki's 
expression lights up as soon as she sees the two begin to make some semblance of progress. 
Although they are worlds away, Techno doesn't want it to be like this forever. He has no idea 
where or who he'd be without Wilbur by his side to aid him with every scheme and encourage him 
through the roughest times. 


Techno begins to feel content as the group starts eating in the safety of their little corner. He lets 
out a deep breath, reaching for his milk and taking a long drink. Just as he prepares to dig into his 
salad, Wilbur's arm accidentally knocks over his cup of French dressing, causing it to splatter 
across the table. Techno gasps at the red substance and goes flying onto the tile, crawling on the 
palms of his hands away from the scene. 


"Dream!" he involuntarily shrieks, picturing gallons of blood pooling under the one Techno loves 
so much. 


The attention quickly turns back to the group of friends as Wilbur immediately crouches to the 
ground and tries to calm his brother. "Tech, I am so sorry.." 


The pinkette's entire jaw shakes as his tongue refuses to let him speak. The image of Dream dying 
clouds his mind as his heart pumps three beats a second. Techno wonders if this is how Dream's 
asthma makes him feel, his lungs constricting and only permitting him to hyperventilate. Techno 
doesn't mind his broken leg as he picks himself up from the floor, confused, scared, and distraught. 


"It's fine.. I gotta go.." Techno mumbles, grabbing his bag and singular crutch as he begins racing 
out of the cafeteria. 


This place is worse than hell now. Techno wheezes so loudly as his nerves rattle his body like a 
maraca. His vision fades in and out from black to blinding white as he stumbles through the halls, 
trying to find enough oxygen to fill his lungs, but everything looks bloody. Did they forget to clean 
the school? Did Dream's blood seep into every room, all the way from the gymnasium? 


"Techno? Are you okay?" questions an authoritative voice. 


Techno spins around on his pink cast and is faced with a concerned looking Miss Evers. He shakes 
his head, unable to find the right words or catch his breath. She slowly walks towards him, both 
hands up as not to scare him off. Techno recoils and jitters as she narrows in on him, but as soon as 


the young woman is three feet in front of him, he jumps into her arms and begins sobbing. 


"Okay, Techno.. It's okay, dear. Let it out. Nobody is ever going to hurt you again, okay? It's all 
over, Techno.. It's all over." 


"Dream's gonna die!" he cries out, soaking her blouse with impromptu tears and saliva. 


Miss Evers strokes his growing hair and coos, "He's alive right now, Techno. He won't give up 
without a fight, and neither should you. Do you hear me, Tech? Come on, let me walk you to your 
dad's apartment. It's okay, Techno." 


Techno wipes his eyes and nose as he leans on Miss Evers for support, no longer able to stand 
upright without help. He continually cries as they inch toward the front of the building, but even 
leaving Snowchester High won't cure the hate he has for this school and this whole town. 


How long will he be able to stay here without combusting? 


As the two head away from the school, Techno doesn't have a single clue that his twin brother has 
seen his episodic breakdown. 


"It's so nice to be out of the boarding house," comments Ranboo, as he holds the door open for 
Techno. "It's been ages!" 


The pinkette raises an eyebrow. "Ages? We went out last night, dummy." 


Ranboo's two-toned cheeks immediately blush. "That's different.. I never go to actual places. And 
with my surgeries lately, I've barely been able to leave one room." 


"Okay, you have a point. I'll start taking you out more often." 


The younger slightly giggles as Techno leads them through the hip café, pausing in front of a cozy 
little area strung with fairy lights. There is a corner section of couch and a bean bag chair around a 
low coffee table. Techno props his crutch against the wall and slinks onto the velvet couch, 
grateful to rest his tender leg. 


"TIl order for us. What's your poison, Blade?" Ranboo kindly asks. 


Techno nearly guffaws. "Where did your newfound bravery come from? Never mind. Caffeine 
sounds devilish right now. Get me a medium latte with two blonde shots, steamed sweetened 
cream, and strawberry syrup." 


"Someone important to me taught me it. Back in a flash." 


"Weirdo.." Techno whispers, even though his heart gently aches at the notion that he of all people 
could have done something good for someone like Ranboo. 


As Ranboo waltzes off, Techno leans back and takes in the atmosphere of the cozy décor and soft 
music streaming in from the crackling speakers above his head. The bitter smell of coffee 
interlaced with sugary syrup and something spicy calms his ever-thrumming nerves. A calm and 
quiet afternoon with the coward of campus is just what the doctor ordered for Techno, but 
something tells Techno that the coward in question isn't so much of a spineless wreck after all. 


Ranboo is quick to return with a drink in each hand, lips pursed awkwardly. Techno accepts his 


cup and takes a sip as Ranboo flops onto the beanbag, squinting at his odd expression. He patiently 
waits for Ranboo to get comfortable before prying him open like a safe. 


"Don't ask because I'm already telling you. The girl that took our order complimented my red eye! 
Can you believe that? She said it looked cool.." 


"What have we been telling you, Boo? You're perfect just how you are, even if half of your field of 
vision is gone." 


The taller nudges him. "Is it crazy to say having one green and one red eye makes me a little more 
confident?" 


"Downright insane. But, I expect nothing less," Techno affirms, taking another drink. "What'd you 
get, by the way?" 


"Large hot chocolate with extra whip and cinnamon sugar topping. Wanna try?" 


Techno nods, eagerly reaching for the drink. In turn, he hands his own to Ranboo. They each make 
a face as they taste the other's beverage of choice before swapping back and nursing their own 
again. Still, they both softly laugh and fall under the spell of comfort in this hidden corner of the 
café, free to be exactly themselves without feeling out of place. Because, at the end of the day, they 
really are just some losers with nowhere to go but forward. And, forward, they will trek. 


"Listen, I don't want to bring down the mood, but I feel like you should know about Dream. I don't 
want to worry Sam and Niki, but.. I refuse to leave you of all people hanging..." 


Ranboo sets his drink down on the coffee table and leans closer to Techno, eyebrows tucked 
together as he says, "I've been wanting to ask. I know it's hard to talk about, though." 


"It is. It really is, but I am a capable bitch, if nothing else. I spoke to Machrie Sycamore last night 
after I got back to the hospital. He was the man Phil hired to take Dream's case. Well, long story 
short, Cara and Ant made the decision to not go through with the trial and just.. let him be free. 
But, they made a huge mistake before all of this that is still going to stand, and I can't do a thing to 
fix it." 


"What mistake? Techno, I can handle it.." 


Techno clasps his hands together, looking down at his shoes. "Uh, so.. Dream is going to be taken 
off life support if he doesn't wake up from his coma by the end of the week." 


"What?!" 

"I know.." 

"They can't just-" 

"I know!" 

"How could-" 

"I KNOW!" 

Ranboo's head slumps into his hands. "Are you sure?! Like, are you really sure?" 


"Fairly certain. I hope to the gods that a lawyer wouldn't lie about something like that.." 


"Techno, I.. I h-have to tell you something really important. If you d-decide you don't want to be 
friends with me because of it, I t-totally understand. But, you've been nothing b-but kind and c- 
caring towards me as of late. I n-need to b-be honest with you since you j-just let me in as well," 
Ranboo admits, fumbling over every other word. 


The pinkette places a safe hand on Ranboo's shoulder. "Anything at all, Boo, you can trust me 
with." 


"I know that now. I doubted you for so long, but you are a good person, Techno." Ranboo sucks in 
a shaky breath as his face reddens twice as dark. He rapidly blinks as tears sprout into the corners 
of his eyes. "The truth is that.. that I'm in foster care, just like Dream was." 


"What? Ranboo.." 


Ranboo sniffles. "I didn't tell anyone when I moved here.. The only reason I got into a prestigious 
school like Snowchester High is because of my grades. Every summer, I go right back into the 
group home and hope I've done enough to stay in the boarding school." 


Techno takes a napkin from the coffee table and gently dabs at Ranboo's blotchy cheeks as he 
hiccups and cries. He even moves Ranboo's bangs out of the way and tucks his overgrown hair 
behind each ear. Ranboo's bottom lip quivers as he allows Techno to care for him. 


"B-but, I've never really had anyone at all," Ranboo continues, finally looking Techno in both eyes. 
"So, when I came here, I didn't want anyone to know. Fundy befriended me, and I really believed 
that he cared for me. He only used me, though. Everyone did.." 


The older can feel his heart break at that statement. "I'll never forgive myself for the toxic 
environment I created in Boarding House 7. I turned all of those boys into animals for my own 
personal gain.. for my own amusement. I mean, I never really hated Dream because he was an 
orphan. I hated him because he didn't need me like everyone else in the house did. I hated him 
because he was what I wanted to be." 


"You didn't ever really hate Dream. You just loved him so much that it felt like hate." 


"Maybe you're right, Boo.." Techno readjusts Ranboo's hair as his sniffling fizzles out. "One thing 
I'm for sure on is that I won't ever let somebody hurt you again. Not me. Not 
Fundy. Nobody. You're my best friend, Ranboo. I love you." 


Something in Ranboo's eyes—a distant glimmer, a hollow emptiness—shifts as soon as the three 
words of pure magic exit Techno's lips. His crying stops as if on command, the clouds parting after 
a thunderstorm. Ranboo swiftly wraps both arms around Techno and buries his face in the 
pinkette's neck. His hands grip the cloth of Techno's sweater tighter than Techno ever thought 
possible. 


Techno begins to wonder if Ranboo's ever been told that by anyone before. 


The younger pulls back a few seconds later, nose and cheeks still powder pink. He's smiling, 
though, and his eyes are bright. Ranboo picks up his hot chocolate with both hands and begins 
sipping on it like a baby's bottle as he stares off into the distance. Through and through, that hint of 
wanderlust never leaves his orbs. Everything is almost perfect. 


But, when the bell above the door rings, both boys automatically look in the direction of the noise. 
There, sliding through the entrance, is a particular ginger furry with his arms wrapped around a 
lanky boy in a Yankees cap and a knock-off Gucci sweatshirt. The lovebirds amble past Ranboo 


and Techno together, staring down the pair as they slink onto a sofa, immediately cuddling up 
together. 


"How the fuck did Fundy avoid getting locked up in the institution with Karl?" Techno muses, 
anger boiling on his skin. "I mean, he pushed you off the stage, for fuck's sake!" 


Ranboo gazes back to Techno with an uneasy expression. "Fundy gave a sob story on how he 
watched me trip. Schlatt backed him up. I'm blinded in one eye for the rest of my life, but he gets to 
walk free with his sleazy boyfriend.." 


"Let's go to a park or something. There's no need for us to stay here with those two in the general 
proximity." 


Techno grabs his crutch, leaving a half-finished latte on the coffee table, as the two friends 
hurriedly begin to exit the premises. Just as they make it to the door, a sharp whistle from behind 
them causes them to turn around, still on high alert. Schlatt is smirking with two fingers between 
his lips, but the real star of the show is Fundy, ears perked up and a glare reflecting off of such 
sharp eyes. 


Not to mention, he's holding a kitchen knife in the hand not cupped around Schlatt's arm. 
There's even a trace of something dry and red on the tip of the blade. 


How peculiar. 


Sleep used to feel like such a therapeutic release when Techno had nothing to worry about except 
what expert move he was going to pull during his next fencing tournament, how he was going to 
show every onlooker just how powerful the pinkette truly was. Techno didn't have to think about 
anything besides the trivial, for he knew everyone would fall to their knees for him in the morning 
and make sure he was happy. 


But, Techno isn't so sure he ever has known true happiness, outside of gentle encounters with a 
certain runner he used to abhor laying eyes on. 


Now, he tosses and turns all night long, fretfully trying to force his mind and body to shutdown. 
Even as Techno writhes like a fish out of water, Ranboo sleeps soundlessly next to him in Phil's 
large, comfortable bed. It's better this way—Ranboo in the dream world and Techno perfectly 
conscious—for Techno would hate to keep the fragile sophomore awake to bask in Techno's silent 
tantrums. Still, he wouldn't mind the company.. 


Phil has been gone for a little over an hour now, and Techno doesn't imagine he'll be back home 
tonight at all. He's downstairs on a rendezvous with that lady from the home economics department 
that fixed up Dream's hoodie. Techno can't quite retrieve her name from his fuzzy mind, but she's 
pretty and kind. His dad deserves someone far better than the woman he is forced to called his 
mother. Techno is grateful he's finally thrown himself back into the dating scene, albeit a little late. 
Hopefully, it will work out for Phil this time. 


If Ranboo weren't spending the night, Techno would no doubt be cozied up in the small armchair 
next to Dream's hospital bed, listening to the steady beeping and buzzing coming from the 
younger's array of machines. His hand would be clutching that lifeless appendage while 
desperately wishing for it to squeeze him back. But, Techno can't forget that more people need him 
than just Dream. Ranboo, for example, is in dire need of a friend right now. 


Techno lets out a long sigh as he maneuvers himself onto his left side, careful to mind his aching 
leg. Ranboo's soft snoring, that of a cat's purr, would normally be enough to lull him into slumber, 
but the pinkette simply cannot let go of the day's events. Seeing Fundy brandishing a bloody knife 
was enough to scare Techno and Ranboo far out of the café. Neither of them will ever be returning. 
It's quite sick of Fundy to hold so much pride in what he inadvertently did to Dream. 


Surely, it wasn't the actual knife, right? 


These kinds of questions have been circling Techno's brain since he stared into the furry's hazy 
eyes. It was the same kind of look Techno used to give Dream after royally screwing him over. 
Maybe Fundy and Techno aren't as different as the pinkette would like to imagine. 


"Oh, come on! Don't think like that, Techno.." he audibly scolds. 


Ranboo twitches and lets out a gurgling noise, but he doesn't seem to register what Techno has 
said. Techno falls onto his back and reaches over to tenderly pat the sleeping boy's head. He 
shouldn't have to suffer just because Techno allows himself to. Ranboo is the most genuine and 
loving person Techno has ever met, and he deserves nothing more than to sleep like a baby in the 
safety of his best friend. Techno will protect him forever. 


Techno's eyes close as he turns down the white noise in his brain and focuses on the sound of 
Ranboo's breathing. It's almost enough to carry him off into his sleep, but the faint squeak of the 
front door slowly opening knocks Techno back into full consciousness. Phil surely wouldn't be 
home at this time, no, for he made it clear that his intention was to stay out late. Techno's heart 
begins to race a mile a minute as he carefully lowers his feet to the ground. 


Has Karl escaped the sanitorium and come to finish what he started? Is Fundy waiting in the living 
room with that bloody knife he showed off to the two boys earlier? 


The trembling teenager peeks around the darkened bedroom for a weapon, but Phil is as clean-cut 
as they come. The most dangerous thing Techno gets his hand on is one of the studded belts Phil 
hasn't worn since the early 2000s when they were actually in style. If someone is here to kill 
Techno and Ranboo, though, it is far better than nothing, especially considering that Techno is 
already somewhat down a peg. Or, in his case, down a leg. 


Mustering up every little ounce of courage he can, Techno quietly opens the bedroom door and 
begins limping down the eerie hallway. He holds the belt in the shape of a loop above his head so 
he can swing it as soon as necessary while steadying himself against the wall with his other hand. 
As soon as he feels the light switch, Techno takes a deep breath and prepares himself to meet 
Death. 


Instead, he is left standing face-to-face with his twin brother. 


"Wilbur?! What the fuck are you doing here? You scared me shitless!" Techno exclaims, keeping 
his voice hushed as much as his adrenaline will allow him to. 


Wilbur is whiter than a ghost, almost as afraid as Techno. "Can you.. uh.. put that thing down? I 
didn't realize you'd be asleep.." 


"I wasn't asleep! But, Ranboo is." 
"Oh.. I should go." 


Techno sighs and lets the belt drop to the floor. "No, it's fine. What'd you want, anyhow? Dadza 
isn't home." 


The slightly younger, slightly taller twin's lips begin to quiver as he opens his mouth to speak. 
Tears soon begin dribbling down his cheeks and onto the collar of his favorite, yellow sweater. 
Wilbur removes his round glasses to quickly wipe at his eyes, but it's too late, for he's full on 
sobbing and on the verge of hyperventilating now. 


How many breakdowns is Techno going to have to participate in or bear witness to today? 
"Will, don't cry. It's okay, Will.." Techno coos, placing both hands on his brother's shoulders. 


"I'm so sorry, Techno! I caused all of this.. It's all my fault. I could have stopped it, but I didn't, and 
I'm so fucking sorry.." 


Techno leads Wilbur over to the sofa and watches him with grave concern as he weeps. "What Karl 
and Fundy did is none of your fault! It's partly theirs and partly mine, but not a bit of it is yours. 
Why do you think it is?" 


"Well, because.. I turned on you! God, I was so jealous.. When you started giving all of your time 
and attention to Dream, I thought I was expendable! I thought that, if you can love someone that 
you hated, then you can hate someone that you loved. I thought you'd replaced me.." Wilbur wails, 
as the tears continue to pour. 


The pinkette softly hushes him. "No, Will. I could never replace you. My relationship with Dream 
was complicated and.. so inexplicable. It was like being set on fire.. but without any of the pain. 
The bad pain, anyways.. I'm sorry that I accused you of vandalizing our room and betraying me." 


"You had every right to suspect me." Wilbur finally meets Techno's eyes. "As soon as I saw you 
with Dream in your arms, I began to change. In reality, I had no right to dictate your relationship 
with him, and I should have just kept my mouth shut rather than turning on you.." 


"But, [understand why you did. Wilbur, we both hurt each other. A lot. That doesn't mean we don't 
love each other. If anything, it shows how much we do love each other. I hated being separated 
from you, you know. I hated every second." 


Wilbur clutches Techno's nearest hand. "Me too! I felt so cold and empty." 
"I want you to know that I forgive you, Will. And, I hope you'll forgive me too." 
The brunette fondly smiles and nods before saying, "As do I. Can we hug it out?" 


Techno doesn't have to say another word, for he's already wrapped up in Wilbur's grip before the 
question has left his twin's mouth. They clutch each other so tightly, and Techno is almost 
convinced they would both turn to dust if they let go too fast. The life they lived together as 
preteens and young teenagers was enough to bond them together forever, and not even attempted 
murder could get between them now. 


"I'm really glad you came over." 


"I couldn't sleep in that damned boarding house a second longer.. God, I feel so terrible for what 
Tommy said to us at the masquerade. Will he ever forgive us?" 


The older nods, tugging on one of Wilbur's loose curls. "In time, he'll come around. Right now, he 
needs to be left alone. Tommy will seek us out when he's good and ready." 


"I sure hope so. I just feel so bad-" 


Wilbur's statement is cut off by the sound of Phil's wall phone ringing. Both of the twins are 
clearly startled by the noise, for Techno isn't quite sure either of them knew it worked in the first 
place. That kind of medieval means of communication died long ago, so it seems. 


"Blade residence," announces Techno, into the phone. 


"Dammit, kid, why don't you know how to answer your own goddamn phone?" gripes Astor, 
clearly exasperated. 


Techno gives Wilbur a concerned look. "Dr. Astor? It's almost midnight on a school night; why 
would I be taking calls?" 


"My mistake. I thought you cared for your dying boy." 
"What?! Of course, I do! What's going on?" 


A shrill scream echoes from beyond the doctor's line, distant and bloody. "Clay Dream has 
awoken, but things are not looking good. I'm merely calling to tell you to stay away from my 
hospital. This clinic will not be allotting Clay visitors for the foreseeable future, and that 
includes you and your incessant need to sleep here." 


"You're fucking kidding me! He's awake? I have to see him.." Techno breathlessly declares. 


Another painful screeching sound rings through Techno's ears as Astor says, "Not a goddamn 
chance. In fact, I plan on putting him back under, for he's not fit for the world of the conscious yet." 


"What does that mean?! You can't just say this shit to me and expect me not to freak out!" 


"Au contraire, child, for I know you will put up a fight. I am having Clay put into a medically 
induced coma while we figure out what to do with him. He's too manic and insatiable to be dealt 
with like an adult." 


Techno stamps down the foot of his broken leg. "But, he's not an adult! He's scared, Astor. Don't 
do this, please.." 


"Techno! Techno, help me! HELP!" begs Dream's scratchy voice, from what feels like a million 
miles away. 


"Would you quiet him down?" snaps the doctor, to whoever else is in Dream's room. "Stay away 
from here, Dave Blade. That is both an order and a warning, for I will personally see to it that you 
never interact with Clay Dream ever again. I mean this with my entire heart, boy. Stay away." 


With his final threat, the line goes silent, leaving Techno to shudder in the wake of such shocking 
news. If Dream is awake, why is he not being treated? Why isn't Techno allowed to see him? Why 
is he being put back into a coma? Can the plug still be pulled if the coma is intentional this time? 


"What is going on?" asks Wilbur, breaking Techno out of his trance. 


Techno pads across the room in three strides, staring into his brother's eyes with a demented look. 
"Do you trust me?" 


"Of course.." 
"Good. I need you to do something for me." 


Wilbur rapidly nods. "Anything at all." 


The pinkette's eyes lock on Phil's set of keys dangling from a hook by the door. Wilbur follows his 
gaze, pupils turning into pinpricks as he seems to understand what Techno has on his mind. What 
Techno is about to do is downright crazy and highly illegal, but Dream will forever be worth the 
risk. 


Love is worth the risk. 


"I need you to pretend to be me. I don't know when I'll be back or even if I'll be back, but you have 
to cover for me as long as you possibly can. Do you understand?" 


"A thousand percent. I just need a beanie.. and, uh.. fuck, your leg.." 


Techno smiles a demented grin. "Hide it. As long as Dadza doesn't see, you'll be fine. You can tell 
Ranboo in the morning if you'd like. Just make sure Phil stays in the dark for as long as you 
fucking can." 


"I've got you. Go on, now! Do whatever the hell you need to do." 
The older slowly slides the glasses off of Wilbur's face. "You won't be needing these anymore." 
"I suppose I can go without.." Wilbur whispers, squinting as Techno grabs Phil's keys 


"That's the spirit." Techno is about to run back into Phil's room to grab a few necessities when he 
stops in place and turns back to Wilbur. "Oh, and Will?" 


The twins look at each other, always ready to aid the other in their various schemes. For as long as 
the sun has shone onto their pale skin, Wilbur and Techno have been as close as humanly possibly. 
They are not just brothers, no, for they are soulmates. Everything about their relationship, as 
turbulent as it can be, has always been perfect.. in some twisted way. 


"Yeah, Techie?" 


Techno fills his lungs with air, readying himself for the adventure to come. This loser is about to 
go farther than he ever thought he would. And, what is it all for, anyways? Well, it's for that sweet, 
little L-word that Techno feels for very few people. 


"I love you." 


Wilbur happens to be one of them. 


Chapter End Notes 


Only 3 chapters left and still a whole lot of things that need to happen. What is 
Techno's plan? Will Dream survive the cruel hand that Fate has dealt him? Keep 
reading to find out! 


It's no secret that my upload schedule is nonexistent at this point, but hey, at least I 
haven't abandoned this project all together! Truth is, I've been far too busy to write 
much at all. College is kicking my ass so much as of recently, and every moment I'm 
not doing coursework, I'm trying to be a normal teenager and have a bit of fun. 
Unfortunately, I haven't been able to respond to every comment I receive, as I usually 
do, but PLEASE keep sending them my way! They get me through so much of my 


stress about this project, and you guys truly entertain me. I'll do my best to respond to 
everybody, but even if I can't, just know that I read your comment and adored it! <3 


Anyways, I'm going to go pass out before my morning class. Keep up-to-date with me 
and my projects via my Twitter account, @ phantomsunsets. I'm active most days over 
there, even when I'm busy. Much love and see you all soon! 


Depending On You 


Chapter Summary 


"I ain't ever gonna let you down; 

All you gotta do is trust me. 

I would never make you some clown; 
Baby, why won't you trust me? 


You give up so easily. 
I don't know why you can't see; 
I'm depending on you. 


Don't let me down." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 27! This one is intense, so prepare. ;) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


When did life become so much more about survival rather than living for a triumphant moment of 
fame and fun? Has childhood left completely, marking an end to innocence? At what point is one 

supposed to relinquish their sinful youth and step into the primal world where nobody can protect 
their soul? Why is there only pain ahead? 


Techno Blade has been asking himself these questions and thousands more lately, for his descent 
into madness is a fresh one. He cannot remember what it feels like to be beautiful, to be loved. His 
skin is ill-fitting as of late and taking on age as if one whole year passes with each and every day. 
Techno never pictured himself as ugly as he feels now, inside as well as out. 


How the hell did he get here? 


It's just after midnight as Techno places Phil's Buick in park and tries to calm his hyperventilating. 
His pale fingers are shaking, but Techno cannot stop them, no matter how hard he tries. He glances 
into the back of the cramped car just to make sure everything is still there. All of the items Techno 
could gather up in the span of thirty seconds fill the backseat, for he's not sure when or even if he 
will be returning to Snowchester. What he's preparing to do will land him in a lot of trouble if he 
doesn't take the right precautions. 


The pinkette takes in a final deep breath, rubs his bare arms to warm them up, and heads out into 
the chilly night. Snowchester's small hospital stands dormant just a few, limping steps from the 
car. Even though the slightest bits of pressure on his healing leg feel like fire, Techno powers 
through it. He popped about five ibuprofens before his impromptu adventure, which causes Techno 
to wonder if those tiny, red pills could be inhibiting him more than he already was to begin with. 
The world around him may be going in and out of focus, but his tunnel vision hones on the 
entrance. 


"I'm coming, Dream.." he mumbles. 


Techno pushes his way past the heavy, glass doors and scans the main floor before struggling his 
way down to Dream's room. His tactic of holding onto the wall has proven very helpful lately, so 
he quickly wraps his quivering hands around the wall-length railing to gain traction. As Techno 
approaches Dream's open door, he stops breathing in order to listen in to what is happening inside. 
Many voices fight with each other, but one of them is both prominent and familiar.. 


"Nurse Wendy, do not fight me on this. I am the doctor, and Z call the shots. This boy is in no state 
to be awake! I'd soon rather risk him dying while under rather than dying while conscious," states 
Dr. Astor, in a loud tone. 


"But, Astor! Clay's body cannot handle being put back into the coma like this. We need to help 
him!" retaliates Wendy. 


Techno peeks in just as Dr. Astor grabs her by the collar of her shirt. "Wendy, I can and will have 
you fired. I have spent far too long dealing with this insufferable boy going nowhere in life as fast 
as he possibly can! We're doing him a favor. Do you understand me?" 


"Yes, Doctor. I will prepare the sedatives." 


"No.. please.. I've had.. enough.." groans Dream, his words slurring as he tries to claw out of his 
wrist restraints. 


It takes every ounce of Techno's courage not to rush to Dream's side, but he knows deep down that 
it would only worsen their situation. Techno can feel his cheeks heat up as that godforsaken anger 

he's always carried around with him threatens to spill over his edges. Dream has taught him a little 
something about patience, though. Instead of reacting harshly, he turns around and starts speeding 

down the hallway with his broken leg dragging behind him. 


Techno stops at the nurse's station as his frantic eyes search around the contents of the desk. A 
rather large snow globe full of glitter and various other holiday trinkets catches his eye almost 
immediately. Techno scoffs, for who in their right mind would have a snow globe out at this time 
of year? Halloween was just a couple of days ago, but apparently, the staff at this hospital don't 
hold on to the past as much as Techno does. 


The pinkette grabs the shimmering object and begins hobbling to the opposite end of the hall in 
which Dream's room is on. Techno begins opening each and every door that his shivering hand 
comes by, for the boy knows he cannot win this battle without making a scene. The sleeping 
patients all cozied up in their scratchy bedsheets wake up and stare him down as he passes. Once 
Techno is back at the nurse's station, he hurls the snow globe as hard as he can and lets out one of 
the harshest and most bloody screams he can muster up. 


As soon as the cry leaves his throat, he presses his body against the wall of the alcove where the 
main entrance is. Every nurse, including Astor, comes rushing out of Dream's room and to the 
other end of the hallway where Techno wreaked his havoc. When their attentions are firmly caught 
on the elusive mess, Techno begins running as quickly as he can, fighting the pain and focusing 
only on saving his beloved. 


"Dream!" shouts Techno, as he stumbles into his room. "Can you hear me? Oh god, I'm so sorry.." 
Dream's half-shut eyes peer up at him with an unfocused daze. "Help.. please.." 


"I'm sorry if this hurts." 


Techno takes ahold of each tube still hooked into Dream's arms and rips them out. Blood spatters 
across the bedsheets and flooring like a milky fountain as Techno uncuffs his wrists. The blonde is 
on the verge of falling under again, that much Techno can tell. Tears run down Techno's face as he 
strains every muscle in his body to lift Dream up. 


"Tech.. Where are we?" Dream slurs. 
"TIl explain everything once we get out of here. Just stay awake. Please, stay awake." 


The older allows Dream to place all of his body weight against him. As soon as Techno takes one 

step, he hollers and moans in blinding pain that seeps up the length of his casted leg. Dream is too 
unaware to notice anything is wrong with Techno, and Techno is too hyped up on adrenaline to let 
the pain stop them from leaving this hell pit. 


"I can't walk," states Dream, wrapping both arms around Techno as his legs refuse to carry him. 


"You don't need to, Dream. I've got you, and I'm never letting go of you again, okay?" A sheen of 
sweat covers Techno's face as he forces himself to keep pushing forward while basically dragging 
Dream along with him and fighting more pain than he's ever felt tear through him in his entire life. 
"I will die for you if I fucking have to, you hear me? You're my reason for breathing." 


Dream whimpers as Techno picks up his already snail-like pace. "Hurts so much.. Back.. Head.. I 
can't take it.." 


"You can, my love. You are stronger than anyone I've ever known. You're.. stronger than me, Clay 
Dream. Don't be afraid, okay?" Techno huffs out, just as they reach the emergency exit. 


Techno passes Dream's weight to one arm as he presses open the door with his free hand. Both of 
Dream's arms hug him tighter as he tries to avoid stumbling over his useless feet. Blood, sweat, and 
tears cloud Techno's vision while a siren pierces his eardrums. Still, he traverses through the pain 
that it is commanding him to stop. 


The second they reach Phil's Buick, Techno practically tosses Dream in the passenger's seat as the 
crowd of medical professionals pushes their way into the parking lot. Techno stares at them with 
dread and hate, especially the evil asshole Astor that truly never wanted to help Dream. That man 
always viewed him as a burden, and sentencing Dream to death was the very cherry on top of the 
cake. Nobody believed in Dream. Nobody. 


"Never again will someone fucking hurt him," whispers Techno, ending his staring contest with 
the doctor and nurses as he hobbles into the driver's seat and stomps on the gas. 


Dream, who is all slumped over in the passenger's seat, gently grabs onto Techno's arm. His fingers 
are as cold as ice, almost as if they belong to a corpse. But, no, for he's alive, against all odds. 
Because for some god fucking reason, the boy has clung to life for so long now. 


"You saved me.." murmurs Dream. 
Techno intertwines those icicle fingers with his own. "That was all you, Dream." 


The blonde slowly falls over onto his side, head hitting against Techno's thigh as he merges onto 
the interstate. They've got a long road trip ahead of them if they want to reach California before the 
sun rises. 


Ranboo's POV 


Large thumb pads rub against sleepy eyes, but Ranboo only recognizes the sensation on half of his 
face. The area around his red eye is completely numb to all sensation nowadays, and he will never 
get it back. As his right eye adjusts to the light, the blurry silhouette lying next to him comes into 
frame. A friendly smile twitches at the corners of Ranboo's mouth as he softly waves to his best 
friend and scoots closer to him. 


"How long have you been awake?" Ranboo asks, reaching for Techno's beanie. 
Techno immediately swats Ranboo away. "Paws off! And, uh.. long enough.." 


The younger raises an eyebrow as his fuzzy gaze narrows in on Techno's nails. They're much 
shorter than usual and unusually colorless. Ranboo's immediate premonition is that Techno is 
falling off the rails again, for the boy always puts extra thought into his nails and hair. Even if he 
only has pink sprouts on top of his head, he still tenderly cares for each strand and never hides them 
behind a hat. 


"Are you doing okay? I know things are pretty bleak right now, but I'm here for you if you need to 
talk to me." 


"No, that's okay.. sport.." 


Ranboo feels taken aback at the sudden pet-name that doesn't fit him in the slightest. The boy can 
barely distinguish a football from a baseball! Techno has to be having a breakdown on the inside 
right about now.. 


"If you say so, but after what I revealed to you yesterday, I would hope that you trust me enough to 
let me in the way I did you," Ranboo states, unable to hold eye contact with his best friend for the 
first time in awhile. 


Techno shrugs and asks, "What'd you tell me yesterday?" 
"Are you serious?!" 


The pinkette rolls his eyes and lightly shoves Ranboo. "What? I have a lot of important things on 
my mind like uh.. Dream! And, uh.. fencing tactics." 


"Kinda strange you'd be thinking about fencing tactics when you quit the team weeks ago!" He 
narrows his eyes on Techno and just barely takes notice of a small, brown curl peeking out from 
under the wool beanie. "Either you're not Techno or we're not as close as I thought we were." 


"All right, fine! Gosh, I'm not Techno, and I cannot even pretend to be him! For identical twins, we 
sure are different people.." Wilbur sighs, tugging off the beanie. 


Ranboo gasps as a hand flies over his mouth. "Wilbur, what the hell are you doing here?! Did 
you.. kill Techno?" 


Wilbur glares at the skittish sophomore. "Are you serious, guy?" 
"You've no idea what my name is, do you?" 


The color drains from the brunette's face as he stutters and looks around the room rapidly, as if it 
would give him a hint. "Uh, sure I do.. Robot.." 


"Honestly, that's closer than I thought you'd get. So, where is he? Is he okay?" 


"Techno's fine, but Dream isn't. He didn't really explain all that much, but he headed out last night 
and told me to take his place. We always promised each other as children that we'd abuse our 
power as identical twins to help the other out of trouble if needed, and I simply could not let the lad 
down," Wilbur explains, putting on his round glasses. "But, we have to go." 


Ranboo stumbles after Wilbur as the older tosses clothes at him. "Why now? I just woke up.." 


"The last thing I want is Phil trying to make conversation with me while I lack pink hair and a 
broken leg. We have no time for you to iron a suit, or whatever it is that you do! Put on that shirt 
and jeans, and let's head out." 


The younger hurriedly rushes to change from his night clothes into the various pieces from 
Techno's closet that survived the fire. None of them fit his string bean body quite right, but if 
Wilbur's story is true, Techno is counting on both of them right about now. With how early it 
seems to be from the sun's position in the sky, Ranboo guestimates that Phil might not even be 
home yet.. so as long as his date went well. 


"Got your shit, Robot?" questions Wilbur, as he slips into a pair of sandals. 
"Yes, sir." Ranboo shoves his dead cell phone into his backpack. "Well, now I do." 


Wilbur grabs his sleeve and begins tugging him out of Phil's bedroom, cautiously staring into the 
kitchen and living room to make sure Phil is gone. They both breathe a sigh of relief and 
awkwardly high five as Wilbur reaches for the door handle. Before Ranboo has a second to process 
what is happening, the door is opening from the other side and in walks a disheveled and startled 
looking Phil Blade. 


"Woah, what's going on here? It's barely 6:00 A.M., boys," says Phil, eyes wide and rather red. 


The life drains out of Ranboo as Wilbur pipes up with, "Just on our way back to Boarding House 7, 
Dadza! None to worry about. Have a good now, yeah?" 


The brunette immediately slips out of the doorway as Ranboo follows in suit, but they are not scot- 
free yet. A booming shout from Phil sucks them back into the apartment as Wilbur's father casts 
his stern gaze back and forth to each of the boys. He points gravely toward the empty bedroom, 
causing Ranboo's bones to turn to dust as his stomach flips. 


"Where the hell is my broken son at?" 
"I think.. uh.. think that, uh.. Tommy's still asleep right.. right about now.." 


Phil's jaw visibly clenches as he steps closer to Wilbur. "Techno. Where is Techno? Bright pink 
cast on his leg, vibrant nails, probably a crop top and booty shorts, knowing him. Where is he at?" 


Wilbur mouths a sorry to Ranboo as the older takes off running from the apartment. Phil looks at 
Ranboo with bewilderment, but his mind is already off on another tangent. It's extremely difficult 
for the boy to stay on track and remember things without them having been drilled into his head or 
displayed in front of him in the form of the written word. What catches his eye this time, though, is 
the lack of something where he knows it should be. 


"Hey, that's funny. Your car keys aren't hanging on the hook, Mr. Blade," Ranboo harmlessly 
comments, only realizing the stupidity of his words after they've left his mouth. "Oh.." 


The blonde dashes out of his apartment while shouting, "WILBUR BLADE, YOU GET BACK 
HERE THIS INSTANT." 


No more than thirty seconds later, the sleep-deprived Phil in yesterday's clothes emerges back into 
the doorway, dragging Wilbur by the collar of his sweater. Ranboo swallows down the lump in his 
throat as both Blades convey various emotions on their equally as tormented faces. Wilbur looks 
scared to high hell, while Ranboo has never seen Phil this angry. 


"Dadza, I'm sorry!" cries Wilbur, dropping to his knees. "I was just trying to help! Techno needed 
me, and I couldn't let him down.." 


"Save your sob story! Just tell me where he is and what happened." 


Ranboo drops to the floor and wipes away Wilbur's tears, much like he would do to Techno if he 
was the one distressed. Wilbur's lips contort in uncertainty, for it's clear nobody takes care of him 
like this. One thing Ranboo has learned lately is that even the toughest souls need comforting from 
time to time. 


"Techno left.. to save Dream.." 


Phil clasps his hands in front of his face while staring off into the distance, almost as if dissociating 
will stop him from freaking out on the two teens. "And, when exactly will he be back?" 


"Like if I had to guess.." Wilbur begins mumbling under his breath and counting on his fingers 
before stating, "Probably never?" 


The only adult in the room gives out and crumples to the ground along with the boys, more 
distraught than Ranboo ever pictured another human acting. Wilbur tilts his head at his 
nonreligious father as Phil folds his hands in prayer. Ranboo and Wilbur share a look. Maybe this 
situation is a lot worse than Ranboo could have ever imagined.. 


"Lord, Techno.. What have you done?" 


Techno's POV 


It's been a little over three hours since Techno's phone died. He's not too upset about it, for he 
cannot be tracked if his phone is not on. The drained pinkette pulled over into a rest area around 
4:00 A.M. to sleep, but he ended up tossing and turning until 9:00 when the journey started again. 
Dream hasn't woken up even once since passing out early in the morning, but Techno knows he's 
not dead because of his faint snoring and slight fidgeting. The poor boy has lost an exponential 
amount of weight since the masquerade, but he's still alive.. 


Techno fights the urge to close his eyes as he pumps gas into the decrepit Buick, not for the first 
time today. It's early afternoon now, and Techno's stomach has been gnawing at him for hours on 
end. He ambles inside the rundown gas station to dish out more of his much-needed cash to the 
man behind the counter that really looks like he doesn't want to deal with Techno. As he sleepily 
makes his way back to the Buick, Techno's met with an astonishing sight. 


"Dream! Dream, what the fuck are you doing?" scolds Techno, limping around to the passenger 
door where Dream's front half hangs out of the car. 


The younger looks up at him with startled, bright eyes. "Techno? Oh, holy shit.. I thought I'd been 
kidnapped! Where the hell are we?" 


"Wait, you sound.. normal. How are you feeling?" 


Dream rolls his eyes. "Is now the time to make jokes? Blah, blah, blah—I'm not normal—blah, 
blah, blah. Are you going to tell me where we are?" 


The pinkette helps Dream to sit upright in the seat, causing Dream to take notice of his own attire. 

He's already confused beyond belief, but Techno can't even imagine what is happening in his mind 
now. He tries to step out of the vehicle, though it's all too clear that Dream cannot control his legs. 
He stares up, terrified, at Techno for answers. 


"Dream, we are going to take this slowly, okay? What is the very last thing you can remember?" 
questions Techno, trying to calm his impending panic attack. 


"Well.." Dream furrows his eyebrows and touches his lower back very gently, immediately 
wincing in pain. "I was on stage with you at the masquerade.. We were holding hands.. I felt 
something sharp and red-hot like fire. That's it." 


Techno has to clamp a hand over his mouth to keep his lips from quivering as he lowers himself to 
Dream's eye level. "That was three weeks ago, Dream." 


"What?! You're joking.." 


The older rapidly shakes his head. "Karl stabbed you, and you fell. God, it was.. so fucking 
horrible. And then, you had a stroke and entered a coma for three fucking weeks. You really don't 
remember waking up yesterday?" 


"Not even a little bit.. Is all of this true? Karl really tried to kill me?" 
"Positive. I.. I thought he'd actually managed to do it. Dream, I kidnapped you!" 
Dream places a trembling hand on Techno's shoulder. "You kidnapped me?" 


Techno nods as tears stream down his cheeks. The pit in his chest has been widening as the knot in 
his stomach has hardened. Dream's eyes are just as watery as he once again tries to stand up, but 
the movement in his legs is very minimal. He simply cannot produce enough force to stand up, let 
alone do more than painfully put one foot in front of the other, as he had done when Techno broke 
him out of the hospital. 


"Astor was trying to put you back under.. And, and.. you were calling for me. So, I knew that I.. I 
couldn't let you stay there and rot.. and die. I got you outta there because.. because I love you." 


The blonde wraps his arms around Techno's head and urges him forward. More tears spring from 
Techno's eyes as he quakes violently and buries his face in Dream's stomach. How he has longed 
for the boy to open his eyes and hold him for three weeks now. Techno never imagined their 
reunion to be anything like this, though. 


"Techno, I'm scared and confused and afraid and in a lot of pain, but.. but thank you. I love you 
too. I have no idea what you went through to get me here, so that is all I can say." Techno reels 
back and allows Dream to wipe away his sticky tears. "I'm not dead, okay? I'm here, and so are 
you.. Where are we going, huh?" 


Techno shakily stands and tries to put on a smile. "California! I didn't know where else to go. I 
figured that we could find you a doctor there and get started on your conditioning so that we can 
go through with the bone marrow transplant." 


"But, Techno.. Cara and Ant are still my legal guardians, and they would never allow that to 
happen!" Dream exclaims. 


"Fuck, I forgot to mention that you're a free man now. That's why Astor was going to put you back 
in the coma! Nobody was there to see to it that you survived, and he didn't want to deal with you.." 


Dream's emerald eyes once again double in size. "I'm emancipated?" 
"You're emancipated." 


The floodgates open on Dream now as he begins sobbing and smiling all the same. He may look 
and feel like shit, but Techno knows how much he has wanted this. Dream fought so hard for so 
long just to be able to make his own decisions. Now, even though life is less promised than ever, 
he has a reason to keep going. 


"We'll be in California soon, okay? Let's eat while you're awake because I have a feeling you'll be 
sleeping again soon. The very minute that we make it to San Francisco, we'll get you to a hospital. 
And, I'll be right there beside you the whole time." 


The younger nods as dries his tears and allows Techno to help him out of the Buick. "Wait, I can't 
go in anywhere with this hospital gown on. Did you bring clothes?" 


"Yes, some. Can you keep yourself upright while I fetch you something?" questions Techno, still 
holding onto Dream. 


Dream plants a quick kiss on Techno's cheek and grabs onto the open car door. "I've got it. Do.. do 
you think I'll ever be able to run again?" 


Techno stops searching in the backseat to sorrowfully gaze at Dream with so much pain behind his 
brown eyes. Dream knowingly nods and looks down at the ground below him. Although Techno 
has not a single clue how impartial spinal cord injuries are supposed to heal, he doesn't imagine the 
aftermath to be pretty. Dream will be lucky enough to merely walk without help in the future, if he 
ever gets to that point. 


But, the harsh reality is that he probably won't.. 


The pinkette tosses a pair of sneakers on the ground along with the duffel bag of clothing Niki 
brought him when he was in the hospital. He leans down to slip the shoes on Dream's feet and then 
dig around in the bag until something catches his eye. The daisy-patterned sundress with ruffles 
that Niki thought would complement Techno nicely makes him nearly breakdown. 


"Are you cool with wearing a dress?" Techno asks, holding up the dainty garment. 
Dream slowly nods. "Yeah, absolutely. Is that-" 
"Yeah, it is. Turn around." 


Techno unbuttons Dream's hospital gown and slips the sundress over his head. Once they are 
facing each other again, Techno wonders if Dream sees a ghost just like he does. They used to be 
so strong and put together. Dream used to be able to hide his illness, but he looks like he's on 
Death's door now. His central venous catheter isn't even taped in a loop against his chest. It's 
merely left to hang out of the dress to let everyone that looks at him know he's sick. 


Without another word, Dream puts an arm around Techno's shoulders as they slowly and painfully 
walk across the street to a little diner. It's clear both of them are in tremendous agony as their 


steady pace doesn't speed up even for a car driving right at them. Both of them are too injured to 
make more of an effort than they already are. 


It's quite pitiful. 
"Just the two of you?" asks the server, eyeing both teenagers awkwardly. 
Dream gives a half-assed thumbs up. "Just us." 


As soon as they are seated, Dream laps up an entire glass of water. Techno nearly forgot he'd been 
asleep for three entire weeks until the thirst in his eyes became apparent. The pinkette wipes away 
the dribble from Dream's chin and lets his hand linger a few seconds longer because it feels so 
euphoric to be able to touch a Dream that can touch him right back. 


"Want mine too?" inquires Techno, motioning to his glass. 
"Please.." 


Techno endearingly snickers while scooting the glass over to him and longingly gazing at the 
beautiful boy that is even striking when he looks half-dead. Those sunken, purple eyebags, 
thinning cheeks, that patchy skin, messy hair, chapped lips—all of it is still somehow alluring. 
Maybe that's just what love does to a person. 


The older is about to comment on how much he missed Dream and how he longs to spend forever 
by his side, but the sound of the television in the diner screeching to life with a special news 
bulletin interrupts him. Both he and Dream angle their heads to see what kind of action is 
unfolding. What is so shocking that it seems to be a hallucination are the faces of track and field 
celebutant Clay Dream and fencing luminaire Dave Blade. 


"Attention: Missing teenagers Clay Dream and Dave Blade have been gone since roughly midnight 
of this morning from the local hospital in Snowchester, Oregon. The two were last seen sneaking 
out of the hospital's emergency exit by staff, but they were unable to be apprehended at the time. 
Clay Dream's doctor has stated that he is in no condition to be long without his medication or 
supervisory from medical professionals. They are believed to be driving a 1984 navy blue Buick 
Riviera. If you have any information on the whereabouts of the missing boys, please call 
Snowchester PD immediately." 


Dream and Techno look at each other with more fear than the pinkette has ever seen or felt in his 
entire life. Their server is already on her way back to them with menus, but Techno simply cannot 
risk her recognizing them. They are wanted now, whether it be because they are fugitives or not, 
Techno doesn't quite know. All he does know is that Dream cannot go back to Astor's care. 


Time is of the very essence now. 


"Techno?" coos a soft and distant voice, followed by the feeling of hands grabbing at his chest and 
thighs. "Techno, wake up.." 


One of Techno's brown eyes pops open on command, though he longs to keep both of them shut for 
much longer. His gaze slowly adjusts to the lack of light that cannot illuminate Dream's face just a 
few inches from his own. Techno's stiff arms stretch above his head as a yawn takes full control of 
him. 


"How long have we been sleeping?" Techno asks, once his yawn has passed. 


"Dunno. Probably awhile since it's pitch black out here. Tech, I'm not feeling so good.." 


The pinkette sits upright in the driver's seat now, concern replacing his hazy mind still aching for 
slumber. Techno turns on the overhead light and squints at Dream. His patchy skin is even more 
discolored now, and Dream's entire face and all of his hair are coated in sweat. Dream's lips 
tremble as he visibly shivers, even though a blanket is wrapped around most of his body. Techno 
reaches forward to gauge his temperature. 


"Fuck, you're burning up. We'll get on the road and head for the nearest hospital. San Francisco 
can't be more than an hour worth of driving away." 


Dream nods, though it's very clear he's suffering right now. Techno starts up the Buick and begins 
to slowly navigate them out of the secluded clearing they decided to sleep away the afternoon in. 
Neither of them ever got the chance to eat, but since they are now wanted, food is the least of their 
worries. Techno's biggest concern has switched from getting found by the police to Dream dying 
on him. 


"Can we listen to some music?" croaks out Dream, fidgeting for the stereo with his seizing fingers. 
"Of course, Dreamy. Just relax, okay?" 


Techno heads back out onto the open road, thankful that the streets are empty now. Music streams 
in from the gritty speakers, lulling Dream into a state of half-conciousness. The older can't help but 
stare at him on and off just to make sure he's still there. 


"Oh, I'm just a kid; 

I never use my brain. 
I only use my heart; 
And my imagination." 


The blonde's still shaking fingers interlace with Techno's nearest hand. Techno lets go of the wheel 
to hold onto him, to assure him that he's there as well. Dream's grip is weak, but it's there, and 
that's all that matters. 


"Oh, I'm just a kid; 

I always make mistakes. 

And I never say I'm sorry; 

‘Cause they're mistakes that I made." 


The image of Techno spitefully looking at Dream crosses Techno's mind. Things were so much 
easier when the two kids hated each other. Now, Techno and Dream are in love, and it's the most 
painful thing Techno has ever had to experience. If only they could say kids forever.. 


"Oh, I'm no longer a kid; 
And everything has changed. 
There's nothing in my heart; 
And lighting in my brain." 


Just as Techno is beginning to relax himself and enjoy the thrum of the bittersweet song playing, 
Dream's nails slice into Techno's hand as he shoots forward and begins heaving with his whole 
body. Techno nearly swerves off the road at how startled he becomes, but he keeps the Buick in the 
lane while looking at Dream with panic. 


"What's going on, Dream?!" exclaims Techno, squeezing his hand tightly. 


Dream grabs at his neck with his free hand as his lungs make the most horrid wheezing sound. He 
coughs and writhes as saliva runs down his lips. The blanket falls from Dream's lap as he thrashes 
in the seat, but Techno simply can't pull over right now. Suddenly, a waterfall of red comes roaring 
from Dream's throat and covering himself in the watery substance. Niki's sundress now gives the 
appearance of a slaughterhouse apron. 


"Dream! Holy shit, I.. uh.. I'll start looking for a hospital right now!" Techno steps on the gas pedal 
as hard as he can, damning the amount of nothing they are surrounded by. "Just keep breathing, 
okay?" 


The younger whines and chokes out another gurgling stream of blood that gets all over the 
dashboard and windshield. Dream tosses his head back, nearly hyperventilating, as he begins to 
audibly sob. His entire body tremors with sorrow. 


"What the fuck are we doing, Techno?" cries Dream, airways finally clear. 
"W-What are you talking about?" 


That green gaze full of tears glares into Techno's soul. "How are we supposed to live like this? I'm 
dying, and we don't even have a place to call home anymore.." 


"It w-won't always be l-like this," Techno stutters. 


"How are you so fucking sure? Because, frankly, I don't see a white picket fence in our future. 
What is the point of any of this if neither of us get what we want in the end?" 


Techno tries to force the tears to stay at bay, but he simply cannot deny the need to cry much at all 
these days. "What do you want from me?!" 


"I want everything from you! But, I can't have any of it.." 


Before Techno has the chance to retaliate, the Buick's engine produces a sound that a cat might 
while dying. A puff of black smoke spurts out from the tailpipe as she totally and completely shuts 
down in the middle of the road. Techno buries his face in his hands as Dream continues to sob next 
to him. As much as Techno hates to admit it, Dream is right. The idea to run away seemed so 
perfect less than twenty-four hours ago, but now it just feels hopelessly juvenile. 


"I'm sorry, Dream.. I just wanted to give you the world.." 


Their eyes finally meet again as Dream solemnly states, "You don't have the world to give. And, 
that's all right. I just wish you did." 


The distant sound of sirens fills up the empty space between the two boys that have never really 
been on the same plane of reality to begin with. Where did they even get the bright idea to fall in 
love? This world doesn't belong to them because they simply do not belong in the same world 
together. Did they ever? Techno isn't quite sure. All he knows is that he is undoubtedly, 
irreversibly, and oh so tragically in love with Clay Dream. 


"It's over for us, isn't it? We have to go back to Snowchester.." 


Dream nods, once again joining hands with Techno, even though his is covered in sticky blood 
now. "It's over." 


As the flashing blue and red becomes more apparent on the horizon line, Techno has to force his 
eyes shut in order to handle the situation before them. The feeling of Dream's clammy hand 


wrapped around his own is enough to anchor him in place. Their society has fallen; the kingdom 
has succumbed to revolution. 


"They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable to communicate. ... They 
looked at each other, baffled, in love and hate." 


And, Techno Blade has lost the war. 


Chapter End Notes 


TWO CHAPTERS LEFT TO GO. Can you believe it's almost been a year since I 
started writing this fic? Time flies when you're having angsty fun! 


My life is still busier than ever, but that's okay! My 19th birthday is on this Thursday 
(Nov 18th), so I will be celebrating that soon enough! I'm almost done with my first 
semester of college and have just scored a barista job as well. Pretty great, right? 


Tell me what you thought in the comments!! It makes my day to interact with you 
guys. See you soon for the last 2 installments of You Wreck Me. Until then, follow me 
on Twitter for updates and epic content: @phantomsunsets. 


LOVE YOU. <3 


A Feeling Of Peace 


Chapter Summary 


"Dream lover, don't take us down; 
Don't give up, he works it out. 

He don't wanna believe that; 

Life ain't worth nothin’, now. 


Some people just stay in one place. 
Some people take off and run; 
One jump ahead of whatever's out there. 


And, he gives me a feeling of peace." 


Chapter Notes 


Chapter 28 is here, and it's ONLY 7 months late! More about where I've been in the 
notes at the end of this installment. Enjoy! <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Rain always comes after hellish destruction has damaged so much and taken even more. It washes 
away the mistakes of the past, allowing the nature to regrow and fragile mentalities to heal in the 
cold droplets of sky tears. The rain urges clean slates to emerge from the bitter mud and open their 
newborn eyes. Rain encourages change. 


Techno slowly saunters through the thunderstorm, not minding the way his hair, skin, and clothes, 
soak inwardly. He carries his tennis shoes in one hand as his bare feet wade through the deep, 
chilly puddles of water cooled by November air. Techno doesn't mind the feeling of his toes on the 
cement sidewalk. He almost prefers it that way. 


Exactly one month ago, Techno broke his leg and received surgery to reset his badly broken bones. 
Now, though, he is free of a cast and brace, even though every step hurts a bit more than the last 
one. He's well aware it's his own fault for not only rebreaking his leg at the masquerade, but also 
for seldom using his crutches and then supporting the weight of another human body when he 
could barely support his own. A large, bumpy, dark scar spans from Techno's kneecap to the top of 
his foot. It's just another part of his life, now. 


It's been four days since Techno and Dream were apprehended outside of San Francisco and taken 
back to Snowchester. Dream was rushed to the hospital, and Techno hasn't had any kind of contact 
with him since then. In fact, Techno has done very little except sleep. He didn't end up attending 
school all throughout the week. Today, Saturday, is the first day he's put on some real clothes and 
left the house since his cast was taken off a few days prior. 


Techno has had much time to think in his almost complete isolation. Phil took quite a few sick days 
off from work to stick around in the apartment while Techno slept in his room. The old fellow 


frequently offered to cook Techno meals and run him a hot bath. Techno mostly declined, for all he 
wanted to do was be alone, ponder this and that, and then fade back into his dreams. Not even 
Ranboo, Niki, or Sam have been allowed to see him, but Techno plans on calling them all up 
tonight and trying to make small plans for tomorrow. 


Today, though, Techno is putting his newfound plan into action. See, four days of deep thought 
will conjure up the best plans. This one doesn't involve kidnapping, stealing, or fleeing the state, 
though. No, this one is far tamer and more mature. Maturity is a concept that the pinkette is only 
just beginning to grasp, but he knows that childhood is gone now. 


Maybe it was never there to begin with. 


Techno steps into a dry lobby from the pouring rain, reminding him of the time he visited Dream in 
the city when the younger was still under the guardianship of the Frosts. So many things have 
changed since their stay in the city. Techno isn't even sure if he remembers who that old boy was. 
Maturing will do that to someone. 


The elevator ride up to the third story of the rather lavish hotel is only slightly tedious. As soon as 
the sopping teenager arrives at the right floor, he mentally counts himself down five rooms to the 
left and gently knocks on the wooden door. The seconds tick away rather quickly before the handle 
turns. Standing in the doorway is a surprised looking woman Techno knows as his mother. 


"Techno! I was beginning to think you wouldn't come by. I'm nearly finished with packing up to 
head back home." 


Her son shrugs and presses past her. "Do you have anything to eat?" 


She softly snickers and says, "Your dad told me about your little excursion to California. Wanna 
talk about it?" 


"Not particularly. So, you don't have any food?" asks Techno, peeking into the mini fridge before 
reeling back in disappointment. "You know, you do crazy things when you're in love." 


"I've heard only a little bit about your current romance. Care to tell me about the lucky boy?" 
Techno raises an eyebrow at her. "Dadza told you I'm gay?" 
His mother shakes her head. "No, Techno. I just know you; that's all." 


"Huh. Well, he's beautiful. In every way.. And, he's taught me so much about life and myself. I 
don't want to be anywhere without him. I want to grow old and die with him. I love him, Mother." 


She grins widely, taking both of his hands and urging him over to the edge of the bed so they can 
sit together. Techno's mother is very pretty, almost an exact replica of the Blade twins. Only, she's 
older and unfamiliar. Estranged, even. 


"You've found your person, kid. Not everyone gets that opportunity," she admits, clutching the 
heart-shaped locket around her neck. 


"What's in there, Ma?" Techno questions, reaching for the piece of intricately carved jewelry and 
opening it without her permission. "Oh.." 


There are two pictures inside, one on each half of the locket. On the left side is a rather handsome 
gentleman Techno has never met before, but on the other side? Well, Techno nearly finds himself 
in tears upon seeing the picture of him and his two brothers when they were young, scrappy boys. 


"You know that I've always loved you, right?" softly inquires Techno's mother. 
Techno looks up at her with watery eyes. "Is that your person?" 


"Yeah, he's my person. Phil was more like my friend, and I felt pretty trapped in our marriage. But, 
that didn't mean I should have run away like I did. Sometimes, it's easy to forget what is right to do 
when you feel so much emotion. 


"I get it. Not that I forgive you or anything, but I get it. Mother, I have a pretty big favor to ask of 


you.. 


The woman raises an eyebrow as she smooths down Techno's very short hair, still as bubble gum 
pink as always. "What is it?" 


A shaky breath exits Techno's lips as he clenches his eyes shut and admits, "Today, I will be seeing 
the boy I desperately love for the first time in four days, and I plan to ask him to be my boyfriend. 
If I agree to come and live with you and your husband in California, can he come with me?" 


"Oh, Techno. You are so much more empathetic and selfless than you think. Of course, you and 
your mystery lover can come live with us. We'll make sure you both are taken care of to the best of 
our abilities, and we'll find you both the best school. You won't have to worry about anything at all 
under my care, okay? I want to give you a good life in San Francisco." 


Techno dares to let his lips quiver into a smile. "Thank you." 


His mother's arms open to allow Techno to fall into them just as he used to up until the age of ten. 
She smells just the same and feels even more familiar. This could very well be the beginning of a 
new era for Techno and Dream. They could finally be safe, happy, and healthy.. side-by-side 

and in love. 


All Techno has to do now is ask Dream to be his forever, and it all starts with the promise ring in 
the back of his pocket. Because, love is forever, even when life isn't. And, if Techno only knows 
one thing, it's that he is in love with Clay Dream. 


Happily ever after is so close. 


Dream's POV 


The sound, smell, and taste of the rain is so enticing to Dream. He could sit by the window for the 
rest of the day, just watching it fall and occasionally cracking the window to allow a few cold 
prickles to hit his tongue. Oh, how the teenager does wish he could stand up right about now and 
run outside. Jogging in the rain was always one of Dream's favorite ways to prep for a track meet, 
no matter how risky it was to expose his central venous catheter to unclean water. 


When did life become so tedious? Well, Dream supposes it's always been this way.. 


Instead of sprinting into the foggy drizzles, Dream stays put in the stiff chair he convinced a 
passerby to steal for him from down the hall. The four-legged walker beside Dream is now his only 
means of running, whatever that word even means anymore. What would Illumina think if he saw 
the pitiful blonde now? 


Dream turns his attention away from the window and to the IV stand attached to his chest via a 
primary tubing set. The infusion pump has dinged at last, allowing him to be rid of his shackles for 


the moment. The current medication they're feeding through his catheter makes Dream feel light as 
a feather. Not that he needs to dissociate more than he already does, but he doesn't mind the mental 
padding the medicine gives him. 


Just as Dream is reaching for his lumens, a bright and familiar face peeks into the room. "Hey, 
don't worry about that! I'll take care of it, Dream." 


"Thanks, Dr. Myra. I really don't mind, if you're busy and all." 


She wheels over the desk chair from across the room and says, "Nonsense. You have my full and 
undivided attention while I'm in from the city, okay? Now that you're under my care instead of old 
Astor's, you don't have to worry about being a burden. Not that you should've had to in the first 
place, but you know what I mean." 


"Completely." Dream glances back to the rainy world outside of his hospital room window. "Is a 
date set yet? Oh, please tell me I've been cleared for the surgery!" 


Dr. Myra's eyes twinkle as she cleans Dream's lumens and feeds a tube of saline and heparin into 
each one. "Well, I was going to keep it a surprise until later this evening when I had the final 
signatures and all, but whatever! Yes, Dream, you've been given the go-ahead for the bone marrow 
transplant you've been seeking for so long now." 


"You're fucking kidding!" shouts Dream, his green eyes bulging. 
"Nope ! " 


A childlike squeal echoes from Dream's throat as he throws his arms around the tiny doctor and 
resists the urge to squeeze her as tightly as he can. She matches his energy by throwing her arms up 
in the air and giving him a few celebratory hollers. 


"God, I wonder what my mom would say. If only I could tell her.." 


The doctor finishes taping Dream's catheter in a loop. "Mind if I ask what happened to her? I know 
that you're currently in foster care, yes?" 


"Not anymore. I was just emancipated, actually.. As for my mother, well, she died what feels like 
forever ago now." 


"Did she have sickle cell too?" questions Myra, softly smiling. 


Dream shakes his head and pictures the brave, beautiful woman he was lucky enough to call his 
mother. He thinks back to the never-ending blue sky and long, humid nights. Dream can almost 
feel the coarse sand beneath his toes as he walks along the damp beach. He can smell the salt in the 
air and hear the gulls chirping over the low tide. He can picture the curving palms and discern the 
soft husk of a fresh coconut gliding against his smooth fingertips. And, of course, his mother is 
there. 


"She took her life shortly after my father died. I don't blame her, either. Life was shit for all of us. 
Somehow, though, I was the only one that made it out." 


"Hmm. I take it Oregon wasn't your first choice to live, huh?" 


The blonde's lips quiver. "This place isn't for me. I'm not sure any place is for except.. Florida. It's 
like I have so much of myself still buried in Florida. I need to know who I was. Who my parents 
were. What I can do and be. I don't think I can move on without.. moving backwards." 


"Oh, Dream." Dr. Myra ruffles his bangs. "You have every right to want to go back. Look at it like 
this, okay? You're your own person, now. If the transplant goes well, you won't be sick anymore. 
The government will be funding you for awhile anyways as you heal, might as well go on the 
journey to find yourself! What's stopping you, huh?" 


And then, there's a pretty boy with sharp features, a piggy nose, brown eyes, long hair in the 
deepest shade of pink, a tear-shaped septum ring, and a long-forgotten sabre sword. Well, except, 
now he doesn't have that long hair or that trusty sabre anymore. No, he has a bit of magenta fluff 
and purple eyebags and soft pupils shrouded by fading irises. He has what's left of Dream's current 
life. The life Dream wants to leave goodbye to start anew. 


"Something, that's for sure." 


In all of Snowchester, all of Oregon as a whole, Dream is nothing at all. Techno is his only sliver 
of purpose. But, it's a dangerous purpose full of thorns and poison. So much has happened since 
Techno and Dream decided to push aside their rivalry to become friends.. to become far more than 
friends. Dream knows deep within himself that he wouldn't trade Techno for anything, but what if 
the pleasure doesn't justify the pain? 


"Whatever you decide to do, albeit here, there, or anywhere else, I just want you to promise me 
that you'll do whatever it is you need to do to make yourself happy. This is your opportunity to live 
a whole new life with a brand-new purpose." 


"Thank you, Myra. I really cannot articulate just how important you being here is.." Dream admits, 
partially blushing. 


She grins at him and nods. "That's what I'm here for! I'll check on you a bit later, okay? No more 
running off. We all know how notorious you are for skipping out on hospitals." 


Dr. Myra playfully waves goodbye as Dream turns to face the window again. Surprisingly enough, 
it's stopped raining. A few rays of sunshine are beginning to peer out from behind the constricting 
clouds. No matter how hard it rains in Oregon, the sunshine will always follow, just like in Florida. 


And, Dream knows exactly what he must do now. Everything is clear and crisp for the first time in 
maybe ever. Dream, though not well versed in making decisions, is ready to take control of his life, 
just like Dr. Myra said. 


Oh, how bittersweet and pink everything feels right now. 


Techno's POV 


The pastel sky is painted with trickles of pristine cloud matter, all different shades of cotton candy, 
caramel apples, and lemonade so bitter that it makes one's tongue recoil upon first sip. The 
strawberry pink blends into aged honey with warm notes of cinnamon spice and pumpkin scones. 
Frosting outlines the sweetness of the sky, tucked in by blueberry cobbler sky that is just hot 
enough to protect bare skin from the chill of impending winter. 


It's quaint how autumn can give and take (and give and take and give and take and give and take...) 
in just the span of a few hours. The sun is on its way out for the day, even though it's barely 5 
‘o'clock. The days are shorter, the nights are colder, and every second feels like one year flying past 
cracked irises. Techno wants to hold the image forever, trapped in his eyes and always deemed 
safe. 


A foreign breeze brushes against his bare neck and kisses his exposed collarbones as Techno 
squints his eyes just a little bit harder for a little bit longer. The concrete wall he's positioned on is 
still damp from the showers of the morning and afternoon, but he doesn't care much. His pink hair 
is faded from dollar store box dye, revealing patches of yellow from the cheap bleach powder. 
And, even though the pinkette doesn't look as strong as he once used to, he feels just as strong as he 
needs to be in this November sunset. 


"Hey, come down from your nest," calls a songbird voice, from below the wall. 
Techno immediately looks down as a smile paints against his chapped lips. "Look out below!" 


Dream takes a slow step back, aided by his walker. He, too, might appear weaker and more frail 
than the passionate runner he was in September, but Techno only sees greatness and valor in the 
thin, hunched figure of blotchy skin, fading freckles, and a central venous catheter on full display, 
not even taped in a loop against his peck. 


"Wow, you look amazing." Dream's olive eyes scan over Techno, taking in the sight of his baby 
blue doll dress from Niki. The shoulder caps are puffed up, cuffing the upper arms of the pinkette. 
The heart-shaped neckline frames Techno's chest so delicately, trailing out into smooth ruffles that 
stop midway down his thighs. He's a sight, for sure. "Whatcha all dressed up for, huh?" 


"Oh, ya know. Same reason you're in a dress," remarks Techno. 


The blonde furrows his brows at Techno's sly smirk. "It's called a hospital gown, but I'll bite. I 
missed you so much." 


"Fuck, I missed you too. I haven't slept as much as I did these past four days in my entire lifetime. 
You must be exhausted." 


"Well, I can't say I feel like a million bucks, but I do feel a little better. I'm walking again, see?" 
Just as Dream brings up his mobility, his eyes hollow. "But, I could really use a sit right now, or I 
might topple over." 


Techno takes both of Dream's frail hands and slowly guides him up the cinderblock stairs on the 
opposite side of the wall he jumped down from. Leaving his walker behind, Dream takes each 
calculated step as carefully as possible until he can reach the top of the wall. After the younger's 
bottom is planted firmly on the concrete, Techno cozies up next to him, feeling the cold at last. 


Their softened gazes lock for the first time in days. Each pair of eyes is shrouded in long lashes and 
so much goddamned curiosity. Every time they stare at each other with so much wanderlust, it 
feels like the very first time Dream waltzed into Boarding House 7. His green hood was up, and he 
refused to make eye contact with anyone. But, as soon as Techno caught sight of him, their eyes 
met. And, the two just stared for what felt like a million years. Green eyes to brown. Two hearts 
that couldn't beat more perfectly in sync. 


And, it doesn't take but a few seconds until their quivering lips meet. The sunset, now forgotten by 
the boys in love, watches them now. They hold just as much and maybe even more beauty as the 
sun bidding farewell to Snowchester, Oregon. Tender hands grip frozen arms as bruised foreheads 
press together. The gain is worth more than the pain, so neither of them fight to become more 
comfortable. 


As long as Techno and Dream are side-by-side, nothing matters more than the other. 


Longing lips finally break, connected by a string of saliva that binds them for all eternity. Techno's 


smile comes back in a beam as he reaches to wipe spit from Dream's mouth. The two gently laugh 
as their hands find the way back together, fingers locked and thumbs rubbing against knuckles. 


"Dream, I can't wait any longer. I need to tell you just exactly what's been on my mind for these 
last ninety-six hours. I need to tell what I should have told you the moment I could feel your heart 
beating. Because, this, every ounce of whatever this is, has been the most dazzling experience of 
my life. I am a completely different person than I was just a few months ago. I heavily owe it to 
you, Clay Dream," confides Techno. 


Dream's perfect lips conform into such a solemn grin. "Techno, I fully agree. This has been the 
most life altering, beautiful, sad, ugly, and true experience of my life." 


"Oh, thank God. I need to ask you something very important." Techno reaches for the simple ring 
in the pocket of his sundress. "Dream, will you be my b-" 


"Wait, Techno, before you say anything else. I need to tell you something. I cannot wait a second 
longer. Because, every second that goes by, another nail is driven into my own coffin." 


The pinkette's spindly fingers let go of the ring. "Of course, what is it?" 


"I'm going to be honest about my health from now on. As soon as you leave here tonight, I'm 
telling Dr. Myra about how I've been puking blood. I cannot continue to deceive her, for I have 
been cleared for the bone marrow transplant." 


Those brown eyes balloon to twice their normal size as Techno gasps. "Holy shit! Dream, fuck, this 
is amazing! Oh, I'm so happy for you." 


Dream accepts Techno's offer of a hug and a quick kiss. "The rest of my life could be beginning. 
I'm so terrified and so ready for all of it. But, that's not all. Techno.. I need to be honest." 


"Okay." Techno squeezes both of Dream's hands. "Be honest." 


The younger looks away as he gulps. "I need to find myself. I need to learn who I am if I'm really 
going to get a second chance at life. Techno, I finally know what I want." 


"What do you want?" 


Their eyes meet again, but Dream's are full of tears. "I want to go to Florida. I'm well aware there 
is NO way you can come with me. Techno, I am so vehemently in love with you, but I am 

not blindly in love with you. I can never discover what I want if I stay here. I didn't ask to come 
here, but I am asking to go home. I've thought about this for so long, and I as much as I want this 
perfect love story with a white picket fence, a vegetable garden, and an oaf of a dog named 
Sparky, J don't know who I am." 


"Dream, are you breaking up with me?" asks Techno, in the calmest voice he can muster. 


Dream nods, smiling through tears as Techno's red cheeks become salt-stained as well. "I know we 
tried to make a magical love story work, but I now realize we will never get that. I am so, so sorry 
that I can't give you that.." 


Techno delicately wipes away Dream's tears. "It's okay, my love. I was thinking the same thing." 
"Oh, thank God. Thank you for not hating me.." 


"How could I hate you, Clay Dream?" Techno cups Dream's cheeks in his palms and steals one of 


the most painful kisses he never knew he would have to. "I love you so much." 


The blonde lets the air out of his lungs as he leans against Techno and holds on for dear life. "I 
love you too. I love you more than I ever knew I could love." 


And, the two teenage boys with the weight of the world on their shoulders, cry tears of sorrow, 
relief, and love as they sit on the concrete wall, soaking up one of their last sunsets and first days of 
unfiltered truth. For, they have so little love left to share before Techno and Dream will part for the 
last time. 


"I haven't seen fireflies in exactly nine days. Do you think they're gone for the year?" asks Ranboo, 
melting the silence that has hardened between them. 


Techno squints into the clear night sky. "I guess so. Wait, hey.. I see one." 


Ranboo's two-toned eyes follows Techno's fingertip as he points out a curious, little lightning bug 
sniffing the patch of daisies that are still holding on for dear life in this autumn weather. It lands on 
one of the bulbs and closes its wings while blinking to no one at all. For, this tiny guy is all alone 
on such a frigid night. He has nobody, but the creature doesn't seem to mind. Huh. 


"Go catch it, Techno. Make a wish, and it'll come true." 
The pinkette raises an eyebrow. "Where did you hear that bullshit?" 


"Oh, don't be a party pooper. The kids in my first group home used to swear by it. They said if you 
wished for parents with a glowing firefly in your hands, a loving couple would come swoop you up 
in no time." 


"Did that work for any of them?" 


The younger shrugs and explains, "If you told someone else your wish, it wouldn't come true. So, I 
don't know, really." 


Techno sighs and stands up from the porch steps the two are perched on. He calmly makes his way 
toward the flowers, reaching out both hands to delicately scoop up the vibrant bug. It blinks rapidly 
in his palms for a few seconds before deciding that Techno must not be harmful. It crawls along 
the ridges of Techno's hands, lighting them up with a soft glow. 


"Let's see.. What do I wish for?" Techno wonders aloud, scrunching his lips up and angling his 
head in Ranboo's direction. The gangly buffoon is spread out in the dirt now with moths flying 
around his face and nesting in his fluffy hair. Ranboo smiles as one of the winged creatures lands 
on his nose. "Nothing at all." 


Without a wish to ask for, Techno reaches one hand up into the sky and allows the lightning bug to 
buzz off, blinking as it ascends into the night, as if it were never there to begin with. Techno stares 
at the insect until he cannot see it any longer. When it's for sure gone, and while Ranboo is still 
distracted, Techno reaches into the pocket of his dress and pulls out the fake gold band he's been 
carrying around all day. He leans over the daisy patch and digs a small hole in the center of the 
floral arrangement, dropping the ring in before covering it back up with dirt. 


Because, Techno knows that some things aren't meant to last forever, just like these wilting 
blossoms. 


"Well, what did you wish for?" questions Ranboo, joining Techno further in the backyard. 


"Hey, you know the rules." Ranboo tilts his head out of curiosity. "If I tell you, my wish won't 
come true!" 


The taller rolls his eyes. "Who's a believer now?" 
"I guess I am. Are you ready to go back inside?" 
"No, that's okay. I'm gonna stay out here for awhile. You heading to bed?" 


Techno nods. "It's been a long time since I slept in the boarding house, and I'm ready for a relaxing 
night with my brother not too far from me." 


"ĮI understand. Sleeping without Fundy in the room still feels so lonely. It's like I haven't accepted 
everything he did to us yet." 


The pinkette softly smiles and insists, "You don't have to until you're ready. Just know that he 
cannot hurt you ever again, for he'll be wrapped in Schlatt's greasy arms for the rest of.. ever?" 


Ranboo laughs, good-naturedly. "You're right. Well, goodnight." 
"Wait, mind if I ask you something before I leave?" 
Those patchy ears perk up. "No, of course." 


"Would you.. uh.." Techno smiles and places a hand on Ranboo's nearest shoulder. "Would you 
move to California with me?" 


"What? Me? Are you joking?" 


Techno shakes his head. "Not even a little bit. You're my best friend, and I don't want you to have 
to feel unloved in this house or unloved when you go back to the foster home over Christmas and 
summer break. My mother already said I could bring you with me. She'll take care of us for the 
rest of high school. All you have to do is say yes.." 


"Yes.. Yes! Yes, I will go with you," exclaims Ranboo, his voice cracking as he throws his arms 
around Techno. "I love you. You're the bestest best friend I could ever ask for." 


The older sinks into Ranboo's grip. "You're the bestest best friend I could ever ask for as well. 
You're my brother, Ranboo, and I don't leave my brothers in the dirt." 


"Thank you," he whispers. 
"My pleasure, Boo. Sleep well." 


The best friends part and share a kind smile before Ranboo sits back down on pavement and 
Techno heads into Boarding House 7 through the sliding glass door. Laughter doesn't radiate 
throughout these barren halls anymore. There is no more need for power or love or hate or 
friendship or fun. Every kid in the house has aged twenty years since the beginning of the school 
year. The island of greedy boys has dispersed. Childhood is over. Innocence is lost. 


"Dave! Oh, how I've missed you," greets Housemother, stopping Techno for a quick hug. "Getting 
ready for bed already?" 


Techno nods. "Yeah, I think Wilbur's already passed out. I've missed you too." 


"Well, don't let me keep you. Go and get some rest, kiddo." 


The teenager smiles before trudging up the staircase slowly, as not to cause his leg any pain. He 
carefully glides down the hallway, peering into a cracked open door along the way. There, Tommy 
lies in his bed on his stomach with a book in his hands. He's reading Lord of the Flies, which 
reasonably should shock Techno, but it doesn't. Tommy will forgive him in time. And, Techno will 
give him all the time he needs. 


Quietly opening his own door, Techno makes his way into his dark bedroom. Wilbur is fast asleep 
in his bed, snoring softly with his round glasses still perched on his nose. Techno takes them off for 
his twin brother and sets them on his nightstand. Then, the pinkette slinks into the cool sheets of 
the bed he hasn't slept in since before the masquerade. He feels at home. And, it's not about 

the home itself. No, for it's about Wilbur and Ranboo and Tommy and even Dream, though Dream 
hasn't lived here in what feels like years. 


Home isn't a building. Home isn't a place with warm beds. Home isn't even the house where you 
live. Home is the people that make life worth living. Home is wherever love grows. 


And, love sure does grow here. 


Chapter End Notes 


So, if you missed my announcement, I basically explained where I was and what 
happened to YWM. In short, I suffered a gnarly concussion and have been healing for 
all of 2022. Also, after my announcement was posted, I was sadly diagnosed with 
polycystic ovary syndrome, which took even more of my time away. I'm finally back 
to writing again and starting to once more feel like Phantom, even though I have a very 
long journey ahead of me. 


Enough of that, tell me what you thought of this chapter in the comments! Was it 
worth 7 months of waiting? Probably not, haha. Follow me on Twitter if you want, 
though I rarely post: @ phantomsunsets. Love you all! :) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


